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Preface 


jlT  has  been  the  aim  of  the  Editor  to  make  this  Hymnal  a 
discriminating  selection,  not  a  comprehensive  collection,  of 
sacred  song.  For  this  purpose  more  than  five  thousand 
hymns  and  poems  have  been  critically  examined,  and  as 
many  tunes.  This  selection  has  been  based  on  the  belief 
that  beauty  of  form  and  depth  of  feeling  are  consistent, 
not  inconsistent,  qualities;  that  the  act  of  worship  calls  for  man's  highest 
powers,  —  moral,  intellectual,  and  aesthetic;  that  the  perfunctory  and  the 
didactic,  no  less  than  the  merely  quaint  and  the  ingenious,  have  no  place  in 
public  devotions ;  and  that  a  hymn  is  all  the  profounder  expression  of 
universal  experience  for  being  so  heartfelt  an  expression  of  its  author's 
experience  as  to  be  pervaded  by  his  individuality,  and  even  touched  by 
his  idiosyncrasies. 

The  Editor  has  not  asked  that  the  hymns  he  has  selected  should  conform 
to  any  school  of  thought  or  any  customary  mode  of  expression.  He  has 
laid  stress  on  intrinsic  excellence  alone,  which  he  has  not  thought  should 
be  sacrificed  to  merely  temporary  convenience  or  musical  effect  or  ecclesi- 
astical habit.  He  has  drawn  from  all  sources,  —  the  English  of  Dryden  and 
of  Carlyle;  the  German  of  Luther  and  of  Goethe;  the  Danish  of  Hans 
Christian  Andersen  ;  the  French  of  Lamartine  and  Madame  Guyon  ;  the 
mediaeval  Greek  and  Latin;  the  American  verse  of  Longfellow,  Bryant, 
Holmes,  Whittier,  Harriet  Beecher  Stowe.  In  a  similar  spirit,  all  phases 
of  Christian  experience,  —  the  Arminian  and  the  Calvinistic,  the  tender  and 
the  strong,  the  distinctively  personal  and  the  ecclesiastical,  —  he  has  sought 
to  represent. 

Hymns  intended  for  public  worship  should  be  expressions  either  of 
prayer,  of  praise,  of  consecration,  or  invitations  thereto.  With  rare  excep- 
tions, only  such  are  to  be  found  in  this  Hymnal.  Poems  adapted  for 
devotional  reading,  such  as  Keble's  narrative,  "  When  God  of  old  came 
down  from  Heaven,"  and  metrical  definitions  of  doctrine  or  of  spiritual 
experience,  such  as  Montgomery's  descriptive  verse,  "  Prayer  is  the  soul's 
sincere  desire,"  however  beautiful  they  may  be,  are  not  included. 
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In  the  work  of  editing,  the  integrity  of  every  hymn  has  been  scrupulously 
regarded.  Where  hymns  have  been  abridged,  it  has  been  to  enhance  their 
value,  by  the  exclusion  of  irrelevant,  redundant,  or  infelicitous  stanzas,  and 
not  for  typographical  or  any  other  mechanical  convenience ;  when  a  hymn 
has  been  altered,  it  has  been  to  adopt  a  form  tested  and  hallowed  by  Chris- 
tian usage,  or,  in  rare  instances,  to  correct  such  infelicities  in  metre  or  in 
expression  as  would  prove  serious  obstacles  in  Christian  worship.  Changes 
have  never  been  made  in  order  to  please  the  individual  taste  or  the  theo- 
logical opinions  of  the  Editor,  or  simply  to  better,  in  his  judgment,  an 
inoffensive  expression.  From  such  interference  with  the  words  of  an 
author,  he  has  scrupulously  refrained.  All  alterations  introduced  into  this 
volume  intentionally  are  noted  in  the  Index  of  Translators  and  Revisers. 

The  tunes  have  been  selected  on  the  theory  that  congregations  can  sing 
the  best  chorus  music,  which  may  or  may  not  be  simple,  but  must  have  a 
certain  rhythm  and  movement  that  the  mind  can  retain.  With  very  few 
exceptions,  no  tune  has  been  admitted  that  is  deemed  unsuitable  for  con- 
gregational use ;  a  few  are  inserted  which  can  be  used  with  good  effect  by 
a  solo  voice,  a  quartet,  or  a  chorus  choir  in  conjunction  with  the  congre- 
gation. It  must  be  remembered,  however,  that  familiarity  with,  not  trivial 
simplicity  of,  music  is  the  secret  of  good  congregational  singing;  and  every 
new  tune  contained  in  these  pages,  to  be  sung  worthily,  should  first  be  sung 
often  enough  to  familiarize  the  ear  with  the  melody.  In  endeavoring  to 
make  the  volume  inclusive  of  the  best  congregational  music  at  command 
to-day,  the  Editor  has  carefully  examined  the  best  work  of  every  school,  — 
the  German  choral,  the  early  and  the  modern  English,  the  early  and  the 
modern  American.  Adaptations  from  secular  music,  he  has  carefully 
avoided ;  adaptations  from  oratorios  he  has,  with  few  exceptions,  avoided. 
Among  the  tunes  are  more  than  a  score  furnished  by  some  of  the  leading 
musicians  of  the  United  States. 

In  the  adaptations  of  the  music  to  the  words,  no  settings  thoroughly 
familiar  to  the  churches  have  been  discarded  without  much  consideration. 
An  equal  regard  has  been  paid  to  the  selection  of  words  for  which  each 
tune  was  originally  designed  by  the  composer.  Although  great  care  has 
been  expended  in  uniting  each  hymn  to  appropriate  music,  opportunity  is 
given  in  many  instances  to  congregations  to  alter  the  adaptations  of  the 
Editor.  Thus,  hymn  42  may  be  sung,  if  desired,  to  tune  43;  hymn  51  to 
tune  50;  hymn  200  to  tune  201  ;  hymn  248  to  tune  247.  A  record  of 
such  alternative  settings  will  be  found  incorporated  in  the  indexes  at  the 
back  of  the  volume. 

To  increase  congregational  participation  in  church  service,  there  are 
appended  to  the  Hymnal  a  few  simple  Orders  of  Service,  and  some  Scrip- 
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ture  selections  especially  selected  and  adapted  to  responsive  reading. 
Liturgies  are  not  made,  they  grow.  Therefore  no  new  liturgies  have  been 
constructed  for  this  book ;  the  services  suggested  have,  in  the  main,  been 
simply  abridged  and  adapted  from  the  Orders  of  Service  most  familiar  to 
Congregational  worshippers,  —  that  hallowed  by  long  usage  in  the  Protes- 
tant Episcopal  Church.  In  connection  with  these  Orders  of  Service  a 
few  simple  chants  are  printed;  and  the  first  twenty-four  hymns  and 
tunes  have  been  selected  with  especial  reference  to  use  in  the  opening 
of  service,  in  the  belief  that  the  first  act  of  public  worship  should  be, 
not  an  anthem  sung  to  the  congregation,  but  a  hymn  of  prayer  and  praise 
sung  by  the  congregation. 

While  the  entire  preparation  of  the  book,  both  literary  and  musical,  has 
been  under  my  general  supervision,  so  that  I  cannot  claim  exemption  from 
responsibility  for  any  feature  in  it,  that  preparation  would  have  been  impos- 
sible without  the  co-operation  of  Mr.  Charles  H.  Morse,  who  has  assisted 
me  throughout  in  the  selection  and  adaptation  of  the  tunes,  and  has 
undertaken  the  whole  work  of  technical  musical  superintendence ;  and  of 
my  son,  Mr.  Herbert  Vaughan  Abbott,  who  in  the  preparation  of  the 
Hymnal  has  made  a  special  and  painstaking  study  of  English  hymnody. 

I  am  also  indebted  for  valuable  suggestions  in  the  preparation  of  this 
Hymnal  to  the  Rev.  Amory  H.  Bradford,  D.D.,  the  Rev.  James  A. 
Chamberlain,  D.D.,  the  Rev.  Washington  Gladden,  D.D.,  the  Rev.  William 
Pierson  Merrill,  D.D.,  the  Rev.  Theodore  T.  Munger,  D.D.,  Dr.  H.  R. 
Palmer,  the  Rev.  Edwin  P.  Parker,  D.D.,  and  many  others. 

On  another  page  will  be  found  a  list  of  acknowledgments  for  permission 
by  authors  or  owners  of  copyrights  to  use  copyrighted  hymns  and  tunes. 

In  the  Historical  Introduction  following  this  Preface,  I  have  explained  the 
connection  of  this  Hymnal  with  its  predecessor,  "  Plymouth  Collection," 
traced  briefly  the  rise  of  congregational  music  in  the  United  States,  and 
stated  the  principles  which  it  seems  to  me  must  govern  choir-masters  and 
clergy  in  endeavoring  to  promote  congregational  participation  in  public 
worship  through  the  medium  of  sacred  song. 

LYMAN   ABBOTT. 

Plymouth  Church, 

Brooklyn,  June,  1893. 
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HE  Puritans  brought  with  them  from  the  Old  World  in  1620 
a  manual  of  psalmody  known  as  "  Ainsworth's  Version  of 
the  Psalms,"  which  was  speedily  followed  by  the  "  Bay 
Psalm-Book,"  composed  by  the  clergy  of  the  colonies. 
These  books  contained  only  versions  of  the  Hebrew  psalms, 
slightly  changed   in  form  to  adapt   them   to   singing.     A 

from  the  Twenty-Third  Psalm  may  suffice  to  illustrate   the 

"  1  The  Lord  to  me  a  Shepherd  is, 

Want  therefore  shall  not  I ; 

2  He  in  the  folds  of  tender  grass 

Doth  cause  me  down  to  lie." 

Some  of  the  more  vigorous  Puritans  questioned  the  lawfulness  of  singing 
psalms  "  in  Meeter  devised  by  men."  To  meet  this  difficulty,  at  a  little 
later  date  a  version  was  prepared  without  metrical  form,  the  psalter  being 
divided,  however,  into  bars  of  such  length  as  to  make  their  use  with  psalm- 
tunes  possible,  thus:  — 

"  Many  there  be  who  ever  are  ||  saying  unto  my  Soul,  |J  There  's  no  Salvation  10  be  had 
H  for  him  in  God  at  all." 

Great  questions  arose  in  the  churches  also  as  to  the  methods  of  singing. 
"Some  believed,"  says  Mr.  George  Hood,  to  whose  monograph  on  the 
"  History  of  Music  in  New  England  "  we  are  indebted  for  these  facts,  "  that 
Christians  should  not  sing  at  all,  but  only  praise  God  with  the  heart." 
Others  believed  it  right  to  sing,  but  thought  it  wrong  to  sing  the  psalms  of 
David.  Some  believed  it  wrong  for  any  but  Christians  to  sing;  and  others 
thought  one  only  should  sing,  while  the  assembly  should  join  in  silence,  and 
respond  "  Amen."  The  people  were  rarely  supplied  with  the  psalm-books. 
The  clerk  or  a  deacon  read  the  psalm  one  line  at  a  time,  and  when  the 
congregation  had  sung  that  line,  the  second  one  was  read.  Dr.  Isaac  Watts 
was  one  of  the  leaders  in  the  reformation  which,  after  hot  discussion  and 
much  opposition,  finally  resulted  in  the  abandonment  of  this  practice  of 
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"lining-out."  He  naTvely  complains,  in  the  Introduction  to  his  Hymn- Book, 
that "  though  the  author  has  done  what  he  could  to  make  the  sense  com- 
,  plete  in  every  line  or  two,  yet  inconveniences  will  always  attend  this 
unhappy  manner  of  singing/'  But  it  was  not  finally  discarded  without 
some  serious  church  quarrels.  Instances  are  narrated  in  which  the  con- 
servative clerk  or  deacon  insisted,  despite  the  vote  of  the  church,  in  lining 
out  the  hymn  according  to  the  good  old  way,  and  abandoned  the  practice 
only  when  his  voice  was  drowned  out  by  the  choir,  who  refused  to  wait  for 
the  reading  of  the  second  line.1 

For  many  years  the  singing  was  done  wholly  by  rote.  Certain  tunes 
became  traditions  in  the  churches,  and  were  handed  down  from  generation 
to  generation.  The  first  printing  of  music  in  the  colonies  was  done,  accord- 
ing to  Mr.  Hood,  in  1690-98.  A  few  tunes  were  selected  for  psalms  of 
a  certain  specified  character;  thus,  Oxford  Tune,  Litchfield  Tune,  and 
Low  Dutch  Tune  were  appointed  for  psalms  consolatory;  St.  David's  Tune 
and  Martyr's  Tune  for  psalms  of  praise  and  thanksgiving.  But  it  was  not 
until  the  introduction  of  choirs  had  begun  to  supersede  the  practice  of 
lining-out,  in  the  latter  part  of  the  eighteenth  century,  that  there  was  any 
considerable  demand  for  tune-books,  which  then  began  to  appear  in  great 
numbers.  With  the  choir  came  the  singing-school,  —  which  in  the  New 
England  village  became  the  standard  evening  recreation,  —  and  with  the 
singing-school  a  constantly  widening  circle  of  men  and  women  who  could 
sing  more  or  less  accurately  and  effectively  from  note. 

Thus  very  gradually  was  the  way  prepared  for  that  sudden  accession  of 
musical  life  in  New  England,  and  in  all  the  churches  of  the  Puritan  faith 
and  order,  due  to  the  influence  of  Lowell  Mason.  He  may  almost  be 
called  the  first  popular  musical  instructor  in  America.  He  was  the  first  to 
systematize  and  organize  the  before  spasmodic  and  accidental  singing- 
schools;  he  called  into  existence  the  musical  institute;  he  introduced  to 
Puritan  households  family  singing  of  glees  as  well  as  of  psalms  and  hymns ; 
he  made  singing  a  feature  of  both  the  public  and  private  schools ;  he  har- 
monized in  simple  forms  Continental  music,  and  at  once  created  a  demand 
for  a  new  kind  of  choir  book,  and  supplied  the  demand  which  he  had 
created.     His  "  Handel  and  Haydn  Collection  of  Church  Music,"  published 

■ 

m  182 1,  first  gave  to  the  American  people  some  of  those  simpler,  but 
always  effective,  church  tunes  which  they  will  never  willingly  lose.  But 
singing  in  church  was  still  rendered  by  a  choir;  a  few  in  the  congregation 
timidly  added  their  voices  if  the  tunes  were  familiar,  or  yet  more  timidly 

1  Even  as  late  as  1869,  the  Editor  heard  hymns  similarly  lined  out,  a  stanza  at  a  time, 
^  the  great  "Tabernacle  "  of  the  late  Charles  H.  Spurgeon. 
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followed  the  choir  if  the  tunes  were  new.  But  in  every  congregation  there 
was  an  increasing  number  who  could  both  read  music  and  sing  it  as  well  as 
the  favored  members  of  the  choir.  That  they  should  be  given  the  music 
books  and  encouraged  to  sing,  was  inevitably  the  next  step  in  the  evolution 
of  church  music.  Such  books  were  prepared  for  the  prayer-meeting,  in 
which  there  was  never  a  choir,  or  used  for  revival  services,  in  which  the 
general  emotion  was  too  strong  and  deep  to  content  itself  without  vocal 
expression.  "  Songs  of  Zion,"  "  The  Christian  Lyre,"  and  4<  Christian 
Songs,"  and  probably  others  less  known,  were  used  for  this  purpose.  But 
they  rarely,  if  ever,  got  beyond  the  confines  of  the  prayer-meeting  or  the 
revival  service. 

Such  was  the  musical  condition  of  the  congregations  in  the  United  States 
when,  in  1847,  Henry  Ward  Beecher  came  to  Brooklyn  to  accept  the  pas- 
torate of  the  recently  organized  Plymouth  Church.  The  lining-out  had 
long  since  been  abandoned.  Every  church  had  its  volunteer  choir.  The 
singing-school  was  in  its  best  estate.  Musical  institutes  were  held  in  the 
winter  in  the  greater  part  of  New  England.  Lowell  Mason  and  his 
pupils,  eminent  among  them  George  F.  Root  and  George  James  Webb, 
had  by  their  musical  compositions  done  much  to  popularize  sacred  music. 
The  revival  spirit,  caught  from  the  Methodists,  had  aroused  in  the  before 
unemotive  churches  of  the  Puritans  an  emotional  life  which  demanded 
vent.  The  people  were  prepared  for  the  next  forward  movement,  which 
was  introduced  by  Mr.  Beecher.  He  was  no  musician,  but  he  loved  music ; 
he  appreciated  its  value  in  harmonizing  the  congregation,  and  opening  the 
sympathies  to  receive  the  minister's  message;  and  he  thoroughly  believed 
in  cultivating  the  emotions,  and  giving  them  an  opportunity  for  expression. 
The  conductor  of  music  in  Plymouth  Church  was  a  Mr.  Darius  E.  Jones, 
who  had  a  connection  with  the  publishing  house  of  Mason  Brothers,  sons 
of  Lowell  Mason.  Mr.  Beecher  proposed  to  Mr.  Jones  to  prepare  a  hymn 
and  tune-book  for  the  use  of  the  congregation  in  church  services,  obtained 
a  guarantee  for  the  plates,  and  secured  the  co-operation  of  the  publishers. 
"Temple  Melodies"  was  the  result.  Though  Mr.  Beecher  was  the  father 
of  the  enterprise,  the  book  did  not  satisfy  his  ideal.  Its  success  inspired 
him  with  the  ambition  for  a  larger  undertaking;  and  he  began  the  prepara- 
tion of  "  Plymouth  Collection. "  There  was,  however,  so  little  faith  in  the 
possible  success  of  any  tune-book  for  congregational  use  that  no  publisher 
could  be  found  to  undertake  the  venture  on  his  own  account.  Two 
members  of  Plymouth  congregation  agreed  to  furnish  the  money  for  the 
book,  and  on  this  agreement  it  was  published,  in  1855. 
Nothing  like  this  collection  had  up  to  that  time  been  seen  or  even 
dreamed  of.       There  lingered  even  then  in  Puritan  churches  some  remnant 
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of  the  superstition  which  forbade  all  singing  in  church  except  of  the  psalms 
of  David.     "Watts"   had,  however,  very  generally  taken  the  place  of  the 
old  Puritan  books,  and  as  a  concession  to  liberalism  and  progress,  an  appen- 
dix to  Watts  had  been  added,  containing  selections  from  Toplady,  Newton, 
Doddridge,  Wesley,  and  a  few  others.     This  "  Watts  and  Select "  was  the 
standard  hymn-book  throughout  New  England.     Only  a  few  years  before 
"  Plymouth  Collection  "  was  published,  the  village  church  where  the  Editor's 
boyhood  was  spent  was  threatened  with  a  serious  division  because  it  had 
ventured  to  supersede  "  Watts  and  Select"  with  the  more  catholic  "  Church 
Psalmody ;  "  and  the  strife  was  only  allayed  by  a  compromise,  according  to 
which  for  several  years  every  hymn  was  announced  from  both  hymn-books, 
the  conservatives  singing  from  the  one  book,  the  progressives    from  the 
other.     Mr.  Beecher,  with  a  catholic  courage  rare  in  any  minister,  disre- 
garded all    conventional   lines  in  the  preparation  of  his  hymn-book.     He 
laid  all  poetry  under  contribution,  —  not  only  the  Calvinistic  Watts  and 
Toplady  and  the  Arminian  Wesley,  not  only  the  extremely  proper,  not  to 
say  prosaic,   Doddridge  and  the  self-abasing  Newton,   but  he  brought   in 
contributions  from  sources  which  had  theretofor  usually  been  regarded  as 
purely  secular, —  Mrs.  Browning,  William  Culicn  Bryant,  John  G.  Whittier; 
•  he  even  went  beyond  the  lines  of  orthodoxy,  and  incorporated  lyrics  from 
the   Unitarians   Henry   W.   Longfellow    and   John    Pierpont;    and    he   set 
Puritanism  at  defiance  by  borrowing  from  Episcopal  and  Roman  Catholic 
authors.     There  is  now  scarcely  a  single  collection  of  any  value  in  use  in 
our  churches   which  does   not  contain  contributions   from    Unitarian    and 
Roman  Catholic  sources  ;  but  though  their  use  in    1855   was  not  wholly 
unprecedented,    Mr.    Beecher   was    severely    criticised    for  his    boldness. 
Even  to-day  there  is  no  collection  wider  in  its  range  or  more  catholic  in 
its  spirit ;   even  to-day  it  would  not  be  easy  to  find  a  better  statement  of 
the  principles  on  which  both  hymns  and  tunes  for  congregational  singing 
should   be  selected,  than   is  to  be  found   in  the  original  Introduction  to 
**  Plymouth  Collection,"  written  in  1855. 

The  success  which  instantly  attended  the  publication  of  "  Plymouth  Col- 
lection," and  the  fame  of  the  congregational  singing  of  Plymouth  Church, 
introduced  a  radical  change  in  the  musical  services  of  the  Puritan  churches, 
and  inspired  a  number  of  editors  to  follow  the  example  which  Mr.  Beecher 
had  set     In  1855  there  were  probably  not  a  score  of  congregations  in  the 
land  which  were  supplied  with  music-books  for  congregational  use ;  now 
the  great  majority  of  the  non-liturgical  churches  in  our  cities  and  towns, 
and  even  in  our  larger  villages,  are  supplied  with  such  books.     There  is  no 
space  here  to  trace  the  further  development  of  congregational    music;    it 
toust  suffice  to  note  respecting  it  two  facts,  — 
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i.  In  the  nearly  forty  years  which  have  elapsed  since  '•  Plymouth  Cc 
lection  "  was  published,  there  has  been,  not  only  a  great  development 
hymns  and  tunes,  but  also  in  that  religious  experience  of  which  hymns  ai 
tunes  are  the  expression.  The  Puritan  theology  developed  an  experien 
of  awe  and  reverence  perhaps  more  profound,  certainly  more  unmix* 
with  other  emotions,  than  the  later  theology.  But  it  did  not  develop  t; 
experience  of  trustful  love  for  God,  nor  the  spirit  of  ethical  zeal,  in  tl 
sense  of  military  ardor,  nor  the  aggressive  missionary  spirit.  The  minist 
of  such  men  as  Lyman  Beecher,  Charles  G.  Finney,  Leonard  Baco 
Horace  Bushnell,  Phillips  Brooks,  and,  certainly  not  least,  Henry  Wa 
Beecher,  not  to  mention  other  like  prophets  of  the  new  life  in  the  O 
World,  has  not  been  in  vain.  The  hymn-book  of  to-day  must  have  exprc 
sions  of  these  late  experiences,  born  of  that  theology  which  has  made  tl 
fatherhood  of  God  and  the  responsibility  of  Man  its  central  teaching.  > 
better  expressions  of  awe  and  reverence  can  be  found  than  in  the  stirrii 
hymns  of  Watts ;  but  beside  these  must  be  in  the  hymn-book  of  to-day  tl 
voices  of  Whittier,  Holmes,  and  Faber. 

2.  Musically  the  development  of  the  churches  has  taken  two  directior 
—  one  towards  a  broader,  the  other  towards  a  higher,  musical  cultui 
Through  the  leadership  of  such  men  as  Mr.  Sankey  and  Mr.  Stebbins,  ai 
through  their  musical  compositions  and  those  of  some  of  their  contemp 
raries  of  the  same  musical  school,  music  has  become  an  expression 
the  spiritual  life  for  thousands  who  before  were  without  a  voice  in  pub 
worship,  and,  as  suppressed  feeling  easily  dies,  were  often  without  any  sha 
in  public  worship.  I  desire  to  put  on  record  my  profound  sense  of  t! 
obligation  of  the  Christian  Church  to  those  whose  musical  service  has  be 
rendered  through  what  are  known  as  •'  The  Gospel  Songs."  But  with  tl 
development,  for  which  the  Church  is  chiefly  indebted  to  the  United  State 
there  has  gone  on  another  towards  a  higher  musical  life,  for  which  it  is  chiei 
indebted  to  England.  Dykes,  and  Barnby  and  Smart,  and  Hopkins  ai 
Monk,  have  created  a  new  school  of  music  far  superior  spiritually,  as  w< 
as  musically,  to  anything  available  for  church  hymnology  which  exist 
half  a  century  ago.  The  editor  of  to-day  is  no  longer  shut  up  to  Germ; 
chorals,  which  arc  almost  uniformly  unmelodious,  and  unsuited  to  Americ; 
life,  or  to  adaptations  more  or  less  successful,  but  always  hazardous,  fro 
either  oratorios,  symphonies,  or  operas,  by  the  great  masters.  The  grc 
English  tune-writers  are  themselves  masters  in  their  own  department.  Th< 
tunes  are  not  fragments;  each  tune  has  its  distinctive  character;  and  t 
best  of  them  are  not  wanting  in  that  melodic  quality  which  is  almost  esse 
tial  to  the  congregational  tune.  What  Mr.  Beecher  wrote  in  1855  *s 
longer  true:  "  The  tunes  which  burden  our  modern  books,  in  hundre 
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and  thousands,  utterly  devoid  of  character,  without  meaning  or  substance, 
may  be  sung  a  hundred  times,  and  not  a  person  in  the  congregation  will 
remember  them.  There  is  nothing  to  remember.  They  are  the  very 
emptiness  of  fluent  noise."  Thanks  to  the  great  tune-writers  of  the  last 
fifty  years,  it  is  possible  to-day  to  make  a  hymn  and  tune  book  which  will 
realize  in  fact  what  could  only  be  a  prophet's  ideal  forty  years  ago :  — 

"  But  let  a  true  tune  be  sung,  and  every  person   of  sensibility,   every 

person  of  feeling,  every  child  even,  is  aroused  and  touched.     The  melody 

clings  to  them.     On  the  way  home,  snatches  of  it  will  be  heard  on  this  side 

and  on  that ;  and  when,  the  next  Sabbath,  the  same  song  is  heard,  one  and 

another  of  the  people  fall  in,  and  the  volume  grows  with  each  verse,  until 

at  length  the  song,  breaking  forth  as  a  many-rilled  stream  from  the  hills, 

grows  deeper  and  flows  on,  broad  as  a  mighty  river !     Such  tunes  are  never 

forgotten.     They  cling  to  us  through  our  whole  life.     We  carry  them  with 

us  upon  our  journey.     We  sing  them  in  the  forest.     The  workman  follows 

the  plough  with  sacred  songs.  Children  catch  them,  and  singing  only  for  the 

joy  it  gives  them  now,  are  yet  laying  up  for  all  their  life,  food  of  the  sweetest 

joy.    Such  tunes  give  new  harmony  and  sweetness  even  to  the  hymns  which 

float  upon  their  current.     And  when  some  celestial  hymn  of  Wesley,  or  of 

the  scarcely  less  than  inspired  Watts,  is  wafted  upon  such  music,  the  soul 

is  lifted  up  above  all  its  ailments,  and  rises  into  the  very  presence  of  God, 

with  joys  no  longer  unspeakable,  though  full  of  glory !  " 
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Chants    and    Psalms 


Orders   of  Service. 


The  customary  order  of  service  in  non-liturgical  churches  is  too  familiar  in  its 
general  characteristics,  and  admits  of  too  great  variety  in  details,  to  allow  of  insertion 
here.  In  addition  to  this  accepted  form,  however,  the  following  orders  of  service  are 
suggested.  Of  these  orders,  the  first  may  be  used  where  there  is  no  choir.  Where  there 
is  an  organ,  all  services  should  begin  with  an  organ  prelude,  and  close  with  an  organ 
postlude. 

I. 

i.   One  or  more  of  the  sentences  on  pages  xx-xxiii   by  the  choir,  or  by  the 
minister  where  there  is  no  choir. 

2.   General  Confession. 

This  and  the  following  prayer  to  be  said  by  the  people,  with  the  minister,  all 
devoutly  kneeling: 

Almighty  and  most  merciful  Father  ;  We  have  erred,  and  strayed  from  thy 
ways  like  lost  sheep.  We  have  followed  too  much  the  devices  and  desires 
of  our  own  hearts.  We  have  offended  against  thy  holy  laws.  We  have 
left  undone  those  things  which  we  ought  to  have  done ;  and  we  have  done 
those  things  which  we  ought  not  to  have  done ;  and  there  is  no  health  in 
us.  But  thou,  O  Ix>rd,  have  mercy  upon  us,  miserable  offenders.  Spare 
thou  those,  O  God,  who  confess  their  faults.  Restore  thou  those  who  are 
penitent ;  according  to  thy  promises  declared  unto  mankind  in  Christ  Jesus 
our  Lord.  And  grant,  O  most  merciful  Father,  for  his  sake ;  that  we  may 
hereafter  live  a  godly,  righteous,  and  sober  life,  to  the  glory  of  thy  holy 
name.     Amen. 

A  General  Thanksgiving: 

Almighty  God,  Father  of  all  mercies,  we  thine  unworthy  servants  do  give  thee 
most  humble  and  hearty  thanks  for  all  thy  goodness  and  loving- kindness  to 
us,  and  to  all  men.  We  bless  thee  for  our  creation,  preservation,  and  all 
the  blessings  of  this  life  ;  but  above  all,  for  thine  inestimable  love  in  the 
redemption  of  the  world  by  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ ;  for  the  means  of  grace, 
and  for  the  hope  of  glory.  And,  we  beseech  thee,  give  us  that  due  sense 
of  all  thy  mercies,  that  our  hearts  may  be  unfeignedly  thankful,  and  that  we 
show  forth  thy  praise,  not  only  with  our  lips,  but  in  our  lives ;  by  giving  up 
ourselves  to  thy  service,  and  by  walking  before  thee  in  holiness  and  right- 
eousness all  our  days ;  through  Jesus  Christ  our  Lord,  to  whom,  with  thee 
and  the  Holy  Ghost,  be  all  honor  and  glory,  world  without  end.     Amen. 
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3.  Psalter. 

To  be  read  either  responsively,  or  by  the  minister  and  people  together,  all 
standing. 

4.  Congregational  Hymn. 

5.  Scripture  Lesson. 

6.  Pastoral  Prayer,  followed  by  the  Lord's  Prayer ;  the  people  joining. 

7.  Notices;  8.  Offering;  9.  Congregational  Hymn;  10.  Sermon;  ii.  Prayer; 

12.  Congregational  Hymn;  13.  Benediction. 

II. 

1.  Congregational  Hymn. 

Where  the  church  has  a  hymn-board,  this  hymn  should  be  sung  without  an- 
nouncement, the  organ  passing  directly  from  the  prelude  into  the  tune,  and 
the  people  rising  with  the  choir  and  joining  in  the  hymn. 

Or  one  of  the  Sentences  on  pages  xx-xxiii,  chanted  by  the  choir,  at  the 
close  of  the  organ  prelude. 

2.  General  Confession,  as  given  on  the  opposite  page. 

To  be  said  by  the  people  with  the  minister,  all  devoutly  kneeling. 

3-  A  General  Thanksgiving,  as  given  on  the  opposite  page. 

To  be  said  by  the  people  with  the  minister,  or  by  the  minister  alone,  all  devoutly 
kneeling  : 

4-  The  Psalter. 

To  be  read  either  responsively,  or  by  the  minister  and  the  people  together,  all 
standing;  or  a  selection  may  be  chanted  responsively  by  the  choir  and  the 
people. 

5-  Gloria  Patri,  Gloria  in  Excelsis,  or  other  Chant  (see,  for  words  and  music, 

page  xxxiv),  or  a  Congregational  Hymn. 

6-  Scripture  Lesson. 

7-  Anthem  or  Hymn,  by  the  choir. 

*•  Apostles7  Creed.1 

To  be  said  by  the  minister  and  the  people,  all  standing: 

I  believe  in  God  the  Father  Almighty,  Maker  of  heaven  and  earth  ;  and  in 
Jesus  Christ  his  only  Son  our  Lord,  who  was  conceived  by  the  Holy  Ghost, 
born  of  the  Virgin  Mary,  suffered  under  Pontius  Pilate,  was  crucified,  dead, 

/*  place  of  the  Apostles*  Creed,  the  Ten  Commandments  may  be  read  by  the  minister \  with  the 
Response  /.,  on  page  xxiii,  by  the  choir  and  the  people  ;  follaived  by  Christ's  Summary  of  the  Law 
{Matt,  xxii :  37-40)  read  in  the  same  manner \  and  followed  by  Response  If.  or  III.^  on  page  x&W. 
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and  buried ;  he  descended  into  hell ;  the  third  day  he  rose  from  the  dead, 
he  ascended  into  heaven,  and  sitteth  on  the  right  hand  of  God  the  Father 
Almighty;  from  thence  he  shall  come  to  judge  the  quick  and  the  dead. 
I  believe  in  the  Holy  Ghost ;  the  holy  Catholic  Church ;  the  communion  of 
saints ;  the  forgiveness  of  sins ;  the  resurrection  of  the  dead ;  and  the  life 
everlasting.     Amen. 

9.    Pastoral  Prayer.      The  Lord's  Prayer  may  be  chanted  in  monotone  by  the 
choir  (see  page    xxv)    at  the  close  of  the  Pastoral  Prayer, 

10.  Rest  of  service :  Notices,  Offering,  Hymn,  Sermon,  Prayer,  Hymn,  Benediction  ; 
except  that  the  Sermon  may  sometimes  be  followed  by  an  Anthem  or  an 
unannounced  Hymn,  selected  with  especial  reference  to  the  Sermon,  and  sung 
by  the  choir, 

III. 

1 .  Congregational  Hymn  ;  or,  a  Sentence  chanted  by  the  Choir.     See  direc- 

tions in  Service  No.  II. 

2.  One  or  more  of  the  following  Prayers,   to  be  said  by  the  minister  alone, 

all  devoutly  kneeling : 

Almighty  God,  unto  whom  all  hearts  are  open,  all  desires  known,  and  from 
whom  no  secrets  are  hid ;  cleanse  the  thoughts  of  our  hearts  by  the  in- 
spiration of  thy*  Holy  Spirit,  that  we  may  perfectly  love  thee,  and  worthily 
magnify  thy  holy  Name ;  through  Christ  our  Lord.     Amen. 

Here,  and  at  the  end  of  each  of  these  prayers,  let  the  congregation  say,  Amen. 

Almighty  and  everlasting  God,  who  art  always  more  ready  to  hear  than  we 
to  pray,  and  art  wont  to  give  more  than  either  we  desire  or  deserve ;  pour 
down  upon  us  the  abundance  of  thy  mercy;  forgiving  us  those  things 
whereof  our  conscience  is  afraid,  and  giving  us  those  good  things  which 
we  are  not  worthy  to  ask,  but  through  the  merits  and  mediation  of  Jesus 
Christ,  thy  Son,  our  Lord.     Amen. 

O  Almighty  God,  from  whom  cometh  down  every  good  and  perfect  gift,  and 
who  pourest  out  on  all  who  desire  it  the  spirit  of  grace  and  supplication ; 
deliver  us,  when  we  draw  nigh  to  thee,  from  coldness  of  heart  and  wander- 
ings of  mind ;  that  with  steadfast  thoughts  and  kindled  affections  we  may 
worship  thee  in  spirit  and  in  truth ;  through  Jesus  Christ  our  Lord.     Amen. 

Or  at  Evening  Service,  one  or  both  of  the  following  : 

O  God,  from  whom  all  holy  desires,  all  good  counsels,  and  all  just  works  do 
proceed ;  give  unto  thy  servants  that  peace  which  the  world  cannot  give  ; 
that  our  hearts  may  be  set  to  obey  thy  commandments,  and  also  that  by 
thee,  we,  being  defended  from  the  fear  of  our  enemies,  may  pass  our  time 
in  rest  and  quietness;  through  the  merits  of  Jesus  Christ  our  Saviour. 
Ahen. 
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Lighten  our  darkness,  we  beseech  thee,  O  Lord ;  and  by  thy  great  mercy 
defend  us  from  all  perils  and  dangers  of  this  night;  for  the  love  of  thine 
only  Son,  our  Saviour,  Jesus  Christ.     Amen. 

3.  Rest  of  service :  Psalter,  Hymn,  Scripture  Lesson,  Pastoral  Prayer,  followed 
by  the  Lord's  Prayer,  the  people  joining,  Notices,  Offering,  Hymn,  Sermon, 
Prayer,  Hymn,  Benediction,  as  in  Service  No.  I. 

Or,  Psalter,  which  may  be  chanted  responsively  by  the  choir  and  people,  Gloria 
Patri.  Scripture-Lesson,  Anthem,  Apostles1  Creed,  Pastoral  Prayer,  Notices, 
Offering,  Hymn,  Sermon,  Prayer,  Hymn,  Benediction,  as  in  Service  No.  II. 


IV. 

1.  Congregational  Hymn  ;    or,  a  Sentence  chanted  by  the  Choir.     See  direc- 

tions in  Service  No.  II. 

2.  Apostles'  Creed  :  To  be  said  by  the  minister  and  the  people,  all  standing : 

I  believe  in  God  the  Father  Almighty,  Maker  of  heaven  and  earth ;  and  in 
Jesus  Christ  his  only  Son  our  Lord,  who  was  conceived  by  the  Holy  Ghost, 
born  of  the  Virgin  Mary,  suffered  under  Pontius  Pilate,  was  crucified,  dead, 
and  buried ;  he  descended  into  hell ;  the  third  day  he  rose  from  the  dead, 
he  ascended  into  heaven,  and  sitteth  on  the  right  hand  of  God  the  Father 
Almighty;  from  thence  he  shall  come  to  judge  the  quick  and  the  dead. 
I  believe  in  the  Holy  Ghost ;  the  holy  Catholic  Church ;  the  communion  of 
saints ;  the  forgiveness  of  sins ;  the  resurrection  of  the  dead ;  and  the  life 
everlasting.     Amen. 

3.  Invocation,  the  people  devoutly  kneeling ; 

or  one  or  more  of  the  prayers  in  Service  No.  III.  may  be  used. 

4-  Anthem  or  Hymn,  by  the  choir. 

5«  Psalter,  as  in  Service  No.  II. 

6.  Gloria   Patri,  Gloria   in   Excelsk,  or  other   Chant  (see,  for  words  and 
music,  page  xxxiv) ,  or  a  Congregational  Hymn. 

7-  Scripture  Lesson.  • 

8.  Pastoral  Prayer,  followed  by  the  Lords  Prayer,  chanted  in  monotone  by  the 

choir  (see  page   xxv) ,  the  people  still  kneeling. 

9.  Rest  of  service :  Notices,  Offering,  Hymn,  Sermon,  Prayer,  Hymn,  Benediction, 

as  in  Service  No.  I.  ;  except  that  the  Sermon  may  sometimes  be  followed  by 
an  Anthem  or  an  unannounced  Hymn,  selected  with  especial  reference  to  the 
Sermon,  and  sung  by  the  choir. 
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v. 

AN   EVENING  SERVICE.* 

i.   Anthem  or  Sentence,  by  the  choir, 

2.  Invocation  ;  or  one  or  more  of  the  prayers  in  No.  III.  may  be  used. 

3.  Psalter  ;    to  be  read  responsively  or  by  the  minister  and  the  people  together \ 

all  standing. 

4.  Anthem  or  Hymn,  by  the  choir. 

5.  Scripture  Lesson. 

6.  Pastoral  Prayer. 

7.  Short  Anthem,  by  the  choir. 

8.  Congregational  Hymn,  the  people  standing. 

9.  Sermon. 

10.  Prayer. 

1 1 .  Congregational  Hymn,  the  people  standing. 

12.  Benediction,  to  which  the  choir  respond  Amen. 


Opening  Sentences 


To  be  read  by  the  minister. 

If  we  confess  our  sins,  he  is  faithful  and  just  to  forgive  us  our  sins,  and  tc 
cleanse  us  from  all  unrighteousness. 

Let  the  wicked  forsake  his  way,  and  the  unrighteous  man  his  thoughts :  and 
let  him  return  unto  the  Lord,  and  he  will  have  mercy  upon  him  :  and  to  our  God, 
for  he  will  abundantly  pardon. 

Ask,  and  it  shall  be  given  you ;  seek,  and  ye  shall  find ;  knock,  and  it  shall 
be  opened  unto  you  ;  For  every  one  that  asketh  receiveth ;  and  he  that  seeketh 
findeth ;    and  to  him  that  knocketh  it  shall  be  opened. 

If  ye,  being  evil,  know  how  to  give  good  gifts  unto  your  children,  how  much 
more  shall  your  Father  which  is  in  heaven  give  good  things  to  them  that  ask  him. 

We  have  not  an  high  priest  which  cannot  be  touched  with  the  feeling  of  oui 
infirmities ;  but  was  in  all  points  tempted  like  as  we  are,  yet  without  sin.  Let  us 
therefore  come  boldly  unto  the  throne  of  grace,  that  we  may  obtain  mercy,  and 
find  grace  to  help  in  time  of  need. 

1   This  is  the  order  used  in  Appleton  Chapel,  Harvard  University. 
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BENBDICTUS 
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Luke  i :  68. 

Blessed  be  the  Lord   God  of  |  Is  •  ra  |  el :  ||  for  He  hath  visited  |  and  •  re  |  deemed 

His  |  people; 
And  hath  raised  up  a  mighty  sal  |  va  •  tion  |  for  us :  ||  in  the  house  |  of  •  His  |  ser  •  vant  [  David 
As  He  spake  by  the  mouth  of  His  |  ho  •  ly  |  Prophets :  ||  which  have  been  |  since  *  the 

world  •  be  |  gan ; 
That   we  should  be  saved  from  our  |  en  -  e  |  mies  :  ||  and  from  the  hand  of  |  all  •  that 

hate  *  —  |  us ; 
To    perform   the    mercy  promised    to  |  our  •  fore  |  fathers  :  ||  and    to  remember    His 

ho  •  ly  |  Cov  •  e  |  nant ; 
To  perform   the  oath   which  He  sware  to  our  fore/tfther  |  A  •  bra  |  ham  :  ||  that  |  He   " 

would  |  give  •  —  |  us ; 
That  we  being  delivered  out  of  the  hand  of  our  |  en  •  e  |  mies :  ||  might  serve  |  Him  ~ 

with  |  out  *  —  |  fear ; 
In  holiness  and  righteous  |  ness  •  be  |  fore  Him :  ||  all  the  |  days  •  of  |  our  •  —  |  life. 
And  thou,  Child,  shalt  be  called  the  Prophet  |  of  •  the  |  Highest:  ||  for  thou  shalt  go> 

before  the  face  of  the  Lord  |  to  •  pre  |  pare  •  His  |  ways ; 
To  give  knowledge    of  salvation  |  unto  •  His  |  people  :  ||  for   the    re  |  mis  •  sion  |  of  * 

their  |  sins, 
Through   the  tender  mercy  |  of  •  our  |  God :  ||  whereby  the  day-spring  from  on  |  high  • 

hath  |  visit  •  ed  |  us  ; 
To  give  light  to  them  that  sit  in  darkness,  and  in  the  |  shadow  •  of  |  death  :  ||  and  to 

guide  our  feet  |  into  *  the  |  way  •  of  |  peace. 
Glory  be  to  the  Father  |  and  •  to  the  |  Son :  ||  and  |  to  •  the  |  Ho  •  ly  |  Ghost. 
As  it  was  in  the  beginning,  is  now  and  |  ev  •  er  |  shall  be :  ||  world  without  |  end  •  —  | 

A  •  —  |  MEN. 


MAGNIFICAT 


MY   SOUL  DOTH  MAGNIFY 

Henry  Smart 
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Luke  i:  46. 

My  soul  doth  magm  |  fy  •  the  |  Lord :  ||  and  my  spirit  hath  re  |  joiced  *  in  |  God  -  my  | 
Saviour. 

For  He   |  hath  *  re  |  garded :  |  the  low\\  |  ness  *  of  |  His  *  hand  |  maiden. 

For  be  |  hold  *  from  |  henceforth  :  ||  all  gener  |  ations  *  shall  |  call  -  me  |  blessed. 

For  He  that  is  mighty  hath  |  magni  *  ned  |  me :  ||  and  |  ho  •  ly  |  is  •  His  |  name. 

And  His  mercy  is  on  |  them  *  that  |  fear  Him :  ||  through  |  out  *  all  |  gen  *  er  |  ations. 

He  hath   showed  strength  |  with  •  His  |  arm  :  j  He   hath  scattered  the  proud  in   the 
imogin  |  a  *  tion  |  of  •  their  |  hearts. 

He  hath   put  down  the  mighty  |  from  *  their  |  seat :  ||  and  hath  ex  |  alted  *  the  |  hum- 
ble *  and  I  meek. 

He  hath  filled  the  hungry  |  with  •  good  |  things :  ||  and  the   rich  He   hath  |  sent  •  —  | 
empty  •  a  |  way. 

*  He  remembering  His  mercy  hath  holpen  His  j*rvant  |  Is  •  ra  |  el :  ||  as  He  promised 
to  our  forefathers,  Abraham  |  and  •  his  |  seed  •  for  |  ever. 

Glory  be  to  the  Faihtr  |  and  •  to  the  |  Son :  ||  and  |  to  •  the  |  Ho  •  ly  |  Ghost. 

As  it  was  in  the  beginning,  is  now  and  |  ev  *  er  |  shall  be :  ||  world  without  |  end  *  —  | 
A  •  —  I  MEN. 
•  These  words  to  be  sung  to  the  last  half  of  the  chant. 
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*  Second  ending,  for  the  last  syllable  of  the  Amen. 

Luke  ii :  29. 

Lord,  now  lettest  Thou  Thy  wvant  de  I  part  •  in  |  peace  :  ||  ac  \  cord  •  ing  j  to  •  Thy  ■  word. 

For  mine  J  eyes  •  have  |  seen  :  ||  Thy  \  —  •  sal  |  va  •  —  |  tion, 

Which  Thou  |  hast  •  pre  |  pared  :  ||  be/ore  the  |  face  •  of  |  all  •  —  |  people ; 

To  be   a  light  to  |  lighten  •  the  |  Gentiles  :  ||  and   to   be  the  glory  of  Thy  |  peo  •  pie  ] 

Is  •  ra  I  el. 
Glory  be  to  the  Either  |  and  •  to  the  |  Son  :  ||  and  \  to  •  the  |  Ho  •  ly  |  Ghost. 
As  it  was  in  the  beginning,  is  now  and  |  ev  •  er  |  shall  be :  )  world  without  |  end  .  —  | 
A  •  —  I  MEN. 
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Psalm  xix. 

The  heavens  declare  the  |  glory  •  of  |  God :  ||  and  the  y?rmament  |  sheweth  •  his  |  hand  •  y  | 

work. 
Day  unto  day  |  utter  •  eth  |  speech  :  ||  and  night  unto  |  night  •  —  |  shew  •  eth  |  knowledge. 
There  is  no  |  speech  •  nor  |  language :  ||  where  their  |  voice  •  —  |  is  *  not  |  heard. 
Their  line  is  gone  out  through  |  all  *  the  |  earth :  ||  and  their  words  to  the  |  end  •  —  |  of  • 

the  I  world. 
In  them  hath  he  set  a  tabernacle  |  for  •  the  |  sun:  ||  which  is  as  a  bridegroom  coming  out 

of  his  chamber,  and  rejoiceth  as  a  |  strong  *  man  to  |  run  •  a  |  race. 
His  going  forth  is  from  the  end  of  the  heaven,  and  his  circuit  unto  the  I  ends  •  of  |  it :  | 

and  there  is  nothing  hid  |  from  •  the  |  heat  '  there  |  of. 
The  law  of  the  Lord  is  perfect  con  |  verting  •  the  |  soul  :  |  the  testimony  of  the  Lord  is 

sure  I  mak  *  Ing  |  wise  *  the  |  simple. 
The  statutes  of  the  Lord  are  right  re  |  joicing  *  the  |  heart  :  ||  the  commandment  of  the 

Lord  is  pure  en  |  light  *  en  |  ing  •  the  |  eyes. 
The  fear  of  the  Lord  is  dean  en  |  during  •  for  |  ever :  ||  the  judgments  of  the  Lord  are 

true  and  |  right  *  eous  |  al  *  to  I  gether. 
More  to  be  desired  are  they  than  gold,  yea  than  |  much  '  fine  |  gold  :  |  sweeter  also  than 

honey  |  and  *  the  |  hon  •  ey  |  comb. 
Moreover  by   them    is  thy  |  ser  •  vant  |  warned :  ||  and  in   keeping   of   them  |  there  *  is  | 

great  •  re  |  ward. 
Who  can  under  |  stand  •  his  |  errors :  ||  cleanse  thou  |  me  •  from  |  se  •  cret  |  faults. 
Keep  back  thy  servant  also  from  presumptuous  sins;  let  them  not  have  do  |  min  •  ion  ! 

over  me  :  ||  then  shall  I  be  upright,  and  I  shall   be  mnocent  |  from  •  the  I  great  • 

trans  |  gression. 
Let  the  words  of  my  mouth,  and  the  meditation  |  of  •  my  |  heart :  H  be  acceptable  in  thy 

sight,  O  Lord,  my  |  strength  •  and  |  my  •  re  |  deemer. 
Glory  be  to  the  Father  |  and  •  to  the  |  Son :  ||  and  |  to  •  the  |  Ho  •  ly  |  Ghost. 
As  it  was  in  the  beginning,  is  now  and  |  ev  •  er  |  shall  be  :  II  world  without  |  end  *  —  I 

A  •  —  I  MEN. 


THE    LORD    IS    MY    SHEPHERD 


DOMINUS   REGIT   ME 
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Psalm  xxiii. 

The  Lord  |  is  *  my  |  shepherd :  |  1  |  shall  •  —  |  not  •  —  |  want. 

He  maketh  me  to  lie  down  in  |  green  *  —  |  pastures  :  |  he  leadeth   me  be  I  side  '  the  I 

still  •  —  j  waters. 
He  re  |  storeth  -  my  |  soul  :  ||  he  leadeth  me  in  the  paths  of  righteousness  |  for  *  his  | 

name's  •  —  |  sake. 
Yea  though  1  walk  through  the  valley  of  the  shadow  of  death  1  will  |  fear  •  no  I  evil  :  | 

for  thou  art  with  me ;  thy  rod  and  thy  |  staff  *  they  |  com  -  fort  |  me. 
Thou  preparest  a  table  before  me  in  the  presence  |  of  '  mine  |  enemies  :  ||  thou   anointest 

my  head  with  oil,  my  |  cup  •  —  |  run  •  neth  |  over. 
Surely  goodness  and  mercy  shall  follow  me  all  the  days  |  of  *  my  |  life :  |J  and  I  will  dwell 

in  the  house  \  of  •  the  |  Lord  •  for  |  ever. 
Glory  be  to  the  Father  |  and  •  to  the  |  Son  :  fl  and  |  to  •  the  |  Ho  •  ly  |  Ghost. 
As  it  was  in  the  beginning,  is  now  and  |   ev  •  er  |  shall  be :  |  world  without  |  end  *  —  | 

A  •  —  |  MEN. 
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Psalm  lxvii. 

God  be  merciful  unto  us,  and  |  bless  -  —  I  us  ;  |)  and  cause  his  |  face  -  to  I  shine  * 
up  |  on  us. 

That  thy  way  may  be  known  up  |  on  —  |  earth :  ||  thy  saving  |  health  •  a  |  mong  •  all  f 
nations. 

Let  the  people  praise  |  thee  •  O  |  God :  0  let  \  all  *  the  |  peo  •  pie  |  praise  thee. 

0  let  the  nations  be  glad  and  |  sing  •  for  |  joy  :  ||  for  thou  shalt  judge  the  people  right- 
eously, and  govern  the  |   na  •  tions  |  up  •  on  |  earth. 

Let  the  people  praise  |  thee  *  O  |  God :  ||  let   |  all  •  the    |  peo  •  pie  |  praise  thee 

Then  shall  the  earth  |  yield  •  her  |  increase  :  ||  and  God,  *ven  |  our  own  |  God  •  shall  | 
bless  us. 

G*d  |  shall  •  —  |  bless  us :  (|  and  all  the  ends  of  the  |  earth  •  shall  I  fear  •  —  |  Him. 

Glory  be  to  the  Father  |  and  •  to  the  |  Son  :  ||  and  |  to  •  the  |  Ho  •  ly  |  Ghost. 

As  it  was  in  the  beginning,  is  now  and  |  ev  •  er  |  shall  be  :  ||  world  without  |  end  -  —  | 

A  •  —  |  MEN. 
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Psalm  xcv. 


O  come,  let  us  j/V*^  |  unto  *  the   |  Lord :  ||  let  us  make  a  joyful  noise  to  the  |  rock  *  of  I 

our  •  sal  I  vation. 
Let  us  come  before  his  presence  with  |  thanks  *  —  |  giving :  )  and  make  a  joyful  noise  I 

un  •  to  I  him  •  with  |  psalms. 
For  the  Lord  is  a  |  great  •  —  |  God :  ||  and  a  great  King  \  a  •  bove  |  all  •  —  j  gods. 
In   his  hands  are  the  deep  places  |  of  *  the  |  earth :  ||  the   strength  of  the  |  hills  *  is  | 

his  •  —  I  also. 
The  sea  is  his  |  and  *  he  |  made  it :  ||  and  his  hands  |  formed  •  the  |  dry  •  —  |  land. 
O  come,  let  us  worship  and  |  bow  •  —  |  down :  ||  let  us  kneel  be  |  fore  *  the  |  Lord  •  our  \ 

Maker. 
*  For  he  |  is  •  our  |  God ;   ||  and  we  are  the  people  of  his  pasture,  and  the  |  sheep "  of 

his  •  —  I  hand. 
Glory  be  to  the  Zither  |  and  *  to  the  |  Son :  ||  and  \  to  •  the  |  Ho  •  ly  |  Ghost. 
As  it  was  in  the  beginning,  is  now  and  |  ev  •  er  |  shall  be :  ||  world  without  |  end  *  —  | 

A  •  —  I  MEN. 
*  These  words  to  be  sang  to  the  last  half  of  the  chant 
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Psalm  xcvi. 

O  sing  unto  the  Lord  a  |  new  •  —  |  song :  H  sing  unto  the  Lord  |  all  •  —  |  the  •  —  |  earth. 

Sing  unto  the  Lord  I  bless  *  his  |  name:  |  shew  forth  his  sal  |  vation  •  from  |  day  • 
to  1  day. 

Declare  his  glory  a  |  mong  •  the  |  heathen :  fi  his  wonders  |  a  •  mong  |  all  •  —  |  people. 

For  the  Lord  is  great,  and  greatly  |  to  •  be  |  praised:  ||  he  is  to  be  |  feared  •  a  |  bove  • 
all  I  gods. 

For  all  the  gods  of  the  nations  |  are  •  —  |  idols:  |  but  the  |  Lord  •  —  |  made  •  the  I  heavens. 

Honor  and  majesty  |  are  •  be  |  fore  him :  ||  strength  and  |  beauty  •  are  |  in  •  his  •  |  sanc- 
tuary. 
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Give  unto  the  Lord,  O  ye  kindreds  |  of  •  the  |  people:  ||  give  unto  the  Lord  |  glo  •  —  |  ry  • 
and  |  strength. 

Give  unto  the  Lord  the  glory  due  |  unto  *  his  |  name :  ||  bring  an  offering  and  |  come  *  in  | 
to  •  his  |  courts. 

O  worship  the  Lord  in  the  |  beauty  •  of  |  holiness :  \fear  be  |  fore  •  him  |  all  •  the  |  earth. 

Say  among  the  heathen  that  the  |  Lord  -  —  |  reigneth :  ||  the  world  also  shall  be  estab- 
lished, that  it  shall  not  be  moved;  he  shall  judge  the  |  peo  •  pie  |  right  •  eous  |  ly. 

Let  the  heavens  rejoice,  and  let  the  |  earth  -  be  |  glad :  ( let  the  sea  roar  and  the  |  ful  * 
ness  |  there  •  —  |  of . 

Let  the  field  be  joyful,  and  all  that  |  is  •  there  |  in :  ||  then  shall  all  the  |  trees  •  of  the  | 
wood  •  re  j  joice 

Before  the  Lord;  for  he  cometh,  for  he  cometh  to  |  judge  *  the  |  earth:  ||  he  shall  judge 
the  world  with  righteousness,  and  the  |  peo  •  pie  |  with  •  his  |  truth. 

Glory  be  to  the  /other  |  and  •  to  the  |  Son  :  ||  and  |  to  •  the  |  Ho  •  ly  |  Ghost. 

As    it  was  in  the  beginning,  is  now  and  |  ev  •  er  |  shall  be;  ||  world  without  '  end  •  —  | 

A      —  |  MEN. 


O   SING   UNTO   THE    LORD 


CANTATE   DOMINO    No.  II 


Alexander  R.  Reinagle 


Psalm  xcviii. 

O  sing  unto  the  Lord  a  |  new  •  —  |  song  :  ||  for  he  hath  |  done  •  —  |  marvel  •  lous  |  things. 

His  right  hand,  and  his  |  ho  •  ly  |  arm:  ||  hath  |  got  •  ten  |  him  •  the  |  victor)'. 

The  Lord  hath  made  known  I  his  *  sal  |  vation :  ||  his  righteousness  hath  he  openly  shewed 

in  the  |  sight  •  —  |  of  •  the  I  heathen. 
He  hath  remembered  his  mercy  and  his  truth  toward  the  |  house  •  of  |  Israel:  ||  all   the 

ends  of  the  earth  have  seen  the  sal  |  va  •  tion  |  of  •  our  |  God. 
Make  a  joyful  noise  unto  the  Lord  |  all  '  the  |  earth:  ||  make  a  loud  noise  and  re  |  joice  • 

and  |  sing  •  —  |  praise. 
Sing  unto  the  Lord  |  with  '  the  |  harp :  ||  with  the  harp  j  and  •  the  |  voice  •  of  a  |  psalm. 
With  trumpets  and  |  sound  •  of  j  cornet;  ||  make  a  joyful  noise  be  |  fore  •  the  |  Lord  •  the  | 

King. 
Let    the   sea  roar  and  the  |  fulness  '  there  I  of :  ||  the  world   and  I  they  '  that  |  dwell 

there  |  in. 
Let  the  floods  clap  their  hands;  let  the  hills  be  joyful  together  be  |  fore  •  the  |  Lord:  ||  fot 

he  |  cometh  •  to  |  judge  •  the  |  earth ; 
With  righteousness  shall  he  |  judge  '  the  i  world:  ||  and  the  |  peo  •  pie  |  with  •  —  |  equity. 
Glory  be  to  the  Father  |  and  *  to  the  |    Son :  ||  and  \  to  •  the  |  Ho  •  ly  i  Ghost. 
As   H  was  In  the  beginning,  is  now  and  |  ev  •  er  |  shall  be:  H  world  without  I  end  *  —  ( 

A  •  —  I  MEN. 
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Psalm  c. 

Make  a  joyful  «<?/>/  |  unto  •  the  |  Lord  :  |  all  I  —  *  —  |  ye  •  —  |  lands. 

Serve  the  |  Lord  '  with  |  gladness :  ||  come  before  his  j  pres  •  ence  |  with  •  —  |  singing. 

Know  ye  that  the  Lord  \  he  •  is  |  God :  I  it  is  he  that  hath  made  us  and  not  we  ourselves ; 

we  are  his  people,  and  the  |  sheep  •  of  |  his  •  —  |  pasture. 
Enter  into  his  gates  with  thanksgiving,  and  into  his  |  courts  *  with  |  praise :  |  be  thankful 

unto  |  him  -  and  |  bless  *  his  |  name. 
For  the  Lord  is  good  :  his  mercy  is  |  e  •  ver  |  lasting :  |  and  his  truth  en  |  dureth  •  to  |  all  * 

gene  |  rations. 
Glory  be  to  the  father  |  and  •  to  the  |  Son :  |  and  |  to  •  the  |  Ho  •  ly  |  Ghost. 
As  it  was  in  the  beginning,  is  now  and  |  ev  •  er  |  shall  be  :  ||  world  without  |  end  *  —  J 

A  •  —  |  MEN. 


HAVE    MERCY   UPON    ME 
MISERERE   MEI,    DEUS 
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Psalm  li. 

Have  mercy  upon  me,  O  God,  according  to  thy  |  lov  •  ing  I  kindness :  ||  according  unto 

the  multitude  of  thy  tender  w^rcies  |  blot  •  out  |  my  •  trans  |  gressions. 
Wash  me  M^roughly  from  |  mine  *  in  ;  iquity  ; ||  and  |  cleanse  •  me  |  from  •  my  |  sin. 
For  I  acknowledge  |  my  •  trans  |  gressions :  ||  and  my  sin  is  |  ever  •  be  |  fore  •  —  I  me. 
Against  thee,  thee  only  have  1  sinned,  and  done  this  *vil  |  in  •  thy  |  sight ;  ||  that  thou 

mightest  be  justified  when  thou  speakest,  and  be  |  clear  •  —  |  when  *  thou  |  judgest. 
Behold  I  was  shaflen  \  in  •  in  |  iquity  :  ||  and  in  sin  did  my  |  mother  ■  con  |  ceive  •  —  i  me 
Behold  thou  desirest  truth  in  the  |  in  •  ward  |  parts  .  ||  and  in  the  hidden  part  thou  shalt  | 

make  •  me  I  to  •  know  |  wisdom. 
Purge  me  with  hyssop  and   / 1  shall  •  be  |  clean :  ||  wash  me  and  |  I   shall  •  be  |  whiter  • 

than  |  snow. 
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Make   me  to  hear  |  joy    and  |  gladness:  ||  that  the   bones  which  thou  hast  |  brok  *  en  | 

may  *  re  |  joice. 
Hide  thy  face  |  from  •  my  :  sins ;  |  and  blot  out  |  all  •  —  |  mine  *  in  |  iquities. 
Create  in  me  a  clean  heart  |  0  *  —  |  God :  0  and  renew  a  |  right  •  —  |  spirit  •  with  |  in  me. 
Cast  me  not  away  \  from  *  thy  |  presence:  ||  and  take  not  thy  |  ho  •  ly  j  Spir  *  it  |  from  me. 
Restore  unto  me  the  joy  of  j  thy  •  sal  |  vation :  ||  and   uphold  me  |  with  *  thy  |  free  •  —  j 

Spirit 
Then    will   I   teach  trans  |  gressors  '  thy  |  ways:  ||  and  sinners  shall  be  con  \  vert  •  ed  | 

ud  •  to  |  thee. 
Deliver  me  from  bloodguiltiness,  O  God,  thou  God  of  |  my  *  sal  |  vation:  )  and  my  tongue 

shall  sing  aloud  |  of  *  thy  |  right  •  eous  |  ness. 
O  Lord  open  |  thou  *  my  lips;  |  and  my  mouth  |  shall  *  shew  I  forth  *  thy   |  praise. 
For   thou  desirest    not  sacrifice,  else  \  would  -  I  |  give  it:  |  thou  delightest  |  not  *  in  | 

burnt  •  —  |  offering. 
The  sacrifices  of  God  are  a  |  bro  '  ken  |  spirit :  |  a  broken  and  a  contrite  heart,  O  God  \ 

thou  *  wilt  |  not  *  de  |  spise. 
Glory  be  to  the  Father  |  and  *  to  the   |  Son:  |  and  I  to  -  the  |  Ho  •  ly  |  Ghost. 
As  it   was  in  the  beginning,  is  now  and  |  ev  •  er  |  shall  be :  |  world  without  |  end  *  —  | 

A  •  —  |  MEN. 


•  I    WILL   LIFT   UP   MINE   EYES 


LEVA VI    OCULOS 


mm 


William  Crotch 


f  r ' r   r 


!5L 


J. 


-Q- 


I 


I 


Psalm  cxxi. 

I  will  lift  up  mine  eyes  |  unto  •  the  |  hills :  ||  from  whence  I  com  *  eth  |  my  •  —  |  help. 

My  help  camtXh  |  from  •  the  |  Lord:  ||  which  I  made  •  —  |  heaven  •  and   |  earth. 

He    will    not  suffer  thy  i  foot  'to   be  |  moved  :   (|  he  that  |  keepeth  •  thee  |  will  •  not  | 

slumber. 
Behold  he  that  |  keep  •  eth  |  Israel:  \  shall  I  nei  •  ther  I  slumber  •  nor  |  sleep. 
The  Lord  \  is  •  thy  \  keeper:  \ the  Lord  Is  thy  shade  up  |  on  •  thy  |  right  •  —  |  hand. 
The  sun  shall  not  smite  I  thee  •  by  |  day;  |  nor  the  |  moon  •  —  |  by  •  —  |  night. 
The  Lord  shall  preserve  thee  |  from  •  all  |  evil :  ||  he  |  shall  '  pre  |  serve  *  thy  |  soul. 
The   Lord  shall  preserve  thy  going  out,  and  thy  |  com  •  ing  |  in  :  |j  from  this  time  forth, 

and  |  even  •  for  |  ev  *  er  |  more. 
Glory  be  to  the  ^<rther  I  and  to  *  the  !  Son :  ||  and  |  to  •  the  |  Ho  •  ly  |  Ghost. 
As  it  was  in  the  beginning,  is  now  and  |  ev  •  er  |  shall  be :  H  world  without  I  end  "  —  | 
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Psalm  cl. 

Praise  |  ye  •  the  |  Lord :  ||  Praise  God  in  his  sanctuary  \  praise  him  in  the  |  firma  •  ment  I 

of  •  his  |  power. 
Praise  him   for   his  |  might  •  y  |  acts  *.  ||  praise    him   according  |  to  *  his  |  excel  •  lent  I 

greatness. 
Praise  him   with   the  I  sound  •  of  the  |  trumpet  :  ||  praise  him  with  the  |  psal  •  ter  j  y  • 

and  |  harp. 
Praise  him  with  the  |  timbrel  •  and  |  dance  :  ||  praise  him  with  stringed  |  in  •  stru  |  ments- 

and  |  organs. 
Praise  him  upon  the  |  loud  •  —  |  cymbals  :  ||  praise  him  upon  the  |  high  •  —  j  sound  *  ing  | 

cvmbals. 
Let  every  thing  that  hath  breath  |  praise  •  the  :  Lord ;  ||  Praise  I  ye  •  —  |  the  *  —  |  Lord. 
Glory  be  to  the  Father  ■  and  •  to  the  i  Son  :  y  and  ,  to  •  the  ,  Ho  •  ly  i  Ghost. 
As  it  was  in  the  beginning,  is  now  and  j  ev  •  er  |  shall  be :  ||  world  without  [  end  •  —  | 

A  •  —  !  MEN. 
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Glory  be  to  !  God  •  on  |  high  :  ||  and  on  earth  |  peace  •  good  |  will  *  towards  j  men. 
We  praise  Thee,  we  bless  Thee,  we  |  wor  •  ship  '  Thee ;  ||  we  glorify  Thee,  we  give  thanks 
to  ,  Thee  •  for  :  Thy  •  great  |  glory. 
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O  Lord  God  I  Heaven  •  ly  |  King  •  ||  God  the  I  Fa  •  ther  j  Al  •  —  |  mighty. 
O  Lord,  the  only    begotten   Son  !   Je  •  sus  |   Christ:  ||  O  Lord   God,   Lamb  of   God] 
Son  —  |  of   the  |  Father. 
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That  takest  away  the  I  sins    of  the  |  world  ;  ||  have  mercy  up  |  on  •  —  |  us. 
Thou  that  takest  away  the  |  sins  •  of  the  |  world :  ||  have  mercy  up  |  on*  —  |  us. 
Thou  that  takest  away  the  i  sins  •  of  the  |  world :  ||  re  |  ceive  •  our  |  prayer. 
Thou  that  sittest  at  the  right  hand  of  !  God  *  the  j  Father :  ||  have  mercy  up  |  on 
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For  Thou  on\y  j  art  •  —  |  holy:  ||  Thou  |  on  •  ly  |  art  •  the  |  Lord. 

Thou  only,  O   Christ,  with  the  |  Ho  *  ly  |  Ghost:  U  art  most  high  in  the  |  glory  •  of 
God  •  the  I  Father. 
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Glory  be  to  the  Father  |  and  •  to  the  I  Son:  ||  and  |  to  •  the  |  Ho  •  ly  |  Ghost. 

As   it   was  in  the  beginning,  is  now,  and  |  ev  •  er  |  shall  be :  ||  world  without  |  end  •  — 

A    •    —    I  MEN. 
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The    Psalter 


THE    FIRST   SELECTION 
Christmas.     Isaiah  55 

Minister,    Ho,  every  one  that  thirsteth,  come  ye  to  the  waters,  and  he  that 
no  money ;  come  ye,  buy,  and  eat. 

People.   Yea,  come,  buy  wine  and  milk  without  money  and  without  price. 

Af.  Wherefore  do  ye  spend  money  for  that  which  is  not  bread  ?  and  your  la 
for  that  which  satisfieth  not? 

P.  Hearken  diligently  unto  me,  and  eat  ye  that  which  is  good,  and  let  your 
delight  itself  in  fatness. 

Af.    Incline  your  ear,  and  come  unto  me  :  hear,  and  your  soul  shall  live ; 

P.  And  I  will  make  an  everlasting  covenant  with  you,  even  the  sure  merci< 
David. 

Af.  Behold,  I  have  given  him  for  a  witness  to  the  people,  a  leader  and  c 
mander  to  the  people. 

P.  Behold,  thou  shalt  call  a  nation  that  thou  knowest  not,  and  nations  that  1 
not  thee  shall  run  unto  thee,  because  of  the  Lord  thy  God,  and  for  the  Holy 
of  Israel ;  for  he  hath  glorified  thee. 

Af.    Seek  ye  the  Lord  while  he  may  be  found,  call  ye  upon  him  while  he  is  n 

P.    Let  the  wicked  forsake  his  way,  and  the  unrighteous  man  his  thoughts  : 
let  him  return  unto  the  Lord,  and  he  will  have  mercy  upon  him ;  and  to  our  < 
for  he  will  abundantly  pardon. 

Af.  For  my  thoughts  are  not  your  thoughts,  neither  are  your  ways  my  \ 
saith  the  Lord. 

P.    For  as  the  heavens  are  higher  than  the  earth,  so  are  my  ways  higher 
your  ways,  and  my  thoughts  than  your  thoughts. 

Af.  For  as  the  rain  cometh  down,  and  the  snow,  from  heaven,  and  returnett 
thither,  but  watereth  the  earth,  and  maketh  it  bring  forth  and  bud,  that  it  may 
seed  to  the  sower,  and  bread  to  the  eater : 

P.  So  shall  my  word  be  that  goeth  forth  out  of  my  mouth  :  it  shall  not  re 
unto  me  void,  but  it  shall  accomplish  that  which  I  please,  and  it  shall  prosper  ii 
thing  whereto  I  sent  it. 
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M.  For  ye  shall  go  out  with  joy,  and  be  led  forth  with  peace :  the  mountains 
and  the  hills  shall  break  forth  before  you  into  singing,  and  all  the  trees  of  the  field 
shall  clap  their  hands. 

P.  Instead  of  the  thorn  shall  come  up  the  fir  tree,  and  instead  of  the  brier  shall 
come  up  the  myrtle  tree  :  and  it  shall  be  to  the  Lord  for  a  name,  for  an  everlasting 
sign  that  shall  not  be  cut  off. 

THE   SECOND   SELECTION 

Good  Friday.     Isaiah  53 

Af* Mister.   Who  hath  believed  our  report?  and  to  whom  is  the  arm  of  the  Lord 
revealed  ? 

ftc&plc.   For  he  shall  grow  up  before  him  as  a  tender  plant,  and  as  a  root  out  of 
a  dry  ground : 

-^1    He  hath  no  form  nor  comeliness ; 

f*-     And  when  we  shall  see  him,  there  is  no  beauty  that  we  should  desire  him. 

^1    He  is  despised  and  rejected  of  men ;  a  man  of  sorrows,  and  acquainted  with 
pief  : 

J*-      And  we  hid  as  it  were  our  faces  from  him  ;  he  was  despised,  and  we  esteemed 
lim  riot. 

W-    Surely  he  hath  borne  our  griefs,  and  carried  our  sorrows ; 

P-      Yet  we  did  esteem  him  stricken,  smitten  of  God,  and  afflicted. 

A*~-    But  he  was  wounded  for  our  transgressions,  he  was  bruised  for  our  iniquities : 

f*-     The  chastisement  of  our  peace  was  upon  him  ;  and  with  his  stripes  we  are  healed. 

^^»    All  we  like  sheep  have  gone  astray ;  we  have  turned  every  one  to  his  own  way ; 

*-     And  the  Lord  hath  laid  on  him  the  iniquity  of  us  all. 

^^    He  was  oppressed,  and  he  was  afflicted,  yet  he  opened  not  his  mouth  : 

*•     He  is  brought  as  a  lamb  to  the  slaughter,  and  as  a  sheep  before  her  shearers 
s  dun^b,  so  he  openeth  not  his  mouth. 

-"^    He  was  taken  from  prison  and  from  judgment :  and  who  shall  declare  his 
generation  ? 

**-     For  he  was  cut  off  out  of  the  land  of  the  living :  for  the  transgression  of  my 
>eople  was  he  stricken. 

***^~    And  he  made  his  grave  with  the  wicked,  and  with  the  rich  in  his  death ; 

*-     Because  he  had  done  no  violence,  neither  was  any  deceit  in  his  mouth. 

-™  -    Yet  it  pleased  the  Lord  to  bruise  him ;  he  hath  put  him  to  grief : 
*^-    When  thou  shalt  make  his  soul  an  offering  for  sin,  he  shall  see  his  seed,  he 
shall  prolong  his  days,  and  the  pleasure  of  the  Lord  shall  prosper  in  his  hand. 

™*  He  shall  see  of  the  travail  of  his  soul,  and  shall  be  satisfied :  by  his  knowl- 
edge s^n  my  righteous  servant  justify  many ;  for  he  shall  bear  their  iniquities. 

*>  Therefore  will  I  divide  him  a  portion  with  the  great,  and  he  shall  divide  the 

spoil  with  the  strong ;  because  he  hath  poured  out  his  soul  unto  death  •  and  he  was 

numbered  with  the  transgressors ;  and  he  bare  the  sin  of  many,  and  made  interces&vsb. 

for  the  transgressors. 
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THE   THIRD   SELECTION 
Easter.     Isaiah  52,  35  ;  Psalm  72 

Minisier.  How  beautiful  upon  the  mountains  are  the  feet  of  him  that  bringet 
good  tidings,  that  publisheth  peace ;  that  bringeth  good  tidings  of  good,  that  put 
lisheth  salvation ;  that  saith  unto  Zion,  Thy  God  reigneth  ! 

People.  Thy  watchmen  shall  lift  up  the  voice  ;  with  the  voice  together  shall  the 
sing :  for  they  shall  see  eye  to  eye,  when  the  Lord  shall  bring  again  Zion. 

Af.  Break  forth  into  joy,  sing  together,  ye  waste  places  of  Jerusalem :  for  tr 
Lord  hath  comforted  his  people,  he  hath  redeemed  Jerusalem. 

P.  The  Lord  hath  made  bare  his  holy  arm  in  the  eyes  of  all  the  nations ;  and  a 
the  ends  of  the  earth  shall  see  the  salvation  of  our  God. 

Af.  The  wilderness  and  the  solitary  place  shall  be  glad  for  them ;  and  the  dese 
shall  rejoice,  and  blossom  as  the  rose. 

P.  It  shall  blossom  abundantly,  and  rejoice  even  with  joy  and  singing :  the  gloi 
of  Lebanon  shall  be  given  unto  it,  the  excellency  of  Carmel  and  Sharon ;  they  shs 
see  the  glory  of  the  Lord,  and  the  excellency  of  our  God. 

Af.   Strengthen  ye  the  weak  hands,  and  confirm  the  feeble  knees. 

P.  Say  to  them  that  are  of  a  fearful  heart,  Be  strong,  fear  not :  behold,  your  Gc 
will  come  with  vengeance,  even  God  with  a  recompense ;  he  will  come  and  sa\ 
you. 

Af.  Then  the  eyes  of  the  blind  shall  be  opened,  and  the  ears  of  the  deaf  shall  t 
unstopped. 

P.  Then  shall  the  lame  man  leap  as  an  hart,  and  the  tongue  of  the  dumb  sing 
for  in  the  wilderness  shall  waters  break  out,  and  streams  in  the  desert. 

Af.  And  the  parched  ground  shall  become  a  pool,  and  the  thirsty  land  springs  < 
water :  in  the  habitation  of  dragons,  where  each  lay,  shall  be  grass  with  reeds  at 
rushes. 

P.  And  an  highway  shall  be  there,  and  a  way,  and  it  shall  be  called  The  way  « 
holiness ;  the  unclean  shall  not  pass  over  it ;  but  it  shall  be  for  those  :  the  wayfarir 
men,  though  fools,  shall  not  err  therein. 

Af.  No  lion  shall  be  there,  nor  any  ravenous  beast  shall  go  up  thereon,  it  she 
not  be  found  there  ;  but  the  redeemed  shall  walk  there  : 

P.  And  the  ransomed  of  the  Lord  shall  return,  and  come  to  Zion  with  songs  an 
everlasting  joy  upon  their  heads  :  they  shall  obtain  joy  and  gladness,  and  sorrow  an 
sighing  shall  flee  away. 

Af.  Give  the  king  thy  judgments,  O  God,  and  thy  righteousness  unto  the  king 
son. 

P.    He  shall  judge  thy  people  with  righteousness,  and  thy  poor  with  judgment. 
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M.  The  mountains  shall  bring  peace  to  the  people,  and  the  little  hills,  by 
righteousness. 

P.  He  shall  judge  the  poor  of  the  people,  he  shall  save  the  children  of  the 
needy,  and  shall  break  in  pieces  the  oppressor. 

M.  They  shall  fear  thee  as  long  as  the  sun  and  moon  endure,  throughout  all 
generations. 

P.  He  shall  come  down  like  rain  upon  the  mown  grass :  as  showers  that  water 
the  earth. 

M.  In  his  days  shall  the  righteous  flourish ;  and  abundance  of  peace  so  long  as 
the  moon  endureth. 

P.  He  shall  have  dominion  also  from  sea  to  sea,  and  from  the  river  unto  the 
ends  of  the  earth. 

M.  He  shall  spare  the  poor  and  needy,  and  shall  save  the  souls  of  the  needy. 

P.  He  shall  redeem  their  soul  from  deceit  and  violence :  and  precious  shall 
their  blood  be  in  his  sight. 

M.   And  he  shall  live,  and  to  him  shall  be  given  of  the  gold  of  Sheba : 

P.  Prayer  also  shall  be  made  for  him  continually ;  and  daily  shall  he  be  praised. 

M.  There  shall  be  a  handful  of  corn  in  the  earth  upon  the  top  of  the  mountains ; 

P.  The  fruit  thereof  shall  shake  like  Lebanon :  and  they  of  the  city  shall  flourish 
like  grass  of  the  earth. 

M.  His  name  shall  endure  for  ever :  his  name  shall  be  continued  as  long  as  the 
son: 

P.  And  men  shall  be  blessed  in  him  :  all  nations  shall  call  him  blessed. 


THE    FOURTH    SELECTION 
Thanksgiving.     Psalms  145,  65. 

Minister.  I  will  extol  thee,  my  God,  O  king ;  and  I  will  bless  thy  name  for  ever 
and  ever. 

People.  Every  day  will  I  bless  thee  ;  and  I  will  praise  thy  name  for  ever  and 
ever. 

M.  Great  is  the  Lord,  and  greatly  to  be  praised  ;  and  his  greatness  is  unsearchable. 

P.  One  generation  shall  praise  thy  works  to  another,  and  shall  declare  thy 
Nighty  acts. 

M.  I  will  speak  of  the  glorious  honour  of  thy  majesty,  and  of  thy  wondrous 
*orks. 

P.  And  men  shall  speak  of  the  might  of  thy  terrible  acts :  and  I  will  declare  thy 
greatness.  They  shall  abundantly  utter  the  memory  of  thy  great  goodness,  and  shall 
Sfflg  of  thy  righteousness. 

M.  The  Lord  is  gracious,  and  full  of  compassion ;  slow  to  anger,  and  of  great 
mercy. 

P.  The  Lord  is  good  to  all :  and  his  tender  mercies  are  over  all  his  works. 
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Af.   All  thy  works  shall  praise  thee,  O  Lord  ;  and  thy  saints  shall  bless  thee. 

P.   They  shall  speak  of  the  glory  of  thy  kingdom,  and  talk  of  thy  power. 

Af.  To  make  known  to  the  sons  of  men  his  mighty  acts,  and  the  glorious 
majesty  of  his  kingdom. 

P.  Thy  kingdom  is  an  everlasting  kingdom,  and  thy  dominion  endureth  through- 
out all  generations. 

Af.   The  Lord  upholdeth  all  that  fall, 

P.   And  raiseth  up  all  those  that  be  bowed  down. 

Af.  The  eyes  of  all  wait  upon  thee ;  and  thou  givest  them  their  meat  in  due 
season. 

P.   Thou  openest  thine  hand,  and  satisfiest  the  desire  of  every  living  thing. 

Af.   The  Lord  is  righteous  in  all  his  ways,  and  holy  in  all  his  works. 

P.  The  Lord  is  nigh  unto  all  them  that  call  upon  him,  to  all  that  call  upon  him 
in  truth. 

Af.  He  will  fulfil  the  desire  of  them  that  fear  him  :  he  also  will  hear  their  cry, 
and  will  save  them. 

P.  The  Lord  preserveth  all  them  that  love  him :  but  all  the  wicked  will  he 
destroy. 

Af.   My  mouth  shall  speak  the  praise  of  the  Lord  : 

P.   And  let  all  flesh  bless  his  holy  name  for  ever  and  ever. 

Af.  By  terrible  things  in  righteousness  wilt  thou  answer  us,  O  God  of  our  salva- 
tion; 

P.  Who  art  the  confidence  of  all  the  ends  of  the  earth,  and  of  them  that  are  afar 
off  upon  the  sea : 

Af.  Which  by  his  strength  setteth  fast  the  mountains ;  being  girded  with  power : 

P.  Which  stilleth  the  noise  of  the  seas,  the  noise  of  their  waves,  and  the  tumult 
of  the  people. 

Af.   They  also  that  dwell  in  the  uttermost  parts  are  afraid  at  thy  tokens : 

P.   Thou  makest  the  outgoings  of  the  morning  and  evening  to  rejoice. 

Af.  Thou  visitest  the  earth,  and  waterest  it :  thou  greatly  enrichest  it  with  the 
river  of  God,  which  is  full  of  water : 

P.  Thou  preparest  them  corn,  when  thou  hast  so  provided  for  it. 

Af.  Thou  waterest  the  ridges  thereof  abundantly:  thou  settlest  the  furrows 
thereof: 

P.   Thou  makest  it  soft  with  showers  :  thou  blessest  the  springing  thereof. 

Af.   Thou  crownest  the  year  with  thy  goodness ;  and  thy  paths  drop  fatness. 

P.  They  drop  upon  the  pastures  of  the  wilderness :  and  the  little  hills  rejoice  on 
every  side. 

Af.   The  pastures  are  clothed  with  flocks  ; 

P.  The  valleys  also  are  covered  over  with  corn;  they  shout  for  joy,  they  also 
sing. 
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THE   FIFTH   SELECTION 
The  Closing  Year.     Psalm  90 

Minister,    Lord,  thou  hast  been  our  dwelling-place  in  all  generations. 

People.  Before  the  mountains  were  brought  forth,  or  ever  thou  hadst  formed  the 
earth  and  the  world,  even  from  everlasting  to  everlasting,  thou  art  God. 

Af.  Thou  turnest  man  to  destruction ;  and  sayest,  Return,  ye  children  of  men. 

P.  For  a  thousand  years  in  thy  sight  are  but  as  yesterday  when  it  is  past,  and 
as  a  watch  in  the  night. 

Af.  Thou  earnest  them  away  as  with  a  flood ;  they  are  as  a  sleep ;  in  the 
morning  they  are  like  grass  which  groweth  up. 

P.  In  the  morning  it  flourisheth,  and  groweth  up ;  in  the  evening  it  is  cut  down, 
and  withereth. 

Af.   For  we  are  consumed  by  thine  anger,  and  by  thy  wrath  are  we  troubled. 

P.  Thou  hast  set  our  iniquities  before  thee,  our  secret  sins  in  the  light  of  thy 
countenance. 

Af.  For  all  our  days  are  passed  away  in  thy  wrath :  we  spend  our  years  as  a  tale 
that  is  told. 

P.  The  days  of  our  years  are  threescore  years  and  ten ;  and  if  by  reason  of 
strength  they  be  fourscore  years,  yet  is  their  strength  labour  and  sorrow ;  for  it  is 
soon  cut  off,  and  we  fly  away. 

Af.  Who  knoweth  the  power  of  thine  anger?  even  according  to  thy  fear,  so  is 
toy  wrath. 

P.   So  teach  us  to  number  our  days,  that  we  may  apply  our  hearts  unto  wisdom. 

Af.   Return,  O  Lord,  how  long  ?  and  let  it  repent  thee  concerning  thy  servants. 

P.  O  satisfy  us  early  with  thy  mercy ;  that  we  may  rejoice  and  be  glad  all  our 
days.  Make  us  glad  according  to  the  days  wherein  thou  hast  afflicted  us,  and  the 
years  wherein  we  have  seen  evil. 

Af.   Let  thy  work  appear  unto  thy  servants,  and  thy  glory  unto  their  children. 
J*.   And  let  the  beauty  of  the  Lord  our  God  be  upon  us :  and  establish  thou  the 
work  of  our  hands  upon  us ;  yea,  the  work  of  our  hands  establish  thou  it. 

THE   SIXTH   SELECTION 
Psalms  84,  24 

Minister.   How  amiable  are  thy  tabernacles,  O  Lord  of  hosts  ! 

People.   My  soul  longeth,  yea,  even  fainteth  for  the  courts  of  the  Lord  : 

Af.   My  heart  and  my  flesh  crieth  out  for  the  living  God. 

P.  Yea,  the  sparrow  hath  found  a  house,  and  the  swallow  a  nest  for  herself, 
where  she  may  lay  her  young,  even  thine  altars,  O  Lord  of  hosts,  my  King,  and  my 
God. 
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Af.   Blessed  are  they  that  dwell  in  thy  house  :  they  will  be  still  praising  thee. 

P.  Blessed  is  the  man  whose  strength  is  in  thee  ;  in  whose  heart  are  the  ways  of 
them. 

Af.  Who  passing  through  the  valley  of  Baca  make  it  a  well ;  the  rain  also  filleth 
the  pools. 

P.  They  go  from  strength  to  strength,  every  one  of  them  in  Zion  appeareth 
before  God. 

Af.   O  Lord  God  of  hosts,  hear  my  prayer :  give  ear,  O  God  of  Jacob. 

P.  Behold,  O  God,  our  shield,  and  look  upon  the  face  of  thine  anointed.  For  a 
day  in  thy  courts  is  better  than  a  thousand.  I  had  rather  be  a  doorkeeper  in  the 
house  of  my  God,  than  to  dwell  in  the  tents  of  wickedness. 

Af.  For  the  Lord  God  is  a  sun  and  shield  :  the  Lord  will  give  grace  and  glory  : 
no  good  thing  will  he  withhold  from  them  that  walk  uprightly. 

P.   O  Lord  of  hosts,  blessed  is  the  man  that  trusteth  in  thee. 

Af.  The  earth  is  the  Lord's,  and  the  fulness  thereof;  the  world,  and  they  that 
dwell  therein. 

P.   For  he  hath  founded  it  upon  the  seas,  and  established  it  upon  the  floods. 

Af.  Who  shall  ascend  into  the  hill  of  the  Lord  ?  or  who  shall  stand  in  his  holy 
place? 

P.  He  that  hath  clean  hands,  and  a  pure  heart ;  who  hath  not  lifted  up  his  soul 
unto  vanity,  nor  sworn  deceitfully. 

Af.  He  shall  receive  the  blessing  from  the  Lord,  and  righteousness  from  the 
God  of  his  salvation. 

P.   This  is  the  generation  of  them  that  seek  him,  that  seek  thy  face,  O  Jacob. 

Af.  Lift  up  your  heads,  O  ye  gates ;  and  be  ye  lift  up,  ye  everlasting  doors ; 
and  the  King  of  glory  shall  come  in. 

P.   Who  is  this  King  of  glory? 

Af.   The  Lord  strong  and  mighty,  the  I/)rd  mighty  in  battle. 

P.  Lift  up  your  heads,  O  ye  gates ;  even  lift  them  up,  ye  everlasting  doors ; 
and  the  King  of  glory  shall  come  in. 

Af.   Who  is  this  King  of  glory? 

P.   The  Lord  of  hosts,  he  is  the  King  of  glory. 

THE   SEVENTH   SELECTION 
Psalm  103 

Minister.   Bless  the  Lord,  O  my  soul :  and  all  that  is  within  me,  bless  his  holy  name. 
People.    Bless  the  Lord,  O  my  soul,  and  forget  not  all  his  benefits : 
Af.   Who  forgiveth  all  thine  iniquities ;  who  healeth  all  thy  diseases ; 
P.   Who  redeemeth  thy  life  from  destruction ;  who  crowneth  thee  with  loving- 
kindness  and  tender  mercies; 
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Who  satisfieth  thy  mouth  with  good  things ; 
So  that  thy  youth  is  renewed  like  the  eagle's. 
A/L   The  Lord  executeth  righteousness  and  judgment  for  all  that  are  oppressed. 

P.    He  made  known  his  ways  unto  Moses,  his  acts  unto  the  children  of  Israel. 

M.   The  Lord  is  merciful  and  gracious,  slow  to  anger,  and  plenteous  in  mercy. 

P.    He  will  not  always  chide  :  neither  will  he  keep  his  anger  for  ever. 

Af.    He  hath  not  dealt  with  us  after  our  sins ; 

P.    Nor  rewarded  us  according  to  our  iniquities. 

Af.  For  as  the  heaven  is  high  above  the  earth,  so  great  is  his  mercy  toward  them 
that  fear  him. 

P.  As  far  as  the  east  is  from  the  west,  so  far  hath  he  removed  our  transgressions 
from  us. 

M.   Like  as  a  father  pitieth  his  children,  so  the  Lord  pitieth  them  that  fear  him. 

P.   For  he  knoweth  our  frame ;  he  remembereth  that  we  are  dust. 

M.   As  for  man,  his  days  are  as  grass  :  as  a  flower  of  the  field,  so  he  flourisheth. 

P.  For  the  wind  passeth  over  it,  and  it  is  gone ;  and  the  place  thereof  shall 
know  it  no  more. 

Af.  But  the  mercy  of  the  Lord  is  from  everlasting  to  everlasting  upon  them  that 
fear  him,  and  his  righteousness  unto  children's  children ; 

P.  To  such  as  keep  his  covenant,  and  to  those  that  remember  his  command- 
ments to  do  them. 

Af.  The  Lord  hath  prepared  his  throne  in  the  heavens ;  and  his  kingdom  ruleth 
over  all. 

P.  Bless  the  Lord,  ye  his  angels,  that  excel  in  strength,  that  do  his  command- 
ments, hearkening  unto  the  voice  of  his  word. 

M.    Bless  ye  the  Lord,  all  ye  his  hosts ;  ye  ministers  of  his,  that  do  his  pleasure. 

P.  Bless  the  Lord,  all  his  works  in  all  places  of  his  dominion :  bless  the  Lord,  O 
my  soul. 

THE   EIGHTH   SELECTION 
Psalms  23,  27 

Minister.   The  Lord  is  my  shepherd ;  I  shall  not  want. 

People.  He  maketh  me  to  lie  down  in  green  pastures :  he  leadeth  me  beside  the 
still   waters. 

Af.  He  restoreth  my  soul :  he  leadeth  me  in  the  paths  of  righteousness  for  his 
name's  sake. 

P.  Yea,  though  I  walk  through  the  valley  of  the  shadow  of  death,  I  will  fear  no 
evil :  for  thou  art  with  me  ;  thy  rod  and  thy  staff  they  comfort  me. 

Af.  Thou  preparest  a  table  before  me  in  the  presence  of  mine  enemies :  thou 
anointest  my  head  with  oil ;  my  cup  runneth  over. 

P.  Surely  goodness  and  mercy  shall  follow  me  all  the  days  of  my  life :  and  I 
will  dwell  in  the  house  of  the  Lord  for  ever. 
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M.  The  Lord  is  my  light  and  my  salvation ;  whom  shall  I  fear?  the  Lord  is  the 
strength  of  my  life  ;  of  whom  shall  I  be  afraid  ? 

P.  Though  an  host  should  encamp  against  me,  my  heart  shall  not  fear :  though 
war  should  rise  against  me,  in  this  will  I  be  confident. 

M.  One  thing  have  I  desired  of  the  Lord,  that  will  I  seek  after ;  that  I  may 
dwell  in  the  house  of  the  Lord  all  the  days  of  my  life,  to  behold  the  beauty  of  the 
Lord,  and  to  inquire  in  his  temple. 

P.  For  in  the  time  of  trouble  he  shall  hide  me  in  his  pavilion :  in  the  secret  of 
his  tabernacle  shall  he  hide  me ;  he  shall  set  me  up  upon  a  rock. 

M.   And  now  shall  mine  head  be  lifted  up  above  mine  enemies  round  about  me : 

P.  Therefore  will  I  offer  in  his  tabernacle  sacrifices  of  joy ;  I  will  sing,  yea,  I 
will  sing  praises  unto  the  Lord. 

M.  Hear,  O  Lord,  when  I  cry  with  my  voice :  have  mercy  also  upon  me,  and 
answer  me. 

P.  When  thou  saidst,  Seek  ye  my  face;  my  heart  said  unto  thee,  Thy  face, 
Lord,  will  I  seek. 

M.  Hide  not  thy  face  far  from  me ;  put  not  thy  servant  away  in  anger :  thou 
hast  been  my  help ;  leave  me  not,  neither  forsake  me,  O  God  of  my  salvation. 

P.   When  my  father  and  my  mother  forsake  me,  then  the  Lord  will  take  me  up. 

M.  Teach  me  thy  way,  O  Lord,  and  lead  me  in  a  plain  path,  because  of  mine 
enemies. 

P.  Deliver  me  not  over  unto  the  will  of  mine  enemies :  for  false  witnesses  are 
risen  up  against  me,  and  such  as  breathe  out  cruelty. 

M.  I  had  fainted,  unless  I  had  believed  to  see  the  goodness  of  the  Lord  in  the 
land  of  the  living. 

P.  Wait  on  the  Lord  :  be  of  good  courage,  and  he  shall  strengthen  thine  heart : 
wait,  I  say,  on  the  Lord. 


THE   NINTH   SELECTION 
Proverbs  3,  Psalm  15 

Minister,  My  son,  forget  not  my  law ;  but  let  thine  heart  keep  my  command- 
ments: 

People.   For  length  of  days,  and  long  life,  and  peace,  shall  they  add  to  thee. 

M.  Let  not  mercy  and  truth  forsake  thee :  bind  them  about  thy  neck ;  write 
them  upon  the  table  of  thine  heart : 

P.  So  shalt  thou  find  favour  and  good  understanding  in  the  sight  of  God  and 
man. 

M.  Trust  in  the  Lord  with  all  thine  heart ;  and  lean  not  unto  thine  own 
understanding. 

P.   In  all  thy  ways  acknowledge  him,  and  he  shall  direct  thy  paths. 

M.   Be  not  wise  in  thine  own  eyes :  fear  the  Lord,  and  depart  from  evil. 
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P.  It  shall  be  health  to  thy  navel,  and  marrow  to  thy  bones. 

M.  Honour  the  Lord  with  thy  substance,  and  with  the  firstfruits  of  all  thine 
increase : 

P.  So  shall  thy  barns  be  filled  with  plenty,  and  thy  presses  shall  burst  out  with 
new  wine, 

Af.  My  son,  despise  not  the  chastening  of  the  Lord  ;  neither  be  weary  of  his 
correction : 

P.  For  whom  the  Lord  loveth  he  correcteth ;  even  as  a  father  the  son  in  whom 
he  delighteth. 

M.  Happy  is  the  man  that  findeth  wisdom,  and  the  man  that  getteth  un- 
derstanding : 

P.  For  the  merchandise  of  it  is  better  than  the  merchandise  of  silver,  and  the 
gain  thereof  than  fine  gold. 

M.  She  is  more  precious  than  rubies :  and  all  the  things  thou  canst  desire  are 
not  to  be  compared  unto  her. 

P.   Length  of  days  is  in  her  right  hand  ;  and  in  her  left  hand  riches  and  honour. 

M.   Her  ways  are  ways  of  pleasantness,  and  all  her  paths  are  peace. 

P.  She  is  a  tree  of  life  to  them  that  lay  hold  upon  her :  and  happy  is  every  one 
that  retaineth  her. 

M.  The  Lord  by  wisdom  hath  founded  the  earth ;  by  understanding  hath  he 
established  the  heavens. 

P.  By  his  knowledge  the  depths  are  broken  up,  and  the  clouds  drop  down  the 
dew. 

M.   Lord,  who  shall  abide  in  thy  tabernacle  ?  who  shall  dwell  in  thy  holy  hill  ? 

P.  He  that  walketh  uprightly,  and  worketh  righteousness,  and  speaketh  the 
truth  in  his  heart. 

Af.   He  that  backbiteth  not  with  his  tongue,  nor  doeth  evil  to  his  neighbour, 

P.   Nor  taketh  up  a  reproach  against  his  neighbour. 

Af.  In  whose  eyes  a  vile  person  is  contemned  ; 

P.   But  he  honoureth  them  that  fear  the  Lord. 

Af.   He  that  sweareth  to  his  own  hurt,  and  changeth  not. 

P.  He  that  putteth  not  out  his  money  to  usury,  nor  taketh  reward  against  the 
hmocent.     He  that  doeth  these  things  shall  never  be  moved. 


THE   TENTH   SELECTION 
Psalm  107 

Minister.   Oh  that  men  would  praise  the   Lord  for  his  goodness,  and  for  his 

» 

wonderful  works  to  the  children  of  men  ! 

People.   For  he  hath  broken  the  gates  of  brass,  and  cut  the  bars  of  itoum*\ixA*x* 
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M.  Fools,  because  of  their  transgression,  and  because  of  their  iniquities  are 
afflicted. 

P.  Their  soul  abhorreth  all  manner  of  meat,  and  they  draw  near  unto  the  gates 
of  death. 

M.  Then  they  cry  unto  the  Lord  in  their  trouble,  and  he  saveth  tljem  out  of 
their  distresses. 

P.  He  sent  his  word,  and  healed  them,  and  delivered  them  from  their 
destructions. 

M.  Oh  that  men  would  praise  the  Lord  for  his  goodness,  and  for  his  wonderful 
works  to  the  children  of  men  ! 

P.  And  let  them  sacrifice  the  sacrifices  of  thanksgiving,  and  declare  his  works 
with  rejoicing. 

M.   They  that  go  down  to  the  sea  in  ships,  that  do  business  in  great  waters ; 

P.   These  see  the  works  of  the  Lord,  and  his  wonders  in  the  deep. 

M.  For  he  commandeth,  and  raiseth  the  stormy  wind,  which  lifteth  up  the 
waves  thereof. 

P.  They  mount  up  to  the  heaven,  they  go  down  again  to  the  depths ;  their  soul 
is  melted  because  of  trouble. 

M.  They  reel  to  and  fro,  and  stagger  like  a  drunken  man,  and  are  at  their  wit's 
end. 

P.  Then  they  cry  unto  the  Lord  in  their  trouble,  and  he  bringeth  them  out  of 
their  distresses. 

M.    He  maketh  the  storm  a  calm,  so  that  the  waves  thereof  are  stilL 

P.  Then  are  they  glad  because  they  be  quiet ;  so  he  bringeth  them  unto  their 
desired  haven. 

M.  Oh  that  men  would  praise  the  Lord  for  his  goodness,  and  for  his  wonderful 
works  to  the  children  of  men  ! 

P.  Let  them  exalt  him  also  in  the  congregation  of  the  people,  and  praise  him  in 
the  assembly  of  the  elders. 

M.    He  turneth  rivers  into  a  wilderness,  and  the  watersprings  into  dry  ground ; 

P.    A  fruitful  land  into  barrenness,  for  the  wickedness  of  them  that  dwell  therein. 

Af.  He  turneth  the  wilderness  into  a  standing  water,  and  dry  ground  into  water- 
springs. 

P.  And  there  he  maketh  the  hungry  to  dwell,  that  they  may  prepare  a  city 
for  habitation ;  and  sow  the  fields,  and  plant  vineyards,  which  may  yield  fruits  of 
increase. 

Af.  He  blesseth  them  also,  so  that  they  are  multiplied  greatly ;  and  suffereth  not 
their  cattle  to  decrease. 

P.  Again,  they  are  minished  and  brought  low  through  oppression,  affliction,  and 
sorrow. 

Af.  He  poureth  contempt  upon  princes,  and  causeth  them  to  wander  in  the  wil- 
derness, where  there  is  no  way. 

P.  Yet  setteth  he  the  poor  on  high  from  affliction,  and  maketh  him  families  like 
a  flock. 
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*Af.  The  righteous  shall  see  it,  and  rejoice  :  and  all  iniquity  shall  stop  her  mouth. 
-/>.  Whoso  is  wise,  and  will  observe  these  things,  even  they  shall  understand  the 
lovingkindness  of  the  Lord. 


THE   ELEVENTH   SELECTION 

Psalms  63,  42,  43 

J&inister.   O  God,  thou  art  my  God  ;  early  will  I  seek  thee  :  my  soul  thirsteth  for 
t,  my  flesh  longeth  for  thee  in  a  dry  and  thirsty  land,  where  no  water  is. 
People.   To  see  thy  power  and  thy  glory,  so  as  I  have  seen  thee  in  the  sanctuary. 
JM.    Because  thy  lovingkindness  is  better  than  life,  my  lips  shall  praise  thee. 
J*.    Thus  will  1  bless  thee  while  I  live  :  I  will  lift  up  my  hands  in  thy  name. 
Jlf.   My  soul  shall  be  satisfied  as  with  marrow  and  fatness;  and  my  mouth  shall 
praise  thee  with  joyful  lips  : 

-Z*.    When  I  remember  thee  upon  my  bed,  and  meditate  on  thee  in  the  night 
watches. 

Because  thou  hast  been  my  help, 
Therefore  in  the  shadow  of  thy  wings  will  I  rejoice. 


r.   As  the  hart  panteth  after  the  water  brooks,  so  panteth  my  soul  after  thee,  O 
God. 

-P.    My  soul  thirsteth  for  God,  for  the  living  God  :  when  shall  I  come  and  appear 
before  God? 

M.   My  tears  have  been  my  meat  day  and  night,  while  they  continually  say  unto 
me,  Where  is  thy  God  ? 

P.  When  I  remember  these  things,  I  pour  out  my  soul  in  me :  for  I  had  gone 
with  the  multitude,  I  went  with  them  to  the  house  of  God,  with  the  voice  of  joy  and 
praise,  with  a  multitude  that  kept  holyday. 

M.  Why  art  thou  cast  down,  O  my  soul  ?  and  why  art  thou  disquieted  in  me  ? 
P.   Hope   thou   in   God :     for   I   shall   yet   praise    him    for   the    help   of    his 
countenance. 

M.  O  my  God,  my  soul  is  cast  down  within  me  : 

P.  Therefore  will  I  remember  thee  from  the  land  of  Jordan,  and  of  the  Her- 
monites,  from  the  hill  Mizar. 

M.  Deep  calleth  unto  deep  at  the  noise  of  thy  waterspouts :  all  thy  waves  and 
thy  billows  are  gone  over  me. 

P.  Yet  the  Lord  will  command  his  lovingkindness  in  the  daytime,  and  in  the 
night  his  song  shall  be  with  me,  and  my  prayer  unto  the  God  of  my  life. 

M,  I  will  say  unto  God  my  rock,  Why  hast  thou  forgotten  me?  why  go  I  mourn- 
ing because  of  the  oppression  of  the  enemy  ? 

P.  As  with  a  sword  in  my  bones,  mine  enemies  reproach  me ;  while  they  say  daily 
unto  me,  Where  is  thy  God  ? 
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Af.   Why  art  thou  cast  down,  O  my  soul  ?  and  why  art  thou  disquieted  within  me  ? 
P.   Hope  thou  in  God :  for  I  shall  yet  praise  him,  who  is  the  health  of  my  coun- 
tenance, and  my  God. 

Af.   Judge  me,  O  God,  and  plead  my  cause  against  an  ungodly  nation : 
P.   O  deliver  me  from  the  deceitful  and  unjust  man. 
Af.    For  thou  art  the  God  of  my  strength  :  why  dost  thou  cast  me  off  ? 
P.   Why  go  I  mourning  because  of  the  oppression  of  the  enemy  ? 
Af.   O  send  out  thy  light  and  thy  truth  :  let  them  lead  me  ; 
P.   Let  them  bring  me  unto  thy  holy  hill,  and  to  thy  tabernacles. 
Af.   Then  will  I  go  unto  the  altar  of  God,  unto  God  my  exceeding  joy : 
P.   Yea,  upon  the  harp  will  I  praise  thee,  O  God,  my  God. 
Af.   Why  art  thou  cast  down,  O  my  soul  ?  and  why  art  thou  disquieted  within  me  ? 
P.    Hope  thou  in  God :    for  I  shall  yet  praise  him,  who  is  the  health  of  my 
countenance,  and  my  God. 


THE   TWELFTH   SELECTION 
Psalms  130,  85,  124 

Minister.   Out  of  the  depths  have  I  cried  unto  thee,  O  Lord. 

People.  Lord,  hear  my  voice  :  let  thine  ears  be  attentive  to  the  voice  of  my 
supplications. 

Af.   If  thou,  Lord,  shouldest  mark  iniquities,  O  Lord,  who  shall  stand  ? 

P.   But  there  is  forgiveness  with  thee,  that  thou  mayest  be  feared. 

Af.   I  wait  for  the  Lord,  my  soul  doth  wait,  and  in  his  word  do  I  hope. 

P.  My  soul  waiteth  for  the  Lord  more  than  they  that  watch  for  the  morning :  I 
say,  more  than  they  that  watch  for  the  morning. 

Af.  Let  Israel  hope  in  the  Lord  :  for  with  the  Lord  there  is  mercy,  and  with  him 
is  plenteous  redemption. 

P.   And  he  shall  redeem  Israel  from  all  his  iniquities. 

Af.  Lord,  thou  hast  been  favourable  unto  thy  land  :  thou  hast  brought  back  the 
captivity  of  Jacob. 

P.   Thou  hast  forgiven  the  iniquity  of  thy  people  ;  thou  hast  covered  all  their  sin. 

Af.   Thou  hast  taken  away  all  thy  wrath  : 

P.   Thou  hast  turned  thyself  from  the  fierceness  of  thine  anger. 

Af.   Turn  us,  O  God  of  our  salvation,  and  cause  thine  anger  toward  us  to  cease. 

P.  Wilt  thou  be  angry  with  us  for  ever  ?  wilt  thou  draw  out  thine  anger  to  all 
generations  ? 

Af.   Wilt  thou  not  revive  us  again  :  that  thy  people  may  rejoice  in  thee  ? 

P.   Shew  us  thy  mercy,  O  Lord,  and  grant  us  thy  salvation. 
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Af.  I  will  hear  what  God  the  Lord  will  speak  :  for  he  will  speak  peace  unto  his 
people,  and  to  his  saints :  but  let  them  not  turn  again  to  folly. 

P.  Surely  his  salvation  is  nigh  them  that  fear  him ;  that  glory  may  dwell  in  our 
land. 

Af.  Mercy  and  truth  are  met  together ;  righteousness  and  peace  have  kissed  each 
other. 

P.  Truth  shall  spring  out  of  the  earth ;  and  righteousness  shall  look  down  from 
heaven. 

Af.  Yea,  the  Lord  shall  give  that  which  is  good ;  and  our  land  shall  yield  her 
increase. 

P.   Righteousness  shall  go  before  him  ;  and  shall  set  us  in  the  way  of  his  steps. 

Af.   If  it  had  not  been  the  Lord  who  was  on  our  side,  now  may  Israel  say ; 

P.   If  it  had  not  been  the  Lord  who  was  on  our  side,  when  men  rose  up  against  us : 

Af.  Then  they  had  swallowed  us  up  quick,  when  their  wrath  was  kindled 
against  us: 

P.  Then  the  waters  had  overwhelmed  us,  the  stream  had  gone  over  our  soul : 

Af.  Then  the  proud  waters  had  gone  over  our  soul. 

P.   Blessed  be  the  Lord,  who  hath  not  given  us  as  a  prey  to  their  teeth. 

Af.  Our  soul  is  escaped  as  a  bird  out  of  the  snare  of  the  fowlers :  the  snare  is 
broken,  and  we  are  escaped. 

P.   Our  help  is  in  the  name  of  the  Lord,  who  made  heaven  and  earth. 

THE  THIRTEENTH   SELECTION 

Psalm  104 

Minister.  Bless  the  Lord,  O  my  soul.  O  Lord  my  God,  thou  art  very  great ; 
thou  art  clothed  with  honour  and  majesty : 

People.  Who  coverest  thyself  with  light  as  with  a  garment :  who  stretchest  out 
the  heavens  like  a  curtain : 

Af.  Who  layeth  the  beams  of  his  chambers  in  the  waters:  who  maketh  the 
clouds  his  chariot :  who  walketh  upon  the  wings  of  the  wind : 

P.   Who  maketh  his  angels  spirits ;  his  ministers  a  flaming  fire  : 

Af.    Who  laid  the  foundations  of  the  earth,  that  it  should  not  be  removed  for  ever. 

P.  Thou  coveredst  it  with  the  deep  as  with  a  garment :  the  waters  stood  above 
the  mountains. 

Af.    At  thy  rebuke  they  fled  ;  at  the  voice  of  thy  thunder  they  hasted  away. 

P.   They  go  up  by  the  mountains  ; 

Af.  They  go  down  by  the  valleys  unto  the  place  which  thou  hast  founded  for 
them. 

P.  Thou  hast  set  a  bound  that  they  may  not  pass  ovei  \  \toaX.  ^c^  \ot&  ^>v 
again  to  cover  the  earth. 
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M.    He  sendeth  the  springs  into  the  valleys,  which  run  among  the  hills. 

P.  They  give  drink  to  every  beast  of  the  field :  the  wild  asses  quench  their 
thirst. 

M.  By  them  shall  the  fowls  of  the  heaven  have  their  habitation,  which  sing 
among  the  branches. 

P.  He  watereth  the  hills  from  his  chambers :  the  earth  is  satisfied  with  the 
fruit  of  thy  works. 

M.  He  causeth  the  grass  to  grow  for  the  cattle,  and  herb  for  the  service  of 
man :  that  he  may  bring  forth  food  out  of  the  earth : 

P.  And  wine  that  maketh  glad  the  heart  of  man,  and  oil  to  make  his  face 
to  shine,  and  bread  which  strengtheneth  man's  heart. 

M.  The  trees  of  the  Lord  are  full  of  sap  ;  the  cedars  of  Lebanon,  which  he  hath 
planted ; 

P.  Where  the  birds  make  their  nests :  as  for  the  stork,  the  fir  trees  are  her 
house. 

M.  The  high  hills  are  a  refuge  for  the  wild  goats ;  and  the  rocks  for  the  conies. 

P.    He  appointed  the  moon  for  seasons  :  the  sun  knoweth  his  going  down. 

M.  Thou  makest  darkness,  and  it  is  night :  wherein  all  the  beasts  of  the  forest 
do  creep  forth. 

P.    The  young  lions  roar  after  their  prey,  and  seek  their  meat  from  God. 

M.  The  sun  ariseth,  they  gather  themselves  together,  and  lay  them  down  in  their 
dens. 

P.    Man  goeth  forth  to  his  work  and  to  his  labour  until  the  evening. 

M.  O  Lord,  how  manifold  are  thy  works  !  in  wisdom  hast  thou  made  them  all : 
the  earth  is  full  of  thy  riches. 

P.  So  is  this  great  and  wide  sea,  wherein  are  things  creeping  innumerable,  both 
small  and  great  beasts. 

Af.  There  go  the  ships :  there  is  that  leviathan,  whom  thou  hast  made  to  play 
therein. 

P.  These  wait  all  upon  thee ;  that  thou  mayest  give  them  their  meat  in  due 
season. 

M.  That  thou  givest  them,  they  gather :  thou  openest  thy  hand,  they  are  filled 
with  good. 

P.  Thou  hidest  thy  face,  they  are  troubled :  thou  takest  away  their  breath,  they 
die,  and  return  to  their  dust. 

M.  Thou  sendest  forth  thy  spirit,  they  are  created  :  and  thou  renewest  the  face 
of  the  earth. 

P.  The  glory  of  the  Lord  shall  endure  for  ever :  the  Lord  shall  rejoice  in  his 
works. 

M.  He  looketh  on  the  earth,  and  it  trembleth :  he  toucheth  the  hills,  and  they 
smoke. 

P.  I  will  sing  unto  the  Lord  as  long  as  I  live :  I  will  sing  praise  to  my  God 
while  I  have  my  being. 
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THE   FOURTEENTH    SELECTION 

Psalm  25 

Minister.   Unto  thee,  O  Lord,  do  I  lift  up   my  soul.     O  my  God,  I  trust  in 
thee  :  let  me  not  be  ashamed,  let  not  mine  enemies  triumph  over  me. 

J^eopU.   Yea,  let  none  that  wait  on  thee  be  ashamed  :  let  them  be  ashamed  which 
transgress  without  cause. 

M.    Shew  me  thy  ways,  O  Lord  ;  teach  me  thy  paths. 

P.    Lead  me  in  thy  truth,  and  teach  me  :  for  thou  art  the  God  of  my  salvation  ; 
on  thee  do  I  wait  all  the  day. 

M.  Remember,  O  Ia)rd,  thy  tender  mercies  and  thy  lovingkindnesses ;  for 
they  have  been  ever  of  old. 

P.  Remember  not  the  sins  of  my  youth,  nor  my  transgressions :  according  to 
thy  mercy  remember  thou  me  for  thy  goodness*  sake,  O  Lord. 

M.   Good  and  upright  is  the  Lord  :  therefore  will  he  teach  sinners  in  the  way. 

P.   The  meek  will  he  guide  in  judgment :  and  the  meek  will  he  teach  his  way. 

M.  All  the  paths  of  the  Lord  are  mercy  and  truth  unto  such  as  keep  his 
covenant  and  his  testimonies. 

P.   For  thy  name's  sake,  O  Lord,  pardon  mine  iniquity ;  for  it  is  great. 

Af.  What  man  is  he  that  feareth  the  Lord  ?  him  shall  he  teach  in  the  way  that 
he  shall  choose. 

P.   His  soul  shall  dwell  at  ease  ;  and  his  seed  shall  inherit  the  earth. 

M.  The  secret  of  the  Lord  is  with  them  that  fear  him ;  and  he  will  shew  them 
his  covenant 

P.   Mine  eyes  are  ever  toward  the  Lord  ;  for  he  shall  pluck  my  feet  out  of  the  net. 

M.  Turn  thee  unto  me,  and  have  mercy  upon  me ;  for  I  am  desolate  and 
afflicted. 

P.  The  troubles  of  my  heart  are  enlarged  :  O  bring  thou  me  out  of  my  distresses. 

M.   Look  upon  mine  affliction  and  my  pain ;  and  forgive  all  my  sins. 

P.  Consider  mine  enemies ;  for  they  are  many ;  and  they  hate  me  with  cruel 
hatred. 

M.  O  keep  my  soul,  and  deliver  me :  let  me  not  be  ashamed ;  for  I  put  my 
trust  in  thee. 

P.  Let  integrity  and  uprightness  preserve  me ;  for  I  wait  on  thee. 

M.  Redeem  Israel,  O  God,  out  of  all  his  troubles. 

THE   FIFTEENTH   SELECTION 

Psalm  34 

Minister.  I  will  bless  the  Lord  at  all  times :  his  praise  shall  continually  be  in  my 
mouth. 

People.  My  soul  shall  make  her  boast  in  the  Lord:  the  humble  shall  hear 
thereof,  and  be  glad. 
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Af.   O  magnify  the  Lord  with  me,  and  let  us  exalt  his  name  together. 

P.  I  sought  the  Lord,  and  he  heard  me,  and  delivered  me  from  all  my  fears. 
They  looked  unto  him,  and  were  lightened  :  and  their  faces  were  not  ashamed. 

Af.  This  poor  man  cried,  and  the  Lord  heard  him,  and  saved  him  out  of  all  his 
troubles. 

P.  The  angel  of  the  Lord  encampeth  round  about  them  that  fear  him,  and 
delivereth  them. 

Af.  O  taste  and  see  that  the  Lord  is  good  :  blessed  is  the  man  that  trusteth  in 
him. 

P.   O  fear  the  Lord,  ye  his  saints ;  for  there  is  no  want  to  them  that  fear  him. 

Af.   The  young  lions  do  lack,  and  suffer  hunger  : 

P.    But  they  that  seek  the  Lord  shall  not  want  any  good  thing. 

Af.   Come,  ye  children,  hearken  unto  me  :  I  will  teach  you  the  fear  of  the  Lord. 

P.  What  man  is  he  that  desireth  life,  and  loveth  many  days,  that  he  may  see 
good? 

Af.   Keep  thy  tongue  from  evil,  and  thy  lips  from  speaking  guile. 

P.    Depart  from  evil,  and  do  good  ;  seek  peace,  and  pursue  it. 

Af.  The  eyes  of  the  Lord  are  upon  the  righteous,  and  his  ears  are  open  unto 
their  cry. 

P.  The  face  of  the  Lord  is  against  them  that  do  evil,  to  cut  off  the  remembrance 
of  them  from  the  earth. 

Af.  The  righteous  cry,  and  the  Lord  heareth,  and  delivereth  them  out  of  all  their 
troubles. 

P.  The  Lord  is  nigh  unto  them  that  are  of  a  broken  heart ;  and  saveth  such  as 
be  of  a  contrite  spirit. 

Af.  Many  are  the  afflictions  of  the  righteous :  but  the  Lord  delivereth  him  out 
of  them  all. 

P.   He  keepeth  all  his  bones :  not  one  of  them  is  broken. 

Af.  Evil  shall  slay  the  wicked :  and  they  that  hate  the  righteous  shall  be 
desolate. 

P.  The  Lord  redeemeth  the  soul  of  his  servants  :  and  none  of  them  that  trust  in 
him  shall  be  desolate. 


THE   SIXTEENTH   SELECTION 
Psalm  1 8 

Minister.   I  will  love  thee,  O  Lord,  my  strength. 

People.  The  Lord  is  my  rock,  and  my  fortress,  and  my  deliverer ;  my  God,  my 
strength,  in  whom  I  will  trust ;  my  buckler,  and  the  horn  of  my  salvation,  and  my 
high  tower. 

Af.   I  will  call  upon  the  Lord,  who  is  worthy  to  be  praised : 

P.   So  shall  I  be  saved  from  mine  enemies. 
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Af.   The  sorrows  of  death  compassed  me,  and  the  floods  of  ungodly  men  made  me 
afraid. 

P.   The  sorrows  of  hell  compassed  me  about :  the  snares  of  death  prevented  me. 

Af.    In  my  distress  I  called  upon  the  Lord,  and  cried  unto  my  God : 

P.    He  heard  my  voice  out  of  his  temple,  and  my  cry  came  before  him,  even  into 
his  ears. 

M.   Then  the  earth  shook  and  trembled ; 

P.   The  foundations  also  of  the  hills  moved  and  were  shaken,  because  he  was 
wroth. 

Af.   There  went  up  a  smoke  out  of  his  nostrils,  and  fire  out  of  his  mouth  de- 
voured :  coals  were  kindled  by  it. 

P.   He  bowed  the  heavens  also,  and  came  down :    and  darkness  was  under 
his  feet. 

Af.   And  he  rode  upon  a  cherub,  and  did  fly :  yea,  he  did  fly  upon  the  wings  of 
the  wind. 

P.    He  made  darkness  bis  secret  place ;  his  pavilion  round  about  him  were  dark 
waters  and  thick  clouds  of  the  skies. 

Af.   At  the  brightness  that  was  before  him  his  thick  clouds  passed,  hail  stones  and 
coals  of  fire. 

P.   The  Lord  also  thundered  in  the  heavens,  and  the  Highest  gave  his  voice ; 
hail  stones  and  coals  of  fire. 

Af.   Yea,  he  sent  out  his  arrows,  and  scattered  them ;  and  he  shot  out  lightnings, 
and  discomfited  them. 

P.   Then  the  channels  of  waters  were  seen,  and  the  foundations  of  the  world 
were  discovered  at  thy  rebuke,  O  Lord,  at  the  blast  of  the  breath  of  thy  nostrils. 

Af.   He  sent  from  above,  he  took  me,  he  drew  me  out  of  many  waters. 

P.   He  delivered  me  from  my  strong  enemy,  and  from  them  which  hated  me : 
for  they  were  too  strong  for  me. 

Af.   They  prevented  me  in  the  day  of  my  calamity  :  but  the  Lord  was  my  stay. 

P.   He  had  brought  me  forth  also  into  a  large  place ;  he  delivered  me,  because 
he  delighted  in  me. 

Af.   Thou  wilt  light  my  candle  :  the  Lord  my  God  will  enlighten  my  darkness. 

P.    For  by  thee  I  have  run  through  a  troop ;  and  by  my  God  have  I  leaped  over 
a  wall. 

Af.   As  for  God,  his  way  is  perfect :  the  word  of  the  Lord  is  tried. 

P.    He  is  a  buckler  to  all  those  that  trust  in  him. 

Af.  For  who  is  God  save  the  Lord?  or  who  is  a  rock  save  our  God? 

P.    It  is  God  that  girdeth  me  with  strength,  and  maketh  my  way  perfect. 

Af.    He  maketh  my  feet  like  hinds'  feet,  and  setteth  me  upon  my  high  places. 

P.   He  teacheth  my  hands  to  war,  so  that  a  bow  of  steel  is  broken  by  mine  arms. 

Af.   Thou  hast  also  given  me  the  shield  of  thy  salvation  ; 

P.   And  thy  right  hand  hath  holden  me  up,  and  thy  gen\\&T&3&  Ytaft\  xsa&t  t&r. 
great. 
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THE   SEVENTEENTH    SELECTION 

Psalms  46,  91 

Minister.   God  is  our  refuge  and  strength,  a  very  present  help  in  trouble. 

People.  Therefore  will  not  we  fear,  though  the  earth  be  removed,  and  though  the 
mountains  be  carried  into  the  midst  of  the  sea ; 

M.   Though  the  waters  thereof  roar  and  be  troubled, 

P.   Though  the  mountains  shake  with  the  swelling  thereof. 

M. '  There  is  a  river,  the  streams  whereof  shall  make  glad  the  city  of  God,  the 
holy  place  of  the  tabernacles  of  the  Most  High. 

P.  God  is  in  the  midst  of  her ;  she  shall  not  be  moved  :  God  shall  help  her,  and 
that  right  early. 

M.  The  heathen  raged,  the  kingdoms  were  moved :  he  uttered  his  voice,  the 
earth  melted. 

P.   The  Lord  of  hosts  is  with  us  ;  the  God  of  Jacob  is  our  refuge. 

M.  Come,  behold  the  works  of  the  Lord,  what  desolations  he  hath  made  in  the 
earth. 

P.  He  maketh  wars  to  cease  unto  the  end  of  the  earth ;  he  breaketh  the  bow, 
and  cutteth  the  spear  in  sunder ;  he  burneth  the  chariot  in  the  fire. 

M.  He  that  dwelleth  in  the  secret  place  of  the  Most  High  shall  abide  under  the 
shadow  of  the  Almighty. 

P.  I  will  say  of  the  Lord,  He  is  my  refuge  and  my  fortress :  my  God ;  in  him 
will  I  trust. 

M.  Surely  he  shall  deliver  thee  from  the  snare  of  the  fowler,  and  from  the 
noisome    pestilence. 

P.  He  shall  cover  thee  with  his  feathers,  and  under  his  wings  shalt  thou  trust : 
his  truth  shall  be  thy  shield  and  buckler. 

M.  Thou  shalt  not  be  afraid  for  the  terror  by  night ;  nor  for  the  arrow  that  flieth 
by  day ; 

P.  Nor  for  the  pestilence  that  walketh  in  darkness ;  nor  for  the  destruction  that 
wasteth  at  noonday. 

M.  A  thousand  shall  fall  at  thy  side,  and  ten  thousand  at  thy  right  hand  ;  but  it 
shall  not  come  nigh  thee.  Only  with  thine  eyes  shalt  thou  behold  and  see  the 
reward  of  the  wicked. 

P.  Because  thou  hast  made  the  Lord,  which  is  my  refuge,  even  the  Most  High, 
thy  habitation ; 

M.  There  shall  no  evil  befall  thee,  neither  shall  any  plague  come  nigh  thy 
dwelling. 

P.   For  he  shall  give  his  angels  charge  over  thee,  to  keep  thee  in  all  thy  ways. 
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They  shall  bear  thee  up  in  their  hands,  lest  thou  dash  thy  foot  against  a  stone. 
P.   Thou  shalt  tread  upon  the  lion  and  adder : 
Af.   The  young  lion  and  the  dragon  shalt  thou  trample  under  feet 
P.  Because  he  hath  set  his  love  upon  me,  therefore  will  I  deliver  him :  I  will  set 

him  on  high,  because  he  hath  known  my  name. 

Af.   He  shall  call  upon  me,  and  I  will  answer  him  :  I  will  be  with  him  in  trouble ; 

*  frill  deliver  him,  and  honour  him. 
P.  With  long  life  will  I  satisfy  him,  and  shew  him  my  salvation. 


THE   EIGHTEENTH   SELECTION 

Psalm  118 

-Afinister.   O  give  thanks  unto  the  Lord  ;  for  he  is  good :  because  his  mercy 
endureth  for  ever. 

People.   Let  Israel  now  say,  that  his  mercy  endureth  for  ever. 

Let  the  house  of  Aaron  now  say,  that  his  mercy  endureth  for  ever. 
Let  them  now  that  fear  the  Lord  say,  that  his  mercy  endureth  for  ever. 
J%f.    I  called  upon  the  Lord  in  distress :  the  Lord  answered  me,  and  set  me  in  a 
large  place. 

-^.    The  Lord  is  on  my  side  ;  I  will  not  fear :  what  can  man  do  unto  me  ? 
Jlf.    It  is  better  to  trust  in  the  Ix>rd  than  to  put  confidence  in  man. 
J*.    It  is  better  to  trust  in  the  Lord  than  to  put  confidence  in  princes. 
Af.    All  nations  compassed  me  about :    but  in  the  name  of  the  Lord  will  I 
destroy  them. 

P>.    They  compassed  me  about ;  yea  they  compassed  me  about :  but  in  the  name 
of  the  Lord  I  will  destroy  them. 

Af.   They  compassed  me  about  like  bees ;  they  are  quenched  as  the  fire  of  thorns, 
P.    For  in  the  name  of  the  Lord  I  will  destroy  them. 

Af.    Thou  hast  thrust  sore  at  me  that  I  might  fall ;  but  the  Lord  helped  me. 
P.   The  Lord  is  my  strength  and  song,  and  is  become  my  salvation. 
Af.  The  voice  of  rejoicing  and  salvation  is  in  the  tabernacles  of  the  righteous : 
the  right  hand  of  the  Ix>rd  doeth  valiantly. 

P.  The  right  hand  of  the  Lord  is  exalted :  the  right  hand  of  the  Lord  doeth 
valiantly. 

Af.   I  shall  not  die,  but  live,  and  declare  the  works  of  the  Lord. 
P.  The  Lord  hath  chastened  me  sore  :  but  he  hath  not  given  me  over  unto 
death. 

Af.  Open  to  me  the  gates  of  righteousness  :  I  will  go  into  them,  and  I  will  praise 
the  1x)rd  : 
P.  This  gate  of  the  Lord,  into  which  the  righteous  shall  enter. 
Af.   I  will  praise  thee  :  for  thou  hast  heard  me,  and  art  become  my  salvation. 
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P.  The  stone  which  the  builders  refused  is  become  the  head  stone  of  the 
corner. 

M.   This  is  the  Lord's  doing ;  it  is  marvellous  in  our  eyes. 

P.  This  is  the  day  which  the  Lord  hath  made;  we  will  rejoice  and  be  glad 
in  it. 

M.  Save  now,  I  beseech  thee,  O  Lord  :  O  Lord,  I  beseech  thee,  send  now 
prosperity. 

P.  Blessed  be  he  that  cometh  in  the  name  of  the  Lord  :  we  have  blessed  you 
out  of  the  house  of  the  Lord. 

M.   God  is  the  Ix>rd,  which  hath  shewed  us  light : 

P.   Bind  the  sacrifice  with  cords,  even  unto  the  horns  of  the  altar. 

M.   Thou  art  my  God,  and  I  will  praise  thee  :  thou  art  my  God,  I  will  exalt  thee. 

P.  O  give  thanks  unto  the  Ix>rd  ;  for  he  is  good :  for  his  mercy  endureth 
for  ever. 

THE   NINETEENTH   SELECTION 
Psalms  in,  112,  113,  117 

Minister.  Praise  ye  the  Lord.  I  will  praise  the  Lord  with  my  whole  heart,  in 
the  assembly  of  the  upright,  and  in  the  congregation. 

People.  The  works  of  the  Lord  are  great,  sought  out  of  all  them  that  have 
pleasure  therein. 

M.  His  work  is  honourable  and  glorious :  and  his  righteousness  endureth  for 
ever. 

P.  He  hath  made  his  wonderful  works  to  be  remembered :  the  Lord  is  gracious 
and  full  of  compassion. 

M.  He  hath  given  meat  unto  them  that  fear  him  :  he  will  ever  be  mindful  of  his 
covenant. 

P.  He  hath  shewed  his  people  the  power  of  his  works,  that  he  may  give  them 
the  heritage  of  the  heathen. 

M.  The  works  of  his  hands  are  verity  and  judgment ;  all  his  commandments 
are  sure. 

P.  They  stand  fast  for  ever  and  ever,  and  are  done  in  truth  and  uprightness. 

M.  He  sent  redemption  unto  his  people :  he  hath  commanded  his  covenant 
for  ever :  holy  and  reverend  is  his  name. 

P.  The  fear  of  the  Lord  is  the  beginning  of  wisdom :  a  good  understanding 
have  all  they  that  do  his  commandments :    his  praise  endureth  for  ever. 

M,  Praise  ye  the  Lord.  Blessed  is  the  man  that  feareth  the  Lord,  that  de- 
lighteth  greatly  in  his  commandments. 

P.  His  seed  shall  be  mighty  upon  earth :  the  generation  of  the  upright  shall  be 
blessed. 
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Af.  Wealth  and  riches  shall  be  in  his  house:  and  his  righteousness  endureth 
for  ever. 

P.  Unto  the  upright  there  ariseth  light  in  the  darkness  :  he  is  gracious,  and  full 
of  compassion,  and  righteous. 

Af.  A  good  man  sheweth  favour,  and  lendeth :  he  will  guide  his  affairs  with 
discretion. 

P.  Surely  he  shall  not  be  moved  for  ever :  the  righteous  shall  be  in  everlasting 
remembrance. 

Af.    He  shall  not  be  afraid  of  evil  tidings : 

P.    His  heart  is  fixed,  trusting  in  the  Lord. 

Af.   Blessed  be  the  name  of  the  Lord  from  this  time  forth  and  for  evermore. 

P.  From  the  rising  of  the  sun  unto  the  going  down  of  the  same  the  Lord's  name 
is  to  be  praised. 

Af.   The  Lord  is  high  above  all  nations,  and  his  glory  above  the  heavens. 

P.    Who  is  like  unto  the  Lord  our  God,  who  dwelleth  on  high, 

Af.  Who  humbleth  himself  to  behold  the  things  that  are  in  heaven,  and  in  the 
earth  ! 

P.  He  raiseth  up  the  poor  out  of  the  dust,  and  lifteth  the  needy  out  of  the 
dunghill ; 

Af.   That  he  may  set  him  with  princes,  even  with  the  princes  of  his  people. 

P.  He  maketh  the  barren  woman  to  keep  house,  and  to  be  a  joyful  mother  of 
children.     Praise  ye  the  Lord. 

Af.   O  praise  the  Lord,  all  ye  nations :  praise  him,  all  ye  people. 
P.    For  his  merciful  kindness  is  great  toward  us :  and  the  truth  of  the  Lord 
endureth  for  ever.     Praise  ye  the  Lord. 


THE  TWENTIETH   SELECTION 
Psalms  146,  147 

Minister.   Praise  ye  the  Lord.     Praise  the  Lord,  O  my  soul. 

People.  While  I  live  will  I  praise  the  Lord  :  I  will  sing  praises  unto  my  God  while 
I  have  any  being. 

Af.  Put  not  your  trust  in  princes,  nor  in  the  son  of  man,  in  whom  there  is  no 
help. 

P.  His  breath  goeth  forth,  he  returneth  to  his  earth ;  in  that  very  day  his  thoughts 
perish. 

Af.  Happy  is  he  that  hath  the  God  of  Jacob  for  his  help,  whose  hope  is  in  the 
Lord  his  God : 

P.  Which  made  heavea,  and  earth,  the  sea,  and  a\\  tYvat  ttaxeSxi  \*. 
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M.   Which  keepeth  truth  for  ever  : 

P.  Which  executeth  judgment  for  the  oppressed :  which  giveth  food  to  the 
hungry. 

M.   The  Lord  looseth  the  prisoners : 

P.  The  Lord  openeth  the  eyes  of  the  blind :  the  Lord  raiseth  them  that  are  bowed 
down  :  the   Lord  loveth  the  righteous  : 

M.  The  Lord  preserveth  the  strangers ;  he  relieveth  the  fatherless  and  widow : 
but  the  way  of  the  wicked  he  turneth  upside  down. 

P.  The  Lord  shall  reign  for  ever,  even  thy  God,  O  Zion,  unto  all  generations. 
Praise  ye  the  Lord. 


M.  Praise  ye  the  Lord  :  for  it  is  good  to  sing  praises  unto  our  God ;  for  it  is 
pleasant ;  and  praise  is  comely. 

P.  The  Lord  doth  build  up  Jerusalem :  he  gathereth  together  the  outcasts  of 
Israel. 

M.   He  healeth  the  broken  in  heart,  and  bindeth  up  their  wounds. 

P.   He  telleth  the  number  of  the  stars ;  he  calleth  them  all  by  their  names. 

M.  Great  is  our  Lord,  and  of  great  power :  his  understanding  is  infinite. 

P.   The  Lord  lifteth  up  the  meek  ;  he  casteth  the  wicked  down  to  the  ground. 

M.  Sing  unto  the  Lord  with  thanksgiving ;  sing  praise  upon  the  harp  unto  our 
God: 

P.  Who  covereth  the  heaven  with  clouds,  who  prepareth  rain  for  the  earth,  who 
maketh  grass  to  grow  upon  the  mountains. 

M.    Praise  the  Lord,  O  Jerusalem  ;  praise  thy  God,  O  Zion. 

P.  For  he  hath  strengthened  the  bars  of  thy  gates ;  he  hath  blessed  thy  children 
within  thee. 

M.  He  maketh  peace  in  thy  borders,  and  filleth  thee  with  the  finest  of  the 
wheat. 

P.  He  sendeth  forth  his  commandment  upon  earth  :  his  w»  t  runneth  very 
swiftly. 

M.   He  giveth  snow  like  wool :  he  scattereth  the  hoar  frost  like  ashes. 

P.    He  casteth  forth  his  ice  like  morsels :  who  can  stand  before  his  cold  ? 

M.  He  sendeth  out  his  word,  and  melteth  them :  he  causeth  his  wind  to  blow, 
and  the  waters  flow. 

P.   He  sheweth  his  word  unto  Jacob,  his  statutes  and  his  judgments  unto  Israel. 

M.  He  hath  not  dealt  so  with  any  nation  :  and  as  for  his  judgments,  they  have 
not  known  them. 

P.   Praise  ye  the  Lord. 
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THE  TWENTY-FIRST  SELECTION 

Psalm  139 

A/Y**ister.   O  Lord,  thou  hast  searched  me,  and  known  me. 

Pec?/>U.  Thou  knowest  my  downsitting  and  mine  uprising ;  thou  understandest  my 
thought:  afar  off. 

AT-  Thou  compassest  my  path  and  my  lying  down,  and  art  acquainted  with  all 
my  ways. 

P*  Tor  there  is  not  a  word  in  my  tongue,  but,  lo,  O  Lord,  thou  knowest  it 
altogether. 

Af-      Thou  hast  beset  me  behind  and  before,  and  laid  thine  hand  upon  me. 

P.     Such  knowledge  is  too  wonderful  for  me;  it  is  high,  I  cannot  attain  unto  it. 

Af-      Whither  shall  I  go  from  thy  Spirit?  or  whither  shall  I  flee  from  thy  presence? 

P-  If  I  ascend  up  into  heaven,  thou  art  there  :  if  I  make  my  bed  in  hell,  behold, 
thou  art  there. 

Af.      If  I  take  the  wings  of  the  morning,  and  dwell  in  the  uttermost  parts  of  the  sea ; 

P-     Even  there  shall  thy  hand  lead  me,  and  thy  right  hand  shall  hold  me. 

Af-  If  I  say,  Surely  the  darkness  shall  cover  me ;  even  the  night  shall  be  light 
about    cue. 

P»     Yea,  the  darkness  hideth  not  from  thee ;  but  the  night  shineth  as  the  day  :  the 

darkness  and  the  light  are.  both  alike  to  thee. 

^/l  For  thou  hast  possessed  my  reins :  thou  hast  covered  me  in  my  mother's 
womb. 

P-  I  will  praise  thee  ;  for  I  am  fearfully  and  wonderfully  made  :  marvellous  are 
thy  works ;  and  that  my  soul  knoweth  right  well. 

M-  My  substance  was  not  hid  from  thee,  when  I  was  made  in  secret,  and  curi- 
ously wrought  in  the  lowest  parts  of  the  earth. 

P-  Thine  eyes  did  see  my  substance,  yet  being  unperfect ;  and  in  thy  book  all 
my  members  were  written,  which  in  continuance  were  fashioned,  when  as  yet  there 
was  none  of  them. 

Af-  How  precious  also  are  thy  thoughts  unto  me,  O  God  !  how  great  is  the  sum 
of  them  t 

P-  If  I  should  count  them,  they  are  more  in  number  than  the  sand :  when  I 
awake,  I  am  still  with  thee. 

M.  Surely  thou  wilt  slay  the  wicked,  O  God  :  depart  from  me  therefore,  ye  bloody 
men. 

P*  For  they  speak  against  thee  wickedly,  and  thine  enemies  take  thy  name  in  vain. 

M'  Do  not  I  hate  them,  O  Lord,  that  hate  thee  ?  and  am  not  I  grieved  with  those 
that  rise  up  against  thee? 

P*  I  hate  them  with  perfect  hatred  :  I  count  them  mine  enemies. 

M.  Search  me,  O  God,  and  know  my  heart :  try  me,  and  know  my  thoughts : 

P  And   see   if  there  be  any  wicked   way  in  me,  and   lead  mt  vsv 
ereriasting. 
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THE   TWENTY-SECOND    SELECTION 
Psalms  122,  8,  36 

Minister,  I  was  glad  when  they  said  unto  me,  Let  us  go  into  the  house  of  the 
Lord. 

People.   Our  feet  shall  stand  within  thy  gates,  O  Jerusalem. 

M.   Jerusalem  is  builded  as  a  city  that  is  compact  together : 

P.   Whither  the  tribes  go  up,  the  tribes  of  the  Lord, 

M.   Unto  the  testimony  of  Israel,  to  give  thanks  unto  the  name  of  the  Lord. 

P.   For  there  are  set  thrones  of  judgment,  the  thrones  of  the  house  of  David. 

M.   Pray  for  the  peace  of  Jerusalem  :  they  shall  prosper  that  love  thee. 

P.   Peace  be  within  thy  walls,  and  prosperity  within  thy  palaces. 

M.  For  my  brethren  and  companions'  sakes,  I  will  now  say,  Peace  be  within 
thee. 

P.   Because  of  the  house  of  the  Lord  our  God  I  will  seek  thy  good. 

M.  O  Lord,  our  Lord,  how  excellent  is  thy  name  in  all  the  earth  !  who  hast  set 
thy  glory  above  the  heavens. 

P.  Out  of  the  mouth  of  babes  and  sucklings  hast  thou  ordained  strength 
because  of  thine   enemies,  that  thou  mightest  still  the  enemy  and  the  avenger. 

M.  When  I  consider  thy  heavens,  the  work  of  thy  fingers,  the  moon  and  the 
stars,  which  thou  hast  ordained ;  what  is  man,  that  thou  art  mindful  of  him  ?  and 
the  son  of  man,  that  thou  visitest  him? 

P.  For  thou  hast  made  him  a  little  lower  than  the  angels,  and  hast  crowned  him 
with  glory  and  honour. 

M.  Thou  madest  him  to  have  dominion  over  the  works  of  thy  hands ;  thou  hast 
put  all  things  under  his  feet : 

P.   All  sheep  and  oxen,  yea,  and  the  beasts  of  the  field  ; 

M.  The  fowl  of  the  air,  and  the  fish  of  the  sea,  and  whatsoever  passeth  through 
the  paths  of  the  seas. 

P.   O  Lord,  our  Lord,  how  excellent  is  thy  name  in  all  the  earth  ! 

M.  Thy  mercy,  O  Lord,  is  in  the  heavens ;  and  thy  faithfulness  reacheth  unto 
the  clouds. 

P.  Thy  righteousness  is  like  the  great  mountains ;  thy  judgments  are  a  great 
deep :  O  Lord,  thou  preservest  man  and  beast. 

M.  How  excellent  is  thy  lovingkindness,  O  God  !  therefore  the  children  of 
men  put  their  trust  under  the  shadow  of  thy  wings. 

P.  They  shall  be  abundantly  satisfied  with  the  fatness  of  thy  house ;  and  thou 
shalt  make  them  drink  of  the  river  of  thy  pleasures. 

M.   For  with  thee  is  the  fountain  of  life  :  in  thy  light  shall  we  see  light 

P.  O  continue  thy  lovingkindness  unto  them  that  know  thee ;  and  thy  righteous- 
ness to  the  upright  in  heart. 
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THE   TWENTY-THIRD   SELECTION 

Psalms  T2i,  61,  116 

Minister.    I  will  lift  up  mine  eyes  unto  the  hills,  from  whence  cometh  my  help. 
People.  My  help  cometh  from  the  Lord,  which  made  heaven  and  earth. 
M.    He  will  not  suffer  thy  foot  to  be  moved  :  he  that  keepeth  thee  will  not  slumber. 
P.    Behold,  he  that  keepeth  Israel  shall  neither  slumber  nor  sleep. 
M.   The  Lord  is  thy  keeper :  the  Lord  is  thy  shade  upon  thy  right  hand. 
P.  The  sun  shall  not  smite  thee  by  day,  nor  the  moon  by  night. 
M.   The  Lord  shall  preserve  thee  from  all  evil :  he  shall  preserve  thy  soul. 
P.  The  Lord  shall  preserve  thy  going  out  and  thy  coming  in  from  this  time 
orth,  and  even  for  evermore. 

M.    Hear  my  cry,  O  God  ;  attend  unto  my  prayer. 

P.  From  the  end  of  the  earth  will  I  cry  unto  thee,  when  my  heart  is  over- 
**  helmed  : 

M.   Lead  me  to  the  rock  that  is  higher  than  I. 

P.   For  thou  hast  been  a  shelter  for  me,  and  a  strong  tower  from  the  enemy. 

M.  I  will  abide  in  thy  tabernacle  for  ever :  I  will  trust  in  the  covert  of  thy 
wings. 

P.  For  thou,  O  God,  hast  heard  my  vows :  thou  hast  given  me  the  heritage  of 
those  that  fear  thy  name. 

M.   Thou  wilt  prolong  the  king's  life  :  and  his  years  as  many  generations. 

P.   He  shall  abide  before  God  for  ever : 

Jf.   O  prepare  mercy  and  truth,  which  may  preserve  him. 

P.  So  will  I  sing  praise  unto  thy  name  for  ever,  that  I  may  daily  perform  my  vows. 

M.   I  love  the  Lord,  because  he  hath  heard  my  voice  and  my  supplications. 

•P.  Because  he  hath  inclined  his  ear  unto  me,  therefore  will  I  call  upon  him  as 
*°i*g  as  I  live. 

M.  The  sorrows  of  death  compassed  me,  and  the  pains  of  hell  gat  hold  upon  me  : 
I   found  trouble  and  sorrow. 

P.  Then  called  I  upon  the  name  of  the  Lord  ;  O  Lord,  I  beseech  thee,  deliver 
my  soul. 

M.   Gracious  is  the  Lord,  and  righteous ;  yea,  our  God  is  merciful. 

P.  The  Lord  preserveth  the  simple :  I  was  brought  low,  and  he  helped  me. 

M.  Return  unto  thy  rest,  O  my  soul;  for  the  Lord  hath  dealt  bountifully 
^th  thee. 

P.  For  thou  hast  delivered  my  soul  from  death,  mine  eyes  from  tears,  and  my 
feet  from  falling. 

M.  What  shall  I  render  unto  the  Lord  for  all  his  benefits  toward  me  ? 

P.  I  will  take  the  cup  of  salvation,  and  call  upon  the  name  of  the  Law 
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Af.   I  will  pay  my  vows  unto  the  Lord  now  in  the  presence  of  all  his  people. 

P.    Precious  in  the  sight  of  the  Lord  is  the  death  of  his  saints. 

Af.  O  Lord,  truly  I  am  thy  servant ;  I  am  thy  servant,  and  the  son  of  thine 
handmaid :    thou  hast  loosed  my  bonds. 

P.  I  will  offer  to  thee  the  sacrifice  of  thanksgiving,  and  will  call  upon  the  name 
of  the  Lord. 

Af.   I  will  pay  my  vows  unto  the  Lord  now  in  the  presence  of  all  his  people, 

P.  In  the  courts  of  the  Lord's  house,  in  the  midst  of  thee,  O  Jerusalem.  Praise 
ye  the  Lord. 


THE  TWENTY-FOURTH   SELECTION 

Psalms  ioo,  33 

Minister.   Make  a  joyful  noise  unto  the  Lord,  all  ye  lands. 

People.   Serve  the  Lord  with  gladness  :  come  before  his  presence  with  singing. 

Af.    Know  ye  that  the  Lord  he  is  God  : 

P.  It  is  he  that  hath  made  us,  and  not  we  ourselves ;  we  are  his  people,  and-  the 
sheep  of  his  pasture. 

Af.  Enter  into  his  gates  with  thanksgiving,  and  into  his  courts  with  praise :  be 
thankful  unto  him,  and  bless  his  name. 

P.  For  the  Lord  is  good  ;  his  mercy  is  everlasting ;  and  his  truth  endureth  to  all 
generations. 

Af.    Rejoice  in  the  Lord,  O  ye  righteous  :  for  praise  is  comely  for  the  upright. 

P.  Praise  the  Lord  with  harp  :  sing  unto  him  with  the  psaltery  and  an  instrument 
of  ten  strings. 

Af.    Sing  unto  him  a  new  song ;  play  skilfully  with  a  loud  noise. 

P.    For  the  word  of  the  Lord  is  right ;  and  all  his  works  are  done  in  truth. 

Af.  He  loveth  righteousness  and  judgment :  the  earth  is  full  of  the  goodness  of 
the  Lord. 

P.  By  the  word  of  the  Lord  were  the  heavens  made ;  and  all  the  host  of  them 
by  the  breath  of  his  mouth. 

Af.  He  gathereth  the  waters  of  the  sea  together  as  an  heap :  he  layeth  up  the 
depth  in  storehouses. 

P.  Let  all  the  earth  fear  the  Lord  :  let  all  the  inhabitants  of  the  world  stand  in 
awe  of  him. 

Af.    For  he  spake,  and  it  was  done  ;  he  commanded,  and  it  stood  fast. 

P.  The  Lord  bringeth  the  counsel  of  the  heathen  to  nought :  he  maketh  the 
devices  of  the  people  of  none  effect. 

Af.  The  counsel  of  the  Lord  standeth  for  ever,  the  thoughts  of  his  heart  to  all 
generations. 

P.    Blessed  is  the  nation  whose  God  is  the  Lord  ; 
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Af.   And  the  people  whom  he  hath  chosen  for  his  own  inheritance, 

P.  The  Lord  looketh  from  heaven ;  he  beholdeth  all  the  sons  of  men.  From 
the  place  of  his  habitation  he  looketh  upon  all  the  inhabitants  of  the  earth. 

Af.   He  fashioneth  their  hearts  alike  ;  he  considereth  all  their  works. 

P.  There  is  no  king  saved  by  the  multitude  of  an  host :  a  mighty  man  is  not 
delivered  by  much  strength. 

Af.  A  horse  is  a  vain  thing  for  safety ;  neither  shall  he  deliver  any  by  his  great 
strength. 

P.  Behold,  the  eye  of  the  Lord  is  upon  them  that  fear  him,  upon  them  that  hope 
in  his  mercy : 

Af.   To  deliver  their  soul  from  death,  and  to  keep  them  alive  in  famine. 

P.   Our  soul  waiteth  for  the  Lord  :  he  is  our  help  and  our  shield. 

Af.   For  our  heart  shall  rejoice  in  him,  because  we  have  trusted  in  his  holy  name. 

P.   Let  thy  mercy,  O  Lord,  be  upon  us,  according  as  we  hope  in  thee. 


THE  TWENTY-FIFTH   SELECTION 
Psalms  148,  93,  97 

Minister.  Praise  ye  the  Lord.  Praise  ye  the  Lord  from  the  heavens:  praise 
him  in  the  heights. 

People.    Praise  ye  him,  all  his  angels :  praise  ye  him,  all  his  hosts. 

Af.   Praise  ye  him,  sun  and  moon  :  praise  him,  all  ye  stars  of  light. 

P.   Praise  him,  ye  heavens  of  heavens,  and  ye  waters  that  be  above  the  heavens. 

Af.  Let  them  praise  the  name  of  the  Lord  :  for  he  commanded,  and  they  were 
created. 

P.  He  hath  also  stablished  them  for  ever  and  ever:  he  hath  made  a  decree 
which  shall  not  pass. 

Af.   Praise  the  Lord  from  the  earth,  ye  dragons,  and  all  deeps : 

P.    Fire,  and  hail ;  snow,  and  vapours ;  stormy  wind  fulfilling  his  word  : 

Af.   Mountains,  and  all  hills  ;  fruitful  trees,  and  all  cedars  : 

P.   Beasts,  and  all  cattle ;  creeping  things,  and  flying  fowl : 

Af.   Kings  of  the  earth,  and  all  people  ;  princes,  and  all  judges  of  the  earth  : 

P.    Both  young  men,  and  maidens,  old  men,  and  children : 

Af.   Let  them  praise  the  name  of  the  Lord  : 

P.    For  his  name  alone  is  excellent ;  his  glory  is  above  the  earth  and  heaven. 

Af.    He  also  exalteth  the  horn  of  his  people,  the  praise  of  all  his  saints ; 

P.    Even  of  the  children  of  Israel,  a  people  near  unto  him.     Praise  ye  the  Lord. 

At.  The  Lord  reigneth,  he  is  clothed  with  majesty ;  the  Lord  is  clothed  with 
strength,  wherewith  he  hath  girded  himself : 

P.  The  world  also  is  stablished,  that  it  cannot  be  moved. 
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Af.   Thy  throne  is  established  of  old  :  thou  art  from  everlasting. 

P.  The  floods  have  lifted  up,  O  Lord,  the  floods  have  lifted  up  their  voice ;  the 
floods  lift  up  their  waves. 

M.  The  Lord  on  high  is  mightier  than  the  noise  of  many  waters,  yea,  than  the 
mighty  waves  of  the  sea. 

P.  Thy  testimonies  are  very  sure :  holiness  becometh  thine  house,  O  Lord,  for 
ever. 

Af.   The  Ix)rd  reigneth ;  let  the  earth  rejoice. 

P.    Let  the  multitude  of  isles  be  glad  thereof. 

Af.   Clouds  and  darkness  are  round  about  him  : 

P.   Righteousness  and  judgment  are  the  habitation  of  his  throne. 

Af.   A  fire  goeth  before  him,  and  burnetii  up  his  enemies  round  about. 

P.   His  lightnings  enlightened  the  world  :  the  earth  saw,  and  trembled. 

Af.  The  hills  melted  like  wax  at  the  presence  of  the  Lord, 

P.   At  the  presence  of  the  Lord  of  the  whole  earth. 

Af.  The  heavens  declare  his  righteousness,  and  all  the  people  see  his  glory. 

P.  Confounded  be  all  they  that  serve  graven  images,  that  boast  themselves  of 
idols :  worship  him,  all  ye  gods. 

Af.  Zion  heard,  and  was  glad ;  and  the  daughters  of  Judah  rejoiced  because  of 
thy  judgments,  O  Lord. 

P.  For  thou,  Lord,  art  high  above  all  the  earth :  thou  art  exalted  far  above  all 
gods. 

Af.   Ye  that  love  the  Lord,  hate  evil : 

P.  He  preserveth  the  souls  of  his  saints ;  he  delivereth  them  out  of  the  hand  of 
the  wicked. 

Af.   Light  is  sown  for  the  righteous,  and  gladness  for  the  upright  in  heart. 

P.  Rejoice  in  the  Lord,  ye  righteous ;  and  give  thanks  at  the  remembrance  of 
his  holiness. 
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en  the  dusk  -  y  shades  of  night,  re-treat-ing       Be  -  fore    the  sun's  red  ban-ner,  swift-ly  flee ; 
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Now,  when  the  terrors  of  the  dark  are  fleeting,    O  Lord,  we  lift  our  thankful  hearts  to  Thee, —  Amen. 
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2  To  Thee,  whose  word,  the  fount  of  life  unsealing, 

When  hill  and  dale  in  thickest  darkness  lay, 
Awoke  bright  rays  across  the  dim  earth  stealing, 
And  bade  the  eve  and  morn  complete  the  day. 

3  Look  from  the  tower  of  heaven,  and  send  to  cheer  us 

Thy  light  and  truth  to  guide  us  onward  still ; 
Still  let  Thy  mercy,  as  of  old,  be  near  us, 
And  lead  us  safely  to  Thy  holy  hill. 

4  So,  when  that  morn  of  endless  light  is  waking, 

And  shades  of  evil  from  its  splendors  flee, 
Safe  may  we  rise,  the  earth's  dark  breast  forsaking, 
Through  all  the  long  bright  day  to  dwell  with  Thee. 
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Crown  Him  with  ma-ny  crowns,  The  Lamb  up-on  His  throne;  Hark,  how  the  heavenly  anthem  drowi 
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All  mu-sic  but  its    own  1       A-wake,  my    soul,  and  sing        Of   Him  who  died    for  thee, 
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And  hail  Him    as    thy    matchless   King  Through  all     e 
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2  Crown  Him  the  Lord  of  Love : 

Behold  His  hands  and  side, 
Rich  wounds  yet  visible  above 

In  beauty  glorified : 
No  angel  in  the  sky 

Can  fully  bear  that  sight, 
But  downward  bends  his  burning  eye 

At  mysteries  so  bright. 


3  Crown  Him  the  Lord  of  Peace, 

Whose  power  a  sceptre  sways 
From  pole  to  pole,  that  wars  may  cease, 

Absorbed  in  prayer  and  praise : 
His  reign  shall  know  no  end, 

And  round  his  pierced  feet 
Fair  flowers  of  paradise  extend 

Their  fragrance  ever  sweet. 


4  Crown  Him  the  Lord  of  years. 

The  Potentate  of  time, 
Creator  of  the  rolling  spheres, 

Ineffably  sublime ! 
All  hail,  Redeemer,  hail ! 

For  Thou  hast  died  for  me ; 
Thy  praise  shall  never,  never  fail 

Throughout  eternity. 

Matthew  Bridges 
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Love  di  -  vine,  all     love  ex  -    cell  -ing,    Joy      of  Heaven,  to     earth  come  down  ! 
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Fix     in      us  Thy    hum   -  ble      dwell  -  ing,   All     Thy    faith  -  f  ul    mer  -  cies      crown ! 
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Je  -  8us,  Thou  art     all    com   -    pas  -  sion,  Pure,    un  -  bound  -  ed    love  Thou    art ; 
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Vis  -  it      us   with   Thy    sal  -  va  -  tion,  En  -  ter    ev  -  Yy   trem-bling  heart.     A  -  MEN. 
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2  Breathe,  O  breathe  Thy  loving  Spirit 

Into  every  troubled  breast ! 
Let  us  all  in  Thee  inherit. 

Let  us  find  Thy  promised  rest. 
Come,  Almighty  to  deliver, 

Let  us  all  Thy  grace  receive  ! 
Suddenly  return,  and  never, 

Nevermore  Thy  temples  leave. 


3  Finish  then  Thy  new  creation, 

Pure  and  spotless  may  we  be ; 
Let  us  see  our  whole  salvation 

Perfectly  secured  by  Thee. 
Changed  from  glory  into  glory, 

Till  in  Heaven  we  take  our  place, 
Till  we  cast  our  crowns  before  Thee, 

Lost  in  wonder,  lov^,  and ' 
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morn    -    ing  our  song  shall  rise      to      Thee 


Holy,     Holy,    Ho 
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Mer-ci  -  f  ul   and  Might-y !     God     in  Three  Per  -sons,  blessed  Trin  -  i  -  ty ! 
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2  Holy,  Holy,  Holy !  all  the  saints  adore  Thee, 

Casting  down  their  golden  crowns  around  the  glassy  sea. 
Cherubim  and  seraphim  falling  down  before  Thee, 
Which  wert,  and  art,  and  evermore  shalt  be. 

3  Holy,  Holy,  Holy !  though  the  darkness  hide  Thee, 

Though  the  eye  of  sinful  man  Thy  glory  may  not  see, 
Only  Thou  art  holy,  there  is  none  beside  Thee, 
Perfect  in  power,  in  love  and  purity. 

4  Holy,  Holy,  Holy  !  Lord  God  Almighty ! 

All  Thy  works  shall  praise  Thy  name  in  earth  and  sky  and  sea, 
Holy,  Holy,  Holy!  Merciful  and  Mighty  ! 
God  in  Three  Persons,  blessed  Trinity ! 

Reginald  Heber 
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5     ST.  GREGORY    h.  m 

{Small  notes  for  the  organ.) 


Gregorian,  arr.  by  Joseph  Barnby 
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song,   For     else  the  theme  Too    high  doth  seem  For    mor    -      tal    tongue.      A  -  men. 


? 


ii 


2  Ye  blessed  souls  at  rest, 
Who  ran  this  earthly  race, 
And  now,  from  sin  released, 
Behold  the  Saviour's  face ! 
God's  praises  sound. 
As  in  His  light, 
With  sweet  delight 
Ye  do  abound. 


3  Ye  saints,  who  toil  below, 
Adore  your  heavenly  King, 
And  onward  as  ye  go 
Some  joyful  anthem  sing : 
Take  what  He  gives ; 
And  praise  Him  still, 
Through  good  and  ill, 
Who  ever  lives ! 


4  My  soul !  bear  thou  thy  part; 
Triumph  in  God  above, 
And  with  a  well-tuned  heart 
Sing  thou  the  songs  of  love ! 
Let  all  thy  days 
Till  life  shall  end, 
Whatever  He  send, 
Be  filled  with  praise  ! 

Richard  Baxter 
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Sing     to    the  Lord  a        joy  -  ful  song,     Lift      up  your  hearts,  your  voi  -    ces  raise; 
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To     us     His  gra-cious  gifts   be -long,     To  Him    our    songs    of      love      and  prais 
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For     He    is   Lord   of    heaven  and  earth,  Whom  an  -  gels  serve,  and  saints  a    -  dore, 
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The    Fa-ther,  Son,   and      Ho  -  ly  Ghost,  To  whom  be  praise  for  ev  -    er-more.    A-men. 
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2  For  life  and  love,  for  rest  and  food, 
For  daily  help  and  nightly  care, 
Sing  to  the  Lord,  for  He  is  good, 
And  praise  His  name,  for  it  is  fair. 
For  He  is,  etc. 


i — r 


3  For  strength  to  those  who  on  Him  wai 
His  truth  to  prove,  His  will  to  do, 
Praise  ye  our  God,  for  He  is  great: 
Trust  in  His  name,  for  it  is  true. 
For  He  is,  etc. 


4  For  life  below,  with  all  its  bliss, 

And  for  that  life,  more  pure  and  high. 
That  inner  life  which  over  this 
Shall  ever  shine,  and  never  die,  — 

Sing  to  the  Lord  of  heaven  and  earth, 

Whom  angels  serve,  and  saints  adore. 
The  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 
To  whom  be  praise  for  evermore. 

John  S.  B.  Monsell 


L.  M.  D. 


The  Call  to  Worship 


O  God  of  God !  O  Light  of  Light ! 
Thou  Prince  of  peace,  Thou  King  of 
kings, 
To  Thee,  where  angels  know  no  night, 
The  song  of  praise  forever  rings. 
To  Him  who  sits  upon  the  throne, 

The  Lamb  once  slain  for  sinful  men, 
Be  honor,  might, —  all  by  Him  won, — 
Glory  and  praise  !    Amen,  Amen. 

2  The  life  of  truth,  the  deeds  of  love, 

The  death  of  pain,  'mid  hate  and  scorn, — 
These  all  are  past ;  and  now  above, 
He  reigns  our  King,  once  crowned  with 
thorn. 
Lift  up  your  heads,  ye  heavenly  gates ! 
So  sang  His  hosts,  unheard  by  men : 
Lift  up  your  heads ;  for  you  He  waits ! 
We  lift  them  up !     Amen,  Amen. 
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3  Nations  afar,  in  ignorance  deep, 

Isles  of  the  sea,  where  darkness  lay,  — 
These  hear  His  voice,  they  wake  from  sleep, 
And  throng  with  joy  the  upward  way. 
They  cry  with  us,  "Send  forth  Thy 

light," 
O  Lamb  once  slain  for  sinful  men ; 
Burst  Satan's  bonds,  O  God  of  might, 
Set  all  men  free !    Amen,  Amen. 

4  Sing  to  the  Lord  a  glorious  song, 

Sing  to  His  name,  His  love  forth  tell; 
Sing  on,  Heaven's  hosts,  His  praise  prolong ; 
Sing,  ye  who  now  on  earth  do  dwell : 
Worthy  the  Lamb  for  sinners  slain, 
From   angels,   praise;    and   thanks 
from  men ; 
Worthy  the  Lamb,  enthroned  to  reign, 
Glory  and  power !   Amen,  Amen. 

John  Julian 
John  Hatton 
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O  Thou,to  whom  in  an  -  cient 


time  The  lyre  of     He  -  brew    bards   was   strung, 


Whom  kings  adored  in  songs  sublime,  And  prophets  praised  with  glowing  tongue :  A-men. 
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2  Not  now  on  Zion's  height  alone, 

Thy  favored  worshippers  may  dwell, 
Nor  where  at  sultry  noon  Thy  Son 
Sat  weary,  by  the  patriarch's  well : 

3  From  every  place  below  the  skies, 

The  grateful  song,  the  fervent  prayer, 
The  incense  of  the  heart,  may  rise 
To  Heaven,  and  find  acceptance  there. 


4  To  Thee  shall  age  with  snowy  hair, 

And  strength  and  beauty,  bend  the  knee ; 
And  childhood  lisp,  with  reverent  air, 
Its  praises  and  its  prayers  to  Thee. 

5  O  Thou,  to  whom,  in  ancient  time, 

The  lyre  of  prophet  bards  was  strung,  — 
To  Thee,  at  last,  in  every  clime, 

Shall  temples  rise  and  praise  be  sung. 

itJtva  Www 


The  Call  to   Worship 

LYONS     10,10,11,11 
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O     worship  the   King,  all  -  glorious  a  -  bove  ;     O     grate-ful-ly     sing  His  power  and 
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Our  Shield  and  Defender,the  Ancient  of  days, Pavilioned  in  splendor,  and  gird-ed  with  praise.  A 
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2  O  tell  of  His  might,  O  sing  of  His  grace, 
Whose  robe  is  the  light,  whose  canopy  space ; 

His  chariots  of  wrath  the  deep  thunder-clouds  form, 
And  dark  is  His  path  on  the  wings  of  the  storm. 

3  The  earth  with  its  store  of  wonders  untold, 
Almighty,  Thy  power  hath  founded  of  old, 
Hath  stablished  it  fast  by  a  changeless  decree, 
And  round  it  hath  cast,  like  a  mantle,  the  sea. 

4  Thy  bountiful  care  what  tongue  can  recite  ? 
It  breathes  in  the  air,  it  shines  in  the  light ; 

It  streams  from  the  hills,  it  descends  to  the  plain, 
And  sweetly  distils  in  the  dew  and  the  rain. 

5  Frail  children  of  dust,  and  feeble  as  frail, 
In  Thee  do  we  trust,  nor  find  Thee  to  fail ; 
Thy  mercies  how  tender !  how  firm  to  the  end ! 
Our  Maker,  Defender,  Redeemer,  and  Friend. 

Robert  Grant 
10,  10,  II,  II 

i  O  praise  ye  the  Lord,  prepare  your  glad  voice, 
His  praise  in  the  great  assembly  to  sing ; 
In  their  great  Creator  let  all  men  rejoice, 
And  heirs  of  salvation  be  glad  in  their  King. 

2  Let  them  His  great  name  devoutly  adore. 

In  loud-swelling  strains  His  praises  express. 
Who  graciously  opens  His  bountiful  store. 

Their  wants  to  relieve,  and  His  children  to  bless. 


The  Call  to  Worship 

3  With  glory  adorned,  His  people  shall  sing 
To  God,  who  defence  and  plenty  supplies ; 
Their  loud  acclamations  to  Him,  their  great  King, 
Through  earth  shall  be  sounded,  and  reach  to  the  skies. 
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ST.   GODRIC     H.  m. 
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^^^PP#W*^ 


Lord      of       the  worlds     a 


EH?llil 


0 


* 
-t 


hove,     How  pleas  -  ant      and    how      fair       The 

J.    J.    j     j     J.    J.,     j 


im^Mmmmm 


dwell-ings  of    Thy    love,      Thy  earth  -  ly  tem-ples      are  !       To    Thine  a  -  bode  my 


** 


k?= 


~^m 


$#£ 


3 -=3—  1  j— 1 


i-±=fes=i 


r 


1 


r 


^=M 


r-    r 


heart     as  •  pires,  With  warm    de  -  sires     to       see         my        God. 


-<9- 


MEN. 


3E^ 


?TF^ 


I 


2  The  sparrow  for  her  young 
With  pleasure  seeks  a  nest, 
And  wandering  swallows  long 
To  find  their  wonted  rest : 
My  spirit  faints,  with  equal  zeal, 
To  rise  and  dwell  among  Thy  saints. 


3  O  happy  souls  that  pray 

Where  God  appoints  to  hear ! 
O  happy  men,  that  pay 

Their  constant  service  there  ! 
They  praise  Thee  still ;  and  happy  they 
That  love  the  way  to  Zion's  hill. 


4  They  go  from  strength  to  strength, 
Through  this  dark  vale  of  tears, 
Till  each  arrive  at  length, 
Till  each  in  Heaven  appears. 
O  glorious  seat,  when  God  our  King 
Shall  thither  bring  our  willing  feet ! 

Isaac  Watts 


The  Call  to  Worship 

12     ST.  THOMAS    s.  m. 
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Aaron  Williams 


Come,  we       that    love        the       Lord,        And       let 


our         joys      be    known ; 
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Join  in      a    song  with  sweet  ac-cord,      And  thus   sur  -  round   the  throne.     A  -  men. 
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2  Let  those  refuse  to  sing 
Who  never  knew  our  God ; 

But  children  of  the  heavenly  King 
May  speak  their  joys  abroad. 

3  The  men  of  grace  have  found 
Glory  begun  below ; 

Celestial  fruits  on  earthly  ground, 
From  faith  and  hope  may  grow. 
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i  Lord  God,  the  Holy  Ghost, 
In  this  accepted  hour, 
As  on  the  day  of  Pentecost, 
Descend  in  all  Thy  power. 

2  We  meet  with  one  accord 

In  our  appointed  place, 
And  wait  the  promise  of  our  Lord, 
The  Spirit  of  all  grace. 

3  Like  mighty  rushing  wind 

Upon  the  waves  beneath, 
Move  with  one  impulse  every  mind, 
One  soul,  one  feeling  breathe. 


4  The  hill  of  Zion  yields 

A  thousand  sacred  sweets. 
Before  we  reach  the  heavenly  fields. 
Or  walk  the  golden  streets. 

5  Then  let  our  songs  abound, 
And  every  tear  be  dry  ; 

We  're  marching  through  Immanuel's  ground 
To  fairer  worlds  on  high. 

Isaac  Watts 


4  The  young,  the  old,  inspire 

With  wisdom  from  above ; 
And  give  us  hearts  and  tongues  of  fire 
To  pray,  and  praise,  and  love. 

5  Spirit  of  Light,  explore, 

And  chase  our  gloom  away. 
With  lustre  shining  more  and  more 
Unto  the  perfect  day. 

6  Spirit  of  Truth,  be  Thou, 

In  life  and  death,  our  guide; 
O  Spirit  of  Adoption,  now 
May  we  be  sanctified ! 

James  Montgomery 
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The  Call  to  Worship 


S.1I. 


i  Awake,  and  sing  the  song 
Of  Moses  and  the  Lamb ; 
Wake  every  heart  and  every  tongue 
To  praise  the  Saviour's  name. 

2  Sing  of  His  dying  love, 

Sing  of  His  rising  power ; 
Sing  how  He  intercedes  above 
For  those  whose  sins  he  bore. 

3  Sing  till  we  feel  our  hearts 

Ascending  with  our  tongues ; 

Sing  till  the  love  of  sin  departs, 

And  grace  inspires  our  songs. 


4  Sing  on  your  heavenly  way, 

Ye  ransomed  sinners,  sing ; 
Sing  on,  rejoicing  every  day 
In  Christ,  the  heavenly  King. 

5  Soon  shall  we  hear  Him  say, 

"  Ye  blessed  children,  come ; " 
Soon  will  He  call  us  hence  away, 
To  our  eternal  home. 

6  There  shall  our  raptured  tongue 

His  endless  praise  proclaim, 
And  sing  in  sweetest  notes  the  song 
Of  Moses  and  the  Lamb. 

William  Hammond 


Arr.  from  Ludwig  van  Beethoven 
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bless,     Thy      name    we        call,     Whose  word         is    Truth,  whose  name      is   Love.        A  -  men. 
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2  That  Truth  be  with  the  heart  believed 
Of  all  who  seek  this  sacred  place, 

With  power  proclaimed,  in  peace  received,  — 
Our  spirits'  light,  Thy  Spirit's  grace. 

3  That  Love  its  holy  influence  pour, 
To  keep  us  meek  and  make  us  free, 
And  throw  its  binding  blessing  more 
Round  each  with  all,  and  all  with  Thee. 

4  Send  down  its  angel  to  our  side, 
Send  in  its  calm  upon  the  breast ; 
For  we  would  know  no  other  guide, 
And  we  can  need  no  other  rest. 

Nathaniel  L.  Frothingham 
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The  Call  to  Worship 
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r  r  r  r=r 

When  morn  -  ing     gilds   the       skies, 

_J ! I I - d 


1=3=4 


W*W? 


Joseph  Barnby 

i 


■a>-- 


=£=* 


^^r-^=^^ 
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May    Je    -    sus  Christ     be       praised!        A  -  men 
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2  When  sleep  her  balm  denies, 
My  silent  spirit  sighs, 

May  Jesus  Christ  be  praised ! 
When  evil  thoughts  molest, 
With  this  I  shield  my  breast, 

May  Jesus  Christ  be  praised ! 

3  Does  sadness  fill  my  mind? 
A  solace  here  1  find, 

May  Jesus  Christ  be  praised ! 
Or  fades  my  earthly  bliss  ? 
My  comfort  still  is  this, 

May  Jesus  Christ  be  praised  ! 


4  The  night  becomes  as  day 
When  from  the  heart  we  say, 

May  Jesus  Christ  be  praised ! 
The  powers  of  darkness  fear, 
When  this  sweet  chant  they  hear, 

May  Jesus  Christ  be  praised  ! 

5  In  Heaven's  eternal  bliss 
The  loveliest  strain  is  this, 

May  Jesus  Christ  be  praised  ! 
Let  earth  and  sea  and  skv 
From  depth  to  height  reply, 

May  Jesus  Christ  be  praised  ! 


6  Be  this,  while  life  is  mine, 
My  canticle  divine, 

May  Jesus  Christ  be  praised ! 
Be  this  the  eternal  song. 
Through  all  the  ages  on. 

May  Jesus  Christ  be  praised  ! 
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The  Call  to  Worship 
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2  The  God  of  Abraham  praise, 
At  whose  supreme  command 
From  earth  I  rise  and  seek  the  joys 
At  His  right  hand : 
I  all  on  earth  forsake, 
Its  wisdom,  fame,  and  power ; 
A>nd  Him  my  only  portion  make, 
My  shield  and  tower. 

3   He  bv  Himself  hath  sworn, 

I  on  His  oath  depend ; 
*   shall,  on  eagle's  wings  upborne, 
To  Heaven  ascend : 
I  shall  behold  His  face, 
I  shall  His  power  adore, 
And  sing  the  wonders  of  His  grace 
For  evermore. 
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4  There  dwells  the  Lord  our  King, 
The  Lord  our  righteousness ; 

Triumphant  o'er  the  world  and  sin, 
The  Prince  of  peace 
On  Zion's  sacred  height 
His  kingdom  still  maintains, 
And  glorious,  with  His  saints  in  light, 
Forever  reigns. 

5  The  whole  triumphant  host 
Give  thanks  to  God  on  high : 

Hail,  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 
They  ever  cry : 
Hail,  Abraham's  God  and  mine 
(I  join  the  heavenly  lays); 
All  might  and  majesty  are  Thine, 
And  endless  praise. 


The  Call  to  Worship 

IO     ST.  OSWALD    8,7 


John  B.  Dykes 
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Sun     and  moon,  re  -  joice  be-fore  Him ;  Praise  Him,  all  ye  stars  of  light.     A    -  men. 
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2  Praise  the  Lord,  for  He  hath  spoken; 
Worlds  His  mighty  voice  obeyed : 
Laws  which  never  shall  be  broken, 
For  their  guidance  He  hath  made. 


3  Praise  the  Lord,  for  He  is  glorious ; 
Never  shall  His  promise  fail. 
God  hath  made  His  saints  victorious; 
Sin  and  death  shall  not  prevail. 


4  Praise  the  God  of  our  salvation, 

Hosts  on  high  His  power  proclaim; 
Heaven  and  earth  and  all  creation 
Laud  and  magnify  His  name. 


19  87 


1  Crown  His  head  with  endless  blessing 

Who,  in  God  the  Father's  name, 
With  compassion  never  ceasing, 
Comes  salvation  to  proclaim. 

2  Lo,  Jehovah,  we  adore  Thee,  — 

Thee,  our  Saviour,  —  Thee,  our  God ; 
From  Thy  throne  Thy  beams  of  glory 
Shine  through  all  the  world  abroad. 


3  Jesus !  Thee  our  Saviour  hailing, 

Thee  our  God  in  praise  we  own ; 
Highest  honors,  never  failing, 
Rise  eternal  round  Thy  throne. 

4  Now,  ye  saints,  His  power  confessing, 

In  your  grateful  strains  adore; 
For  His  mercy,  never  ceasing, 
Flows,  and  flows  for  evermore. 

William  Goode 
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1  Saviour,  source  of  ever}'  blessing, 

Tune  my  heart  to  grateful  lays ; 
Streams  of  mercy,  never  ceasing. 
Call  for  ceaseless  songs  of  praise. 

2  Teach  me  some  melodious  measure. 

Sung  by  raptured  saints  above ; 
Fill  my  soul  with  sacred  pleasure, 
While  I  sing  redeeming  love. 


3  Thou  didst  seek  me  when  a  stranger, 

Wandering  from  the  fold  of  God ; 

Thou,  to  save  my  soul  from  danger, 

Didst  redeem  me  with  Thy  blood. 

4  By  Thy  hand  restored,  defended, 

Safe  through  life,  thus  far,  I  've  conn 
Safe,  O  Lord,  when  life  is  ended, 
Bring  me  to  my  heavenly  home. 


The  Call  to  Worship 


FABEN    8,  7,  D. 
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Heaven  is       still    with  glo  -  ry      ring  -  ing,  Earth  takes  up       the  an  -  gels'      cry, 
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Ho  -  ly,   Ho  -    ly,  Ho  -  ly !  "sing  -  ing, "  Lord  of  hosts,  the  Lord    most    high  !  "  A-men. 
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2  Ever  thus  in  God's  high  praises. 

Brethren,  let  our  tongues  unite. 
While  our  thoughts  His  greatness  raises, 

And  our  love  His  gifts  excite. 
With  His  seraph  train  before  Him, 

With  His  holy  church  below, 
Thus  conspire  we  to  adore  Him, 

Bid  we  thus  our  anthem  flow : 


"  Lord,  Thy  glory  fills  the  Heaven, 

Earth  is  with  its  fulness  stored ; 
Unto  Thee  be  glory  given, 

Holy,  Holy,  Holy  Lord ! " 
Thus,  Thy  glorious  name  confessing, 

We  adopt  Thy  angels'  cry, 
"  Holy,  Holy,  Holy,"  blessing 

Thee,  the  Lord  of  hosts  most  Hvgtjo  • 
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The  Call  to  Worship 


HOSANNA     L.  M.  and  n 


John  B.  Dykes 
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To  Christ,  Cre  -  a   -   tor,   Sav-iour,  King,     Let  earth,  let  Heav'n,  Ho-: 
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2  "  Hosanna,"  Lord,  Thine  angels  cry ; 
"  Hosanna,"  Lord,  Thy  saints  reply : 
Above,  beneath  us,  and  around, 
The  dead  and  living  swell  the  sound. 

Refrain. 

3  O  Saviour,  with  protecting  care 
Return  to  this  Thy  house  of  prayer, 
Assembled  in  Thy  sacred  name, 
Where  we  Thy  parting  promise  claim. 

Refrain. 


4  But,  chiefest,  in  our  cleansed  breast, 
Eternal,  bid  Thy  Spirit  rest, 

And  make  our  secret  soul  to  be 
A  temple  pure,  and  worthy  Thee. 

Refrain. 

5  So,  in  the  last  and  dreadful  day, 

When  earth  and  heaven  shall  melt  away, 
Thy  flock,  redeemed  from  sinful  stain, 
Shall  swell  the  sound  of  praise  again. 

Refrain. 

Reginald  Heber 
Ascribed  to  J.  Pachelbel 


Ho-san-na  to  the  living  Lord !  Ho-san-na    to  th'  incarnate  Word !  To  Christ,  Cre-a  -  tor, 


The  Call  to  Worship 
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i  viour,  King,  let  earth,  let  Heav'n,  Hosanna  sing.    Ho-san-na  in    the  high  -  est!     A-men. 
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)    LANCASHIRE    7, 6,  D. 


Henry  Smart 


O     Sav-iour,  pre-cious  Sav-iour,    Whom  yet  unseen  we    love,         O  Name  of  migh 
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Thee  a -lone  we     sing;     We  praise  Thee,  and  confess  Thee  Our  ho  -  ly  Lord  and  King.    A -men. 

*r  \"  '     —  F  -^— -  -  -  -  ^ 


T 


2  O  Bringer  of  salvation, 

Who  wondrously  hast  wrought, 
Thyself  the  revelation 

Of  love  beyond  our  thought ! 
We  worship  Thee,  etc. 

\  In  Thee  all  fulness  dwellcth, 
All  grace  and  power  divine ; 

The  glory  that  excelleth, 
O  Son  of  God,  is  Thine ! 

We  worship  Thee,  etc. 


4  O,  grant  the  consummation 
Of  this  our  song  above, 
In  endless  adoration, 
And  everlasting  love ! 
Then  shall  we  praise  and  bless  Thee 

Where  perfect  praises  ring, 
And  evermore  confess  Thee 
Our  Saviour  and  our  King. 

Frances  R.  Ha*«— p_ 


The  Call  to  Worship 

2A.     LAUS  DEO    p.  M.  James  W.  Ellii 


r^m^ 


Organ  f 

g^  ft  ail  *Y 


/w."^ 


Unison 


Sfc$ 


spi^ 


^ 
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The   Call   to  Worship 


eve  -  ry  heart  and  voice        Your  joy-ous  strains  up  -  raise, 
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2  Hark  !  hark  !  the  organ  loudly  peals, 
Our  thankful  hearts  inviting 
To  sing  the  praise  of  Christ  our  King, 
Both  rich  and  poor  uniting. 
Who  left  His  throne  on  high, 
And  lowly  came  to  die, 
That  we  from  earth  might  rise 
To  realms  beyond  the  skies, 
And  live  with  Him  forever. 


3  Hark  !  hark  !  the  organ  loudly  peals, 
Our  thankful  hearts  inviting 
To  sing  the  Holy  Spirit's  praise, 
Both  rich  and  poor  uniting. 
Who  bids  us  flee  from  sin, 
And  makes  us  pure  within, 
Till,  warmed  with  heavenly  love, 
We  yearn  to  sing  above 
Glad  songs  of  praise  forever. 


4  Hark  !  hark  !  the  organ  loudly  peals, 
Our  thankful  hearts  inviting 
To  high  upraise  our  songs  of  praise, 
Both  rich  and  poor  uniting. 
To  God  the  Father,  Son, 
And  Spirit,  Three  in  One, 
Till  soaring  high  and  higher, 
We  join  the  heavenly  choir 
Before  His  throne  forever. 

Godfrey  Thrinfc 
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Morning 


Joseph  Barnby 
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Lord  God  of  morn-ing  and    of  night,   We  thank  Thee  for  Thy  gift    of    light ;     As 


§Ee 


i 


i 


rinrrr 


Wm 


r  r 


in  the  dawn  the  shadows  fly,       We  seem  to    find  Thee  now  more  nigh        A -men. 
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2  Fresh  hopes  have  wakened  in  the  heart, 
Fresh  force  to  do  our  daily  part ; 
Thy  thousand  sleeps  our  strength  restore 
A  thousand  fold  to  serve  Thee  more. 


3  O  Lord  of  lights,  't  is  Thou  alone 

Canst  make  our  darkened  hearts  Thine  own: 
O,  then  be  with  us,  Lord,  that  we 
In  Thy  great  day  may  wake  to  Thee. 


4  Praise  God,  our  Maker  and  our  Friend ; 
Praise  Him  through  time,  till  time  shall  end ; 
Till  psalm  and  song  His  name  adore 
Through  Heaven's  great  day  of  evermore. 

Francis  T.  Palgrave 
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Shake  cfr  dull  sloth,  and  joy 
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To     pay  thy  morning  sac    -  ri   -  fice. 
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Morning 


In  conversation  be  sincere ;  5  All  praise  to  Thee,  who  safe  hast  kept, 

Keep  conscience  as  the  noontide  clear;  And  hast  refreshed  me  whilst  I  slept! 

Think  how  all-seeing  God  thy  ways  Grant,  Lord,  when  I  from  death  shall  wake, 

.And  all  thy  secret  thoughts  surveys.  I  may  of  endless  light  partake  ! 


By  influence  of  the  light  divine 
Xet  thy  own  light  to  others  shine ; 
Reflect  all  Heaven's  propitious  rays, 
In  ardent  love  and  cheerful  praise. 

Wake  and  lift  up  thyself,  my  heart, 
.And  with  the  angels  bear  thy  part, 
Who,  all  night  long,  unwearied  sing 
High  praise  to  the  eternal  King. 


6  Lord,  I  my  vows  to  Thee  renew ; 
Disperse  my  sins  as  morning  dew ; 
Guard  my  first  springs  of  thought  and  will, 
And  with  Thyself  my  spirit  fill. 

7  Direct,  control,  suggest,  this  day, 
All  I  design,  or  do,  or  say, 

That  all  my  powers,  with  all  their  might, 
In  Thy  sole  glory  may  unite. 

Bishop  Ken 
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Josiah  Booth 
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2  With  courage  drest, 
Strong-hearted,  blest, 

Fulfil  thy  work  abroad ; 

Fearless  and  true, 

Thy  way  pursue. 
A  happy  child  of  God. 

3  In  liberty 

Of  holy  glee, 
Accept  thy  childhood's  part ; 

And  thou  shalt  find, 

By  faith  enshrined, 
The  Father  in  thy  heart 
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4  O  blessed  rest ! 
With  such  a  guest 

Life's  duty  grows  divine, 

Dross  becomes  gold, 

And,  as  of  old, 
The  water  turns  to  wine. 

5  Eternal  praise 
To  Thee  we  raise, 

Who  deign 'st  with  men  to  dwell : 

Great  Word  of  God, 

Jehovah !  Lord ! 
Adored  Immanuel! 
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D.  Bortniansky 
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When,  stream-ing     from  the     east    -    ern  skies,  The  morn  -   ing    light    sa  -  lutes    mine  eyes,  j 

O       Sun       of     right-eous  •  ness        di  -  vine,  On       me       with  beams  of     mer    •    cy  shine ;  j 
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Chase  the  dark  clouds  of  guilt      a  -  way, 
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2  And  when  to  Heaven's  all-glorious  King     3  When  each  day's  scenes  and  labors  close, 
My  morning  sacrifice  I  bring,  And  wearied  nature  seeks  repose, 

And,  mourning  o'er  my  guilt  and  shame,         With  pardoning  mercy  richly  blest 

"      rdi  ----- 


Ask  mercy  in  my  Saviour's  name, 
Then,  Jesus,  cleanse  me  with  Thy  blood, 
And  be  my  advocate  with  God. 


Guard  me,  my  Saviour,  while  I  rest ; 
And  as  each  morning  sun  shall  rise, 
O  lead  me  onward  to  the  skies. 


4  And  at  my  life's  last  setting  sun, 
My  conflicts  o'er,  my  labors  done, 
Jesus,  Thy  heavenly  radiance  shed, 
To  cheer  and  bless  my  dying  bed  ; 
And  from  death's  gloom  my  spirit  raise 
To  see  Thy  face  and  sing  Thy  praise. 


William  Shrubsolc 
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John  Stainer 


Come,  my  soul,  thou  must  be  waking  ;    Now    is  breaking  O'er    the  earth  an-oth 
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Come  to  Him  who  made  this  splendor;  See  thou  rcn-der    All     thy  fee-ble  strength  can      pay.     A-men. 
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Morning 


2  Gladly  hail  the  sun  returning ; 

Ready  burning 
Be  the  incense  of  thy  powers ; 
For  the  night  is  safely  ended ; 
God  hath  tended 
With  His  care  thy  helpless  hours. 

3  Pray  that  He  may  prosper  ever 

Each  endeavor, 
When  the  aim  is  good  and  true ; 
But  that  He  may  ever  thwart  thee, 

And  convert  thee, 
When  thou  evil  wouldst  pursue. 


4  Think  that  He  thy  ways  beholdeth ; 

He  unfoldeth 
Every  fault  that  lurks  within : 
He  the  hidden  shame  glossed  over 

Can  discover, 
And  discern  each  deed  of  sin. 

5  Mayest  thou  on  life's  last  morrow, 

Free  from  sorrow, 
Pass  away  in  slumber  sweet ; 
And,  released  from  death's  dark  sadness, 

Rise  in  gladness, 
That  far  brighter  Sun  to  greet 


6  Only  God's  free  gifts  abuse  not, 
Light  refuse  not, 
But  His  Spirit's  voice  obey ; 
Thou  with  Him  shalt  dwell,  beholding 
Light  enfolding 
All  things  in  unclouded  Day. 


Baron  von  Canitz 
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O        Fa  -  ther,     hear     mv    mom -ing  prayer,    Thy       aid    im  -  part  to        me,  That 
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I       may   make     my      life     to  -  day         Ac  -  cep  -  ta   -   ble        to       Thee. 
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2  May  this  desire  my  spirit  rule ; 
And  as  the  moments  fly, 
Something  of  good  be  born  in  me, 
Something  of  evil  die. 


3  Some  grace  that  seeks  my  heart  to  win, 
With  shining  victory  meet, 
Some  sin  that  strives  for  mastery, 
Find  overthrow  complete. 


4  That  so  throughout  the  coming  day 
The  hours  shall  carry  me 
A  little  farther  from  the  world, 
A  little  nearer  Thee. 

Frances  A.  Percy 
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ADORATION     10,  10,  10, 10,  6 
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For      the  dear  love    that  kept  us   thro'  the     night, 
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For      the   new  mir  -  a  -  cle      of        dawn-ing    li; 

"J.    : 


f=f=f: 


*& 


t^3 


r* 


v&- 


Flushing  the  east  with  prophecies  of  day,  —  We  thank  Thee,  O    our  God  ! 
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*  This  slur  is  to  be  omitted  in  the  other  stanzas ;  and  in  the  2d  and  3d  it  should  be  placed  over  the  first  t\ 
the  preceding  measure. 

2  For  the  fresh  life  that  through  our  being  flows 
With  its  full  tide  to  strengthen  and  to  bless : 

For  calm  sweet  thoughts,  upspringing  from  repose 
To  bear  to  Thee  their  song  of  thankfulness,  — 
We  praise  Thee,  O  our  God  ! 

3  Day  uttereth  speech  to  day,  and  night  to  night 
Tells  of  Thy  power  and  glory.     So  would  we, 
Thy  children,  duly,  with  the  morning  light, 
Or  at  still  eve,  upon  the  bended  knee 

Adore  Thee,  O  our  God  ! 

4  Thou  know'st  our  needs,  Thy  fulness  will  supply ; 
Our  blindness,  —  let  Thy  hand  still  lead  us  on 
Till,  visited  by  the  dayspring  from  on  high, 

Our  prayer,  one  only,  "  Let  Thy  will  be  done  !  " 
We  breathe  to  Thee,  O  God ! 

William  Burleigh 


Morning 


R.  W.  Dixon 


sleep  and  darkness  safe  -  ly  brought,  Restored  to  life      and  power  and  thought.  A-men. 
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2  New  mercies,  each  returning  day,  4  Old  friends,  old  scenes,  will  lovelier  be, 

Hover  around  us  while  we  pray ;  As  more  of  Heaven  in  each  we  see ; 

New  perils  past,  new  sins  forgiven,  Some  softening  gleam  of  love  and  prayer 

New  thoughts  of  God,  new  hopes  of  Heaven.      Shall  dawn  on  every  cross  and  care. 
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3  H,  on  our  daily  course,  our  mind 
Be  set  to  hallow  all  we  find, 
New  treasures  still,  of  countless  price, 
God  will  provide  for  sacrifice. 


5  The  trivial  round,  the  common  task, 
Will  furnish  all  we  ought  to  ask,  — 
Room  to  deny  ourselves  :  a  road 
To  bring  us  daily  nearer  God. 


6  Only,  O  Lord,  in  Thy  dear  love 
Fit  us  for  perfect  rest  above  ; 
And  help  us,  this  and  ever)'  day, 
To  live  more  nearly  as  we  pray  ! 


John  Keble 
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1  In  sleep's  serene  oblivion  laid, 
I  safely  passed  the  silent  night ; 
Again  I  see  the  breaking  shade, 
I  drink  again  the  morning  light. 


3  O,  guide  me  through  the  various  maze 
My  doubtful  feet  are  doomed  to  tread, 
And  spread  Thy  shield's  protecting  blaze, 
When  dangers  press  around  my  head. 


2  ^cw*born,  I  bless  the  waking  hour ;  4  A  deeper  shade  will  soon  impend, 

Once  more,  with  awe,  rejoice  to  be  ;  A  deeper  sleep  mine  eyes  oppress ; 

My  conscious  soul  resumes  her  power.  Yet  then  Thy  strength  shall  still  defend, 

And  springs,  my  guardian  God,  to  Thee.  Thy  goodness  still  delight  to  bless. 

5  That  deeper  shade  shall  break  away, 

That  deeper  sleep  shall  leave  mine  eyes; 
Thy  light  shall  give  eternal  day, 
Thy  love,  the  rapture  of  the  skies. 


Evening 
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2  Let  evil  thoughts  and  spirits  flee  before  us ; 
Till  morning  cometh,  watch,  O  Master,  o'er  us; 
In  soul  and  body  Thou  from  harm  defend  us, 

Thine  angels  send  us. 

3  Let  holy  thoughts  be  ours  when  sleep  o'ertakes  us; 

Our  earliest  thoughts  be  Thine  when  morning  wakes  us ; 
All  day  serve  Thee,  in  all  that  we  are  doing 
Thy  praise  pursuing. 

4  As  Thy  beloved,  soothe  the  sick  and  weeping, 
And  bid  the  prisoner  lose  his  griefs  in  sleeping ; 
Widows  and  orphans,  we  to  Thee  commend  them, 

Do  Thou  befriend  them. 

5  We  have  no  refuge,  none  on  earth  to  aid  us, 

Save  Thee,  O  Father,  who  Thine  own  hast  made  us; 
But  Thy  dear  presence  will  not  leave  them  lonely, 
Who  seek  Thee  onlv. 

6  Father,  Thy  name  be  praised,  Thy  kingdom  given. 
Thy  will  be  done  on  earth  as  'tis  in  Heaven  ; 
Keep  us  in  life,  forgive  our  sins,  deliver 

Us  now  and  ever. 

Bohemian  Brethren 


"^r. 


Evening 


2* 


PEACE     10,  10,  to,  4 

These  small  notes  for  verses  i  and  3 
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2  Drive  evil  thoughts  and  passions  far  away; 
0  Master,  watch  o'er  us  till  dawning  day ; 
Body  and  soul  alike  from  harm  defend ; 

Thine  angels  send ! 

3  Let  holy  prayers  and  thoughts  our  latest  be, 
Let  us  awake  with  joy,  still  close  to  Thee ; 

In  all  serve  Thee;  in  every  deed  and  thought 
Thy  praise  be  sought. 

4  Give  to  the  sick,  as  Thy  beloved,  sleep; 

And  help  the  captive,  comfort  those  who  weep ; 
Care  for  the  widows'  and  the  orphans'  woe ; 
Keep  far  our  foe. 

5  Father,  Thy  name  be  praised,  Thy  kingdom  come, 
Thy  will  be  wrought  as  in  our  heavenly  home  : 
Keep  us  in  life,  forgive  our  sins,  deliver 

Us  now  and  ever ! 

Bohemian  Brethren  CSecaa&*?TONta&r 
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Henry  W.  Baker 
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The  night    is    come  :  like      to      the     day,       De  -  part  not    Thou,  great  God,    a  -  way  ; 
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Let  not  my    sins,    all    black    as  night,     E-clipse  the  lus    -  tre     of       Thy  light.      A  -  men. 
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2  Keep  Thou  still  in  my  heaven :  for  me 
The  day  doth  need  no  sun  but  Thee ; 
O  Thou  whose  nature  cannot  sleep, 
O'er  my  closed  eyelids  sentry  keep. 

3  That  so  I  may,  my  rest  being  wrought, 
Awake  into  some  holy  thought ; 

And  with  an  active  vigor  run 

My  course,  as  doth  the  unwearied  sun. 
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4  Sleep  is  a  death  :  O  make  me  try 
By  sleeping  what  it  is  to  die ; 
And  then  as  gently  lay  my  head 
Upon  my  grave,  as  now  my  bed. 

5  However  I  rest,  great  God,  let  me 
Awake  again  at  last  with  Thee  ; 
And  thus  assured,  behold,  I  lie, 
Securely  or  to  wake  or  die. 

Sir  Thomas  Browne 
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Thomas  Tallis 


I 


2fc 


Vif    r    T~f'~TT^ 


£3 


t 


m 


Glo  -    ry       to    Thee,  my     God,  this      night,    For       all     the  bless-ings         of     the       light ; 
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Keep    me,     O    keep  me.  King    of    kings,  Beneath  Thine  own   al 


might  -  y   wings.    A  -  men. 
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2  Forgive  me,  Lord,  for  Thy  dear  Son,  4  O,  may  my  soul  on  Thee  repose, 

The  ill  that  1  this  day  have  done ;  And  with  sweet  sleep  mine  eyelids  close, — 

That  with  the  world,  myself,  and  Thee,        Sleep  that  may  me  more  vigorous  make, 
I,  ere  I  sleep,  at  peace  may  be.  To  serve  my  God  when  I  awake ! 


3  Teach  me  to  live  that  I  may  dread 
The  grave  as  little  as  my  bed ; 
Teach  me  to  die  that  so  I  may 
Rise  glorious  at  Thy  judgment  day. 


5  When  in  the  night  I  sleepless  lie, 

My  soul  with  heavenly  thoughts  supply ; 
Let  no  ill  dreams  disturb  my  rest. 
No  powers  of  darkness  me  molest. 


6  Praise  God,  from  whom  all  blessings  flow, 
Praise  Him,  all  creatures  here  below ! 
Praise  Him  above,  ye  heavenly  host ! 
Praise  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost ! 

Bishop  Ken 
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2  As  Christ  upon  the  cross 

In  death  reclined, 
And  to  His  Father's  hands 
His  parting  soul  resigned,  — 

3  So  now  herself  my  soul 

Would  wholly  give 
Into  His  sacred  charge, 
In  whom  all  spirits  live ; 

4  So  now  beneath  His  eye 

Would  calmly  rest, 
Without  a  wish  or  thought 
Abiding  in  the  breast, 


5  Save  that  His  will  be  done, 

Whatever  betide ; 
Dead  to  herself,  and  dead 
In  Him  to  all  beside. 

6  Thus  would  I  live :  —  yet  now 

Not  I,  but  He 
In  all  His  power  and  love 
Henceforth  alive  in  me. 

7  One  sacred  Trinity, 

One  Lord  divine ! 
May  I  be  ever  His, 
And  He  forever  mine  I 
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2  Thou,  whose  all-pervading  eye 

Nought  escapes,  without,  within, 
Pardon  each  infirmity, 
Open  fault,  and  secret  sin. 


3  Soon,  for  me,  the  light  of  day 
Shall  forever  pass  away; 
Then,  from  sin  and  sorrow  free, 
Take  me,  Lord,  to  dwell  with  Thee. 


4  Thou  who,  sinless,  yet  hast  known 
All  of  man's  infirmity, 
Then,  from  Thine  eternal  throne, 
Jesus,  look  with  pitying  eye. 

Bishop  Doane 
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Gent  •  ly     as     life's  set  -  ting         sun,     When      the  Chris-tian's  course  is       run.         A  -  men. 
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-Iftght  her  solemn  mantle  spreads 
O'er  the  earth  as  daylight  fades ; 
-All  things  tell  of  calm  repose 
-*\t  the  holy  Sabbath's  close. 

Peace  is  on  the  world  abroad ; 
TT  is  the  holy  peace  of  God, — 
Symbol  of  the  peace  within, 
When  the  spirit  rests  from  sin. 


4  Still  the  Spirit  lingers  near, 
Where  the  evening  worshipper 
Seeks  communion  with  the  skies, 
Pressing  onward  to  the  prize. 

5  Saviour,  may  our  Sabbaths  be 
Days  of  peace  and  joy  in  Thee, 
Till  in  heaven  our  souls  repose, 
Where  the  Sabbath  ne'er  shall  close. 

Samuel  F.  Smith 
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Now       we  lay     us    down    to        rest ; 
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Je  -  sus,  Thou  our  guard-ian         be !        Sweet      it  is       to    trust       in      Thee. 
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2  Pilgrims  here  on  earth,  and  strangers, 

Dwelling  in  the  midst  of  foes, 
Us  and  ours  preserve  from  dangers ; 

In  Thine  arms  may  we  repose. 
And,  when  life's  sad  day  is  past, 

Rest  with  Thee  in  Heaven  at  last. 

Thomas  KtWj 
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night. 


p=*=«-t. — >-  f   f  ^  -1- 


-tf^ 


I 


A 


MEN. 


1 


2  The  joys  of  day  are  over ; 

I  lift  my  heart  to  Thee, 
And  call  on  Thee,  that  sinless 

The  hours  of  night  may  be : 
O  Jesus,  make  their  darkness  light, 
And  save  me  through  the  coming  night. 

3  The  toils  of  day  are  over: 

I  raise  the  hvmn  to  Thee, 
And  ask,  that  free  from  peril 

The  hours  of  fear  mav  be  : 
O  Jesus,  keep  me  in  Thy  sight, 
And  guard  me  through  the  coming  night. 
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4  Lighten  mine  eyes,  O  Saviour, 

Or  sleep  in  death  shall  I ; 
And  he,  my  wakeful  Tempter, 

Triumphantly  shall  cry: 
"  He  could  not  make  their  darkness  light. 
Nor  guard  them  through  the  hours  of  night." 

5  Be  Thou  my  soul's  Preserver, 

O  God  !  for  Thou  dost  know 
How  manv  are  the  perils 

Through  which  I  have  to  go : 
Lover  of  men  !  O,  hear  my  call, 
And  guard  and  save  me  from  them  all. 

St.  Anatolia* 
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ST.  ANATOLIUS,  No.  II.    P.  M. 


Arthur  H.  Brown 
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The       shades     of       night,        as    •    cend     -    ing, 
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But        still        the        moun    -  tain      sum    -     mits     fair 


2  Here  in  green  pastures  guiding, 

Thou,  Lord,  did'st  lead  Thy  flock; 
Here  from  life's  noon-day  hiding, 

We  found  the  cooling  rock: 
But  now  we  leave  the  hills  of  praise 
To  tread  again  earth's  common  ways. 


3  To  life's  dull  path  returning, 

And  duty's  narrow  sphere, 
Still  in  our  hearts  keep  burning 

The  vision  witnessed  here ; 
Still  may  Thy  spell  of  peace  and  power 
Breathe  strength  for  every  toilsoi 
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2  Our  changeful  lives  are  ebbing  to  an  end, 
Onward  to  darkness  and  to  death  we  tend ; 

O  Conqueror  of  the  grave,  be  Thou  our  guide, 
Be  Thou  our  light  in  death's  dark  eventide ! 
Then  in  our  mortal  hour  will  be  no  gloom, 
No  sting  in  death,  no  terror  in  the  tomb. 

3  Thou  who  in  darkness  walking  didst  appear 
Upon  the  waves,  and  Thy  disciples  cheer, 
Come,  Lord,  in  lonesome  days,  when  storms  assail, 
And  earthly  hopes  and  human  succors  fail ; 
When  all  is  dark,  may  we  behold  Thee  nigh, 
And  hear  Thy  voice,  "  Fear  not,  for  it  is  I !  " 

4  The  weary  world  is  mouldering  to  decay, 
Its  glories  wane,  its  pageants  fade  away ; 
In  that  last  sunset,  when  the  stars  shall  fall, 
May  we  arise,  awakened  by  Thy  call, 
With  Thee,  O  Lord,  forever  to  abide 

In  that  blest  day  which  has  no  eventide! 

Christopher  Wordsworth 
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Thus    far     the  Lord     has      led    me     on.         Thus  far    His  power     pro  -  longs  my  days ; 
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2  Much  of  my  time  has  run  to  waste,  3  I  lay  my  body  down  to  sleep ; 

And  I,  perhaps,  am  near  my  home ;  Peace  is  the  pillow  for  my  head, 

But  He  forgives  my  follies  past,  While  well-appointed  angels  keep 

He  gives  me  strength  for  days  to  come.  Their  watchful  stations  round  my  bed. 

4  Thus,  when  the  night  of  death  shall  come, 
My  flesh  shall  rest  beneath  the  ground, 
And  wait  Thy  voice  to  rouse  my  tomb, 
With  sweet  salvation  in  the  sound. 

Isaac  Watts 
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Henry  Hiles 

4-1     I     ^ 


The    shad  -  ows       of         the     even  -  ing  hours    Fall     from     the     dark  -  'ning     sky ; 
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Up    -    on       the       fra  -  grance     of         the  flowers      The  dews      of        even  -  ing       lie : 
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Be    -  fore      Thy  throne,  O       Lord      of    Heaven,  We    kneel      at     close       of        day ; 
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Look     on      Thy     chil  •  dren    from      on      high.     And    hear       us      while  we    pray.     A -me 
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2  The  sorrows  of  Thy  servants,  Lord, 

O,  do  not  Thou  despise, 
But  let  the  incense  of  our  prayers 

Before  Thy  mercy  rise. 
The  brightness  of  the  coming  night 

Upon  the  darkness  rolls ; 
With  hopes  of  future  glory,  chase 

The  shadows  from  our  souls. 
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3  Slowly  the  rays  of  daylight  fade : 

So  fade  within  the  heart 
The  hopes  in  earthly  love  and  joy 

That  one  by  one  depart. 
Slowly  the  bright  stars,  one  by  one. 

Within  the  heavens  shine; 
Give  us,  O  Lord,  fresh  hopes  in  Hea- 

And  trust  in  things  divine ! 


Evening 


4  Let  peace,  O  Lord,  —  Thy  peace,  O  God,  — 

Upon  our  souls  descend ; 
From  midnight  fears  and  perils,  Thou 

Our  trembling  hearts  defend. 
Give  us  a  respite  from  our  toil, 

Calm  and  subdue  our  woes ; 
Through  the  long  day  we  suffer,  Lord, 

O  give  us  now  repose ! 

Adelaide  Anne  Procter 

Edward  J.  Hopkins 
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part  -  ing  hymn  of       praise ;    We     stand    to       bless    Thee       ere     our  wor  -  ship     cease, 


2  Grant  us  Thy  peace  upon  our  homeward  way : 
With  Thee  began,  with  Thee  shall  end  the  day ; 
Guard  Thou  the  lips  from  sin,  the  hearts  from  shame, 
That  in  this  house  have  called  upon  Thy  name. 

3  Grant  us  Thy  peace,  Lord,  through  the  coming  night, 
Turn  Thou  for  us  its  darkness  into  light ; 

From  harm  and  danger  keep  Thy  children  free, 
For  dark  and  light  are  both  alike  to  Thee. 

4  Grant  us  Thy  peace  throughout  our  earthly  life, 
Our  balm  in  sorrow,  and  our  stay  in  strife ; 
Then,  when  Thy  voice  shall  bid  our  conflict  cease, 
Call  us,  O  Lord,  to  thine  eternal  peace ! 
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2  Swift  to  its  close  ebbs  out  life's  little  day; 
Earth's  joys  grow  dim,  its  glories  pass  away; 
Change  and  decay  in  all  around  I  see : 

O  Thou  who  changest  not.  abide  with  me  ! 

3  Not  a  brief  glance  I  beg,  a  passing  word, 

But  as  Thou  dwell'st  with  Thy  disciples,  Lord, 
Familiar,  condescending,  patient,  free; 
Come,  not  to  sojourn,  but  abide,  with  me ! 

4  Come  not  in  terrors,  as  the  King  of  kings, 
But  kind  and  good,  with  healing  in  Thy  wings, 
Tears  for  all  woes,  a  heart  for  even'  plea ; 
Come,  Friend  of  sinners,  and  abide  with  me  ! 


Evening 


5  I  need  Thy  presence  every  passing  hour ; 

What  but  Thy  grace  can  foil  the  Tempter's  power? 
Who  like  Thyself  my  guide  and  stay  can  be? 
Through  cloud  and  sunshine,  O,  abide  with  me ! 

0 

6  I  fear  no  foe,  with  Thee  at  hand  to  bless ; 
Ills  have  no  weight,  and  tears  no  bitterness. 
Where  is  Death's  sting?  where,  Grave,  thy  victory? 
I  triumph  still,  if  Thou  abide  with  me ! 

7  Hold  Thou  Thy  cross  before  my  closing  eyes ! 
'Shine  through  the  gloom,  and  point  me  to  the  skies ! 

Heaven's  morning  breaks,  and  earth's  vain  shadows  flee ; 
In  life,  in  death,  O  Lord,  abide  with  me ! 

Henry  F.  Lytc 
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Jesus,  give  the  weary 
Calm  and  sweet  repose  ; 

With  Thy  tenderest  blessing 
May  our  eyelids  close  ! 

Grant  to  little  children 
Visions  bright  of  Thee ; 

Guard  the  sailors  tossing 
On  the  deep  blue  sea. 


4  Comfort  every  sufferer 

Watching  late  in  pain ; 

Those  who  plan  some  evil, 

From  their  sin  restrain. 

5  Through  the  long  night-watches 

May  Thine  angels  spread 
Their  white  wings  above  me, 
Watching  round  my  bed  ! 


6  When  the  morning  wakens, 
Then  may  I  arise 
Pure  and  fresh  and  sinless 
In  Thy  holy  eyes. 

Sabine  Baring-Gould 
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Great  God.  who  know-est    each  man's  need,    Bless  Thou  our  watch,  and  guard  our       sleep ; 
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2  We  thank  Thee  for  the  day  that 's  done, 
We  trust  Thee  for  the  days  to  be ; 
Thy  love  we  learn  in  Christ  Thy  Son : 
Oymay  we  all  His  glory  see ! 

Emily,  Lady  Tennyson 
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2  When  the  soft  dews  of  kindly  sleep 
My  wearied  eyelids  gently  steep, 

Be  my  last  thought,  how  sweet  to  rest 
Forever  on  my  Saviour's  breast ! 

3  Abide  with  me  from  morn  till  eve, 
For  without  Thee  I  cannot  live; 
Abide  with  me  when  night  is  nigh, 
For  without  Thee  I  dare  not  die. 


4  If  some  poor  wandering  child  of  Thine 
Have  spurned  to-day  the  voice  divine, 
Now,  Lord,  the  gracious  work  begin: 
Let  him  no  more  lie  down  in  sin. 

5  Watch  by  the  sick ;  enrich  the  poor 
With  blessings  from  Thy  boundless  store 
Be  even-  mourner's  sleep  to-night. 

Like  infant  slumbers,  pure  and  light. 
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6  Come  near  and  bless  us  when  we  wake, 
Ere  through  the  world  our  way  we  take, 
Till  in  the  ocean  of  Thy  love 
We  lose  ourselves  in  Heaven  above. 

John  Keble 
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At       e  -  ven,    ere    the     sun   was  set,     The   sick,  0    Lord,  a  -   round  Thee  lay ;       O, 
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nore  *t  is  eventide,  and  we, 
ressed  with  various  ills,  draw  near : 
if  Thy  form  we  cannot  see,  — 
know  and  feel  that  Thou  art  here. 

iour  Christ,  our  woes  dispel ; 
some  are  sick,  and  some  are  sad, 
">me  have  never  loved  Thee  well, 
some  have  lost  the  love  they  had; 


5  And  none,  O  Lord,  have  perfect  rest, 

For  none  are  wholly  free  from  sin ; 
And  they  who  fain  would  serve  Thee  best 
Are  conscious  most  of  wrong  within. 

6  O  Saviour  Christ,  Thou  too  art  Man; 

Thou  hast  been  troubled,  tempted,  tried; 
Thy  kind  but  searching  glance  can  scan 
The  very  wounds  that  shame  would  hide ! 


3me  have  found  the  world  is  vain,       7  Thy  touch  has  still  its  ancient  power; 
from  the  world  they  break  not  free;  No  word  from  Thee  can  fruitless  fall: 

)me  have  friends  who  give  them  pain,      Hear  in  this  solemn  evening  hour, 
have  not  sought  a  friend  in  Thee.  And  in  Thy  mercy  heal  us  all. 

Henry  T wells 
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.  as  evening's  shadow  falls, 
ither  in  these  hallowed  walls: 
esper  hymn  and  vesper  prayer 
ningling  on  the  holy  air. 

struggling  hearts,  that  seek  release, 
find  the  rest  of  God's  own  peace ; 
strengthened  here  by  hymn  and  prayer, 
own  the  burden  and  the  care. 


3  O  God.  our  light,  to  Thee  we  bow ! 
Within  all  shadows  standest  Thou. 
Give  deeper  calm  than  night  can  bring; 
Give  sweeter  songs  than  lips  can  sing. 

4  Life's  tumult  we  must  meet  again, 
We  cannot  at  the  shrine  remain; 
Hut  in  the  spirit's  secret  cell, 

May  hymn  and  prayer  forever  Hw»11 I  m 
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Hear    my  prayer,  O   Heaven  -  ly       Fa  -  ther,   Ere 
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2  Great  my  sins  are,  but  Thy  mercy 

Far  out-weighs  them  every  one ; 
Down  before  the  Cross  I  cast  them, 
Trusting  in  Thy  help  alone. 

3  Keep  me  through  this  night  of  peril 

Underneath  its  boundless  shade ; 
Take  me  to  Thy  rest,  I  pray  Thee, 
When  my  pilgrimage  is  made. 
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4  None  can  measure  out  Thy  patience 

By  the  span  of  human  thought ; 
None  can  bound  the  tender  mercies 
Which  Thy  only  Son  has  bought. 

5  Pardon  all  my  past  transgressions. 

Give  me  strength  for  days  to  come; 
Guide  and  guard  me  with  Thy  blessing 
Till  Thy  angels  bid  me  home. 

Harriet  Parr 
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Sav-iour,  breathe  an  even  -  ing  blessing,       Ere     re  -  pose   our      spir  -  its 
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Sin  and   want  we   come  con  -  fess-ing  :  Thou  canst  save    and   Thou  canst  heal.  A  -  MEN. 
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2  Though  destruction  walk  around  us, 
Though  the  arrow  past  us  fly, 
Angel-guards  from  Thee  surround  us ; 
We  are  safe  if  Thou  art  nigh. 


3  Though  the  night  be  dark  and  dreary% 
Darkness  cannot  hide  from  Thee; 
Thou  art  He  who,  never  weary, 
Watcheth  where  Thy  people  be. 


4  Should  swift  death  this  night  overtake  us, 
And  our  couch  become  our  tomb, 
May  the  morn  in  heaven  awake  us, 
Clad  in  light  and  deathless  bloom. 

James  Edmestoo 
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1  Now,  on  land  and  sea  descending, 

Brings  the  night  its  peace  profound ; 
Let  our  vesper  hymn  be  blending 
With  the  holy  calm  around. 

2  Soon  as  dies  the  sunset  glory, 

Stars  of  heaven  shine  out  above, 
Telling  still  the  ancient  story,  — 
Their  Creator's  changeless  love. 
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3  Now,  our  wants  and  burdens  leaving 

To  His  care  who  cares  for  all, 
Cease  we  fearing,  cease  we  grieving : 
At  His  touch  our  burdens  fall. 

4  As  the  darkness  deepens  o'er  us, 

Lo !  eternal  stars  arise ; 
Hope  and  faith  and  love  rise  glorious, 
Shining  in  the  spirit's  skies. 

Samuel  Longfellow 
Ernest  Abbott 
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When   this  song      of  praise  shall  cease,        Let    Thy  chil-dren,  Lord,  de  -  part 
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With  the  bless-ing    of    Thy  peace  And  Thy  love     in      ev  -  'ry       heart. 
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2  O,  where'er  our  path  may  lie, 
Father,  let  us  not  forget 
That  we  walk  beneath  Thine  eye, 
That  Thy  care  upholds  us  yet 


3  Blind  are  we,  and  weak,  and  frail ; 
Be  Thine  aid  forever  near; 
May  the  fear  to  sin  prevail 
Over  every  oVWx  tsax. 
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ST.  GABRIEL    8,  8,  8,  4 


Frederick  A.  Gore  Ouseley 


The  ra-diant  morn  hath  passed  a  -  way.       And  spent  too    soon    her    gold  -  en  store ; 
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The  shad-ows    of     de  -  part-ing    day     Creep    on        once     more.        A   -   men. 
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2  Our  life  is  but  an  autumn  day, 

Its  glorious  noon  how  quickly  past ! 
Lead  us,  O  Christ,  Thou  Living  Way, 
Safe  home  at  last. 

3  O,  by  Thy  soul-inspiring  grace 

Uplift  our  hearts  to  realms  on  high ; 
Help  us  to  look  to  that  bright  place 
Beyond  the  sky,  — 

4  Where  light  and  life  and  joy  and  peace 

In  undivided  empire  reign, 
And  thronging  angels  never  cease 
Their  deathless  strain ; 

5  Where  saints  are  clothed  in  spotless  white, 

And  evening  shadows  never  fall, 
Where  Thou,  Eternal  Light  of  Light, 
Art  Lord  of  all. 

Godfrey  Thring 
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The       ra-diant  morn  hath  passed  a-way,     And   spent    too    soon    her    gold -en  store; 
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The  shad -ows     of        de  -  part  -  ing    day      Creep  on     once      more. 
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Our    day        of      praise      is     done, 


The    even  -  ing      shad  -  ows    fall; 
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But  pass  not  from  us     with   the   sun,     True  Light  that  lightenest  all.  A  -  men. 
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2  Around  the  throne  on  high, 
Where  night  can  never  be, 
The  white-robed  harpers  of  the  sky 
Bring  ceaseless  hymns  to  Thee. 

3  Too  faint,  our  anthems  here  ; 
Too  soon  of  praise  we  tire : 
But  0,  the  strains,  how  full  and  clear, 
Of  that  eternal  choir ! 


4  Yet,  Lord,  to  Thy  dear  will, 

If  Thou  attune  the  heart, 
We  in  Thine  angels1  music  still 
May  bear  our  lower  part. 

5  'T  is  Thine  each  soul  to  calm, 

Each  wayward  thought  reclaim, 
And  make  our  daily  life  a  psalm 
Of  glory  to  Thy  name. 


6  A  little  while,  and  then 

Shall  come  the  glorious  end, 

And  songs  of  angels  and  of  men 

In  perfect  praise  shall  blend. 

John  F.Ucrton 
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&>z  r  I  r  r  r  f  I  rrHr 


T 


^ 


^^ 


& 


*r~f  "f  'r  t  f 
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Through  life's  long  day  and  death's  dark  night,  O      gen  -  tie   Je  -  sus !  be        our  light.  A-] 
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2  The  day  is  done,  its  hours  have  run ; 

And  Thou  hast  taken  count  of  all,  — 
The  scanty  triumphs  grace  hath  won. 

The  broken  vow,  the  frequent  fall. 
Through  life's  long  day  and  death's  dark  night, 
O  gentle  Jesus  !  be  our  light. 

3  Grant  us,  dear  Lord,  from  evil  ways 

True  absolution  and  release ; 
And  bless  us,  more  than  in  past  days, 

With  purity  and  inward  peace. 
Through  life's  long  day  and  death's  dark  night, 
O  gentle  Jesus !  be  our  light. 

4  Do  more  than  pardon,  give  us  joy, 

Sweet  fear,  and  sober  liberty, 
And  loving  hearts,  without  alloy, 

That  only  long  to  be  like  Thee. 
Through  life's  long  day  and  death's  dark  night, 
O  gentle  Jesus !  be  our  light. 


Evening 


5  Labor  is  sweet,  for  Thou  hast  toiled, 

And  care  is  light,  for  Thou  hast  cared ; 
Let  not  our  works  with  self  be  soiled, 

Nor  in  unsimple  ways  ensnared. 
Through  life's  long  day  and  death's  dark  night, 
O  gentle  Jesus !  be  our  light. 

6  For  all  we  love,  the  poor,  the  sad, 

The  sinful,  unto  Thee  we  call ; 
O,  let  Thy  mercy  make  us  glad,  — 

Thou  art  our  Jesus,  and  our  All ! 
Through  life's  long  day  and  death's  dark  night, 
O  gentle  Jesus !  be  our  light. 

Frederick  W.  Faber 
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O  Strength  and  Stay,  up-hold  -  ing    all    ere  -  a  -  tion,     Who   ev  -  er    dost    Thy 
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1^1 


i 


f-f-£WMI 


2  Grant  to  life's  day  a  calm,  unclouded  ending, 
An  eve  untouched  by  shadows  of  decay, 
The  brightness  of  a  holy  death-bed,  blending 
With  dawning  glories  of  the  eternal  day. 
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God,  that    mad  -  est  earth    and   heav  -  en, 


Edward  J.  Hopkins 
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Who      the    day     for       toil     hast     giv  -  en, 
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May  Thine    an  -  gel-guards  de  -  fend     us,       Slum-ber   sweet  Thy  mer  -  cy  send    us. 
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Ho  -  ly    dreams  and  hopes     at  -  tend     us.       This      live-long     night!       A  -  MEN. 
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2  And  when  morn  again  shall  call  us 

To  run  life's  way, 
May  we  still,  whatever  befall  us, 

Thy  will  obey. 
From  the  power  of  evil  hide  us, 
In  the  narrow  pathway  guide  us, 
Nor  thy  smile  be  e'er  denied  us, 

The  livelong  day. 


3  Guard  us  waking,  guard  us  sleeping, 

And,  when  we  die, 
May  we  in  Thy  mighty  keeping. 

All  peaceful  lie ! 
When  the  last  dread  call  shall  wake  us 
Do  not  Thou,  our  God,  forsake  us, 
But  to  reign  in  glory  take  us 

With  Thee  on  high. 
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4  Holy  Father,  throned  in  Heaven, 
All-holy  Son, 
Holy  Spirit,  freely  given, 
Blest  Three  in  One, 
Grant  Thy  grace,  we  now  implore  Thee, 
Till  we  cast  our  crowns  before  Thee, 
And  in  worthier  strains  adore  Thee, 
Whilst  ages  run. 

Heber,  Whately,  and  Mercer 
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2  With  loving-kindness  curtain  Thou  my  bed, 

And  cool  in  rest  my  burning  pilgrim  feet; 
Thy  pardon  be  the  pillow  for  my  head, 
So  shall  my  sleep  be  sweet. 

3  At  peace  with  all  the  world,  dear  Lord,  and  Thee, 

No  fears  my  soul's  unwavering  faith  can  shake ; 
All 's  well,  whichever  side  the  grave  for  me 
The  morning  light  may  break. 

Harriet  McE.  Ktatot* 
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2  I  praise  Thee  that  Thy  weary  child  may  see 

The  way  to  Thee,  though  darkness  gathers  deep. 
I  come,  O  Father,  to  receive  of  Thee 
Thy  pardon  and  Thy  blessing  ere  I  sleep. 

3  I  lift  to  Thee  this  burdened  heart  of  mine, 

Filled  with  the  shadows  of  the  deepening  night ; 
Thou  flood  est  me  with  ravs  of  love  divine, 
And  darkness  flees  from  me,  and  all  is  light. 
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4  O  Father,  as  the  night  of  life  draws  near, 

And  fast  earth's  fading  brightness  ebbs  away, 
In  growing  glory  may  Thy  light  appear, 
Until  for  me  it  alway  shall  be  day. 


Frances  A.  Percy 
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The  Lord's  Day 
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1  Again  the  day  returns  of  holy  rest, 

Which,  when  He  made  the  world,  Jehovah  blest. 
When,  like  His  own,  He  bade  our  labors  cease, 
And  all  be  piety,  and  all  be  peace. 

• 

2  Father  of  Heaven,  in  whom  our  hopes  confide, 
Whose  power  defends  us,  and  whose  precepts  guide, 
In  life  our  guardian,  and  in  death  our  friend, 
Glory  supreme  be  Thine,  till  life  shall  end. 

William  Mason 
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Hail,  ho  -  ly  Light !  the  world  re  -    joic  -  es    As  morning  breaks,  and  shadows    fly ; 
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All   na-ture  blends  her  myr-iad  voi-ces   To  greet  the  day-spring  from  on  high.     A-men. 
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2  Break  forth,  in  glory  far  excelling,  4  O  God,  if  we  could  duly  praise  Thee, 

O  Light  eternal,  Love  divine !  Could  we  but  voice  the  love  we  see, 

Let  Thy  bright  beams,  all  shades  dispelling,  As  sweet  a  song  as  angels  raise  Thee, 

Around  us  and  within  us  shine.  Our  Sabbath  morning  hymn  should  be. 

3  The  heavenly  hosts  fall  down  before  Thee,  5  Accept,  O  Father,  we  entreat  Thee, 

And  "  Holy  "  cry,  nor  ever  rest ;  The  worship  which  Thy  children  bring ; 

Thy  saints  on  earth,  with  them,  adore  Thee,  O  grant  us  grace  in  Heaven  to  gce^t  TVw*r^ 

Creator,  Saviour,  Spirit  blest !  And  with  a\\  sa.vft\s  TV^  \«n*  \.c»  ^\v^. 
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The  Lord's  Day 
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Ho  -  ly,   Ho  -  ly. 
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2  On  thee,  at  the  creation, 

The  light  first  had  its  birth ; 
On  thee,  for  our  salvation, 

Christ  rose  from  depths  of  earth ; 
On  thee,  our  Lord,  victorious, 

The  Spirit  sent  from  Heaven, 
And  thus  on  thee,  most  glorious, 

A  triple  light  was  given. 

3  Thou  art  a  port  protected 

From  storms  that  round  us  rise ; 
A  garden  intersected 

With  streams  of  Paradise ; 
Thou  art  a  cooling  fountain 

In  life's  drv,  dreary  sand : 
From  thee,  like  Pisgah's  mountain, 

We  view  our  Promised  Land. 
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4  To-dav  on  wearv  nations 

The  heavenly  manna  falls 
To  holy  convocations 

The  silver  trumpet  calls. 
Where  gospel  light  is  glowin 

With  pure  and  radiant  be; 
And  living  water  flowing 

With  soul-refreshing  strea 

5  New  graces  ever  gaining 

From  this  our  day  of  rest, 
We  reach  the  rest  remaining 

To  spirits  of  the  blest. 
To  Holy  Ghost  be  praises, 

To  Father  and  to  Son; 
The  Church  her  voice  upraii 

To  Thee,  blest  Three  in  0 

Christopher  Wo 
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The  Lord's  Day 
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This      is      the     day    the  Lord  hath  made,   He  calls    the    hours  His    own ;   Let 
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Heaven  re-joice,    let    earth    be    glad,     And  praise  sur  -  round  the  throne.      A   -  men. 
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2  To-dav  He  rose  and  left  the  dead, 

And  Satan's  empire  fell ; 
To-day  the  saints  His  triumph  spread, 
And  all  His  wonders  tell. 

3  Hosanna  to  the  anointed  King, 

To  David's  holy  Son; 
Help  us,  O  Lord,  —  descend  and  bring 
Salvation  from  Thy  throne. 


4  Blest  be  the  Lord,  who  comes  to  men 

With  messages  of  grace, 
Who  comes  in  God,  His  Father's  name 
To  save  our  sinful  race. 

5  Hosanna  in  the  highest  strains 

The  Church  on  earth  can  raise ; 
The  highest  heavens  in  which  He  reigns 
Shall  give  Him  nobler  praise. 

Isaac  Watts 
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'  Again  the  Lord  of  life  and  light 
Awakes  the  kindling  ray, 
Unseals  the  evelids  of  the  mom, 
And  pours  increasing  day. 

2  O,  what  a  night  was  that  which  wrapt 
The  heathen  world  in  gloom  ! 
O,  what  a  sun,  which  broke  this  day 
Triumphant  from  the  tomb ! 

~f  he  powers  of  darkness  leagued  in  vain 
To  bind  our  Lord  in  death ; 

^"^  «  shook  their  kingdom,  when  He  fell, 
With  His  expiring  breath. 


4  And  now  His  conquering  chariot- wheels 

Ascend  the  lofty  skies ; 
Broken  beneath  His  powerful  cross, 
Death's  iron  sceptre  lies. 

5  This  day  be  grateful  homage  paid, 

And  loud  hosannas  sung ; 
Let  gladness  dwell  in  every  heart, 
And  praise  on  every  tongue. 

6  Ten  thousand  thousand  voices  join 

To  hail  this  welcome  morn. 
Which  scatters  blessings  from  its  wings 
On  nations  yet  unborn. 

knife  \»  'feataM&ft. 
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The  Lord's  Day 


AURELIA     7,  6,  D. 


Samuel  S.  Wesley 
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The  dawn    of    God's  dear    Sab  -  bath        Breaks  o'er    the    earth     a    -    gain, 
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As    shade  of    clus-tered  palm  -  trees    'Mid  wea  -  ry    wastes    of   sand.        A  -  men. 
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2  Lord,  we  would  bring  for  offering, 

Though  marred  with  earthly  soil, 
A  week  of  earnest  labour, 

Of  steady,  faithful  toil ; 
Fair  fruits  of  self-denial, 

Of  strong,  deep  love  to  Thee, 
Fostered  by  Thine  own  Spirit, 

In  our  humility. 


3  And  we  would  bring  our  burden 

Of  sinful  thought  and  deed, 
In  Thy  pure  presence  kneeling, 

From  bondage  to  be  freed : 
Our  hearts'  most  bitter  sorrow 

For  all  Thy  work  undone,  — 
So  many  talents  wasted, 

So  few  bright  laurels  won ! 


The  Lord's  Day 


4  And,  with  that  sorrow  mingling, 

A  steadfast  faith  and  sure, 
And  love  so  deep  and  fervent, 

That  tries  to  make  it  pure ; 
In  His  dear  presence  finding 

The  pardon  that  we  need, 
And  then  the  peace  so  lasting,  — 

Celestial  peace  indeed ! 
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5  So  be  it,  Lord,  forever ! 

O,  may  we  evermore, 
In  Jesu's  holy  presence, 

His  blessed  name  adore; 
Upon  His  peaceful  Sabbath, 

Within  His  temple  walls, 
Type  of  the  stainless  worship 

In  Zion's  golden  halls; 


6  So  that,  in  joy  and  gladness, 

We  reach  that  home  at  last, 
When  life's  short  week  of  sorrow 

And  sin  and  strife  is  past ; 
When  angel-hands  have  gathered 

The  fair  ripe  fruit  for  Thee, 
O  Father,  Lord,  Redeemer, 

Most  Holy  Trinity ! 

Ada  Cross 


OLMUTZ     [English]    8,6,8,4 


Arranged  by  J.  Goss 
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Hail,  sa  -  cred    day      of     earth  -  ly     rest,    From    toil      and      trou  -  ble     free  I 
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Hail,    day  of  light  that  bring-est  light    And   joy 
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2  A  holy  stillness,  breathing  calm 
On  all  the  world  around, 
Uplifts  my  soul,  O  God,  to  Thee, 
Where  rest  is  found. 


3  On  all  I  think,  or  say,  or  do, 
A  ray  of  light  divine 
Is  shed,  O  God,  this  day  by  Thee, 
For  it  is  Thine. 
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4  Accept,  O  God,  my  hymn  of  praise 
That  Thou  this  day  hast  given,  — 
Sweet  foretaste  of  that  endless  day 

Of  rest  in  Heaven. 

Godfrey  TYwva* 
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The  Lord's  Day 


Lowell  Mason 
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[  Safe  -  ly  through   an-oth-er      week  God  has  brought  us    on     our     way;   I  Wait-ine 
(  Let      us    now      a  bless-ing      seek,     Omit )  ° 


m 


U 


A.    M. 


m 


& 


i 


-♦ —  - 


j£j 


W 


^«^^ 


J3T 

in  His  courts  to   -  day:  Day  of  all    the  week  the  best,  Em-blem  of      e-ter-nal       rest. 
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Day    of     all       the  week  the    best,   Em  -  blem  of       e  -  ter  •  nal      rest. 
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2  While  we  pray  for  pardoning  grace, 
Through  the  dear  Redeemer's  name, 
Show  Thy  reconciled  face,  — 

Take  away  our  sin  and  shame ; 
From  our  worldly  cares  set  free, 
May  we  rest  this  day  in  Thee ! 


3  Here  we  come  Thy  name  to  praise, 
Let  us  feel  Thy  presence  near ; 

May  Thy  glory  meet  our  eyes, 
While  we  in  Thy  house  appear: 

Here  afford  us,  Lord,  a  taste 

Of  our  everlasting  feast. 


4  May  Thy  gospel's  joyful  sound 
Conquer  sinners,  comfort  saints; 
May  the  fruits  of  grace  abound, 
Bring  relief  to  all  complaints : 
Thus  may  all  our  Sabbaths  prove 
Till  we  join  the  Church  above. 

John  Newton 
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LANESBORO    cm. 


The  Lord's  Day 
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Arr.  by  Lowell  Mason 
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Lord !    in    the  morn  -  ing     Thou  shalt    hear       My  voice     as    -    cend  -  ing  high ; 
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di  -  rect       my    prayer,        To  Thee       will 
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2  Up  to  the  hills  where  Christ  is  gone 

To  plead  for  all  His  saints, 
Presenting  at  His  Father's  throne 
Our  songs  and  our  complaints. 

3  Thou  art  a  God  before  whose  sight 

The  wicked  shall  not  stand ; 
Sinners  shall  ne'er  be  Thy  delight, 
Nor  dwell  at  Thy  right  hand. 
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1  £arly,  my  God,  without  delay 
I  haste  to  seek  Thy  face  ; 
***y  thirsty  spirit  faints  away 
vVithout  Thy  cheering  grace. 

-So  pilgrims  on  the  scorching  sand, 
Beneath  a  burning  sky, 
*-°ng  for  a  cooling  stream  at  hand, 
And  they  must  drink  or  die. 


4  But  to  Thy  house  will  I  resort, 

To  taste  Thy  mercies  there  ; 
I  will  frequent  Thy  holy  court, 
And  worship  in  Thy  fear. 

5  O,  may  Thy  spirit  guide  my  feet 

In  ways  of  righteousness  ; 
Make  every  path  of  duty  straight, 
And  plain  before  my  face. 

Isaac  Watts 


3  I  Ve  seen  Thv  glory  and  Thy  power, 

Through  all  Thv  temple  shine : 
My  God,  repeat  that  heavenly  hour, 
That  vision  so  divine. 

4  Not  life  itself,  with  all  its  joys, 

Can  my  best  passions  move, 
Or  raise  so  high  my  cheerful  voice, 
As  Thy  forgiving  love. 


5  Thus  till  my  last  expiring  day 
I'll  bless  my  God  and  King ; 
Thus  will  I  lift  my  hands  to  pray. 
And  tune  my  lips  to  sing. 

Isaac  Watts 
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The  Lord's  Day 
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Thy  courts  have  met,    Mil  -  lions  this  day 
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Their  fa  -  ces     Zi  -  on  -  ward  were  set,    Vows  with  their  lips    to       Thee  they  vowed.    A  -    men. 


2  Still  as  the  light  of  morning  broke 

O'er  island,  continent,  and  deep, 
Thy  far-spread  family  awoke, 
Sabbath  all  round  the  world  to  keep. 

3  From  east  to  west  the  sun  surveyed, 


4  Not  angel- trumpets  sound  more  clear, 
Not  elders'  harps,  nor  seraphs'  lays, 
Yield  sweeter  music  to  Thine  ear 
Than  humble  prayer  and  thankful  praise. 


5  And  not  a  prayer,  a  tear,  a  sigh. 

From  north  to  south,  adoring  throngs ;  Hath  failed  this  day  some  suit  to  gain; 

And  still  where  evening  stretched  her  shade,  To  those  in  trouble  Thou  wert  nigh, 

The  stars  came  forth  to  hear  their  songs.  Not  one  hath  sought  Thy  face  in  vain. 

6  Yet  one  prayer  more,  and  be  it  one 

In  which  both  Heaven  and  earth  accord: 


Fulfil  Thy  promise  to  Thy  Son, 


Let  all  that  breathe  call  Jesus  Lord. 
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To  that  our  longing  souls    a-spire   With  cheer-ful  hope  and  strong  de-sire.      A  -  MEN- 
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The  Lord's  Day 


iNo  more  fatigue,  no  more  distress, 
Nor  sin,  nor  death  shall  reach  the  place ; 
No  groans  shall  mingle  with  the  songs 
Resounding  from  immortal  tongues ; 


3  No  rude  alarms  of  raging  foes, 
No  cares  to  break  the  long  repose, 
No  midnight  shade,  no  clouded  sun, 
But  sacred,  high,  eternal  noon. 


4  O  long-expected  day,  begin, 
Dawn  on  these  realms  of  woe  and  sin ; 
Fain  would  we  leave  this  weary  road, 
And  sleep  in  death,  to  rest  witn  God. 


Philip  Doddridge 


Praise  to  God 
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NEWCASTLE   8,6,8,8,6 
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2  The  spirits  that  surround  Thy  throne 

May  bear  the  burning  bliss  ; 
But  tnat  is  surely  theirs  alone, 
Since  they  have  never,  never  known 

A  fallen  world  like  this. 

3  0!  how  shall  I,  whose  native  sphere 

Is  dark,  whose  mind  is  dim, 
Before  the  Ineffable  appear, 
And  on  my  naked  spirit  bear 

The  uncreated  beam  ? 
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4  There  is  a  way  for  man  to  rise 

To  that  sublime  abode,  — 
An  offering  and  a  sacrifice, 
A  Holy  Spirit's  energies, 

An  advocate  with  God. 

5  These,  these  prepare  us  for  the  sight 

Of  holiness  above : 
The  sons  of  ignorance  and  night 
May  dwell  in  the  eternal  Light, 

Through  the  eternal  Love. 


Praise  to  God 
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God     the  Lord     a       King    re  -  main  -  eth,   Robed  in       His     own    glo  -  rious    light 
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God  hath   robed   Him,  and     He  reign  -  eth,     He    hath    gird  -  ed       Him   with  might. 
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Al    -  le  -  lu  -  ia!    Al    -   le  -  lu  -  ia!    God   is  King  in    depth  and  height.  A-  men. 
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2  In  her  everlasting  station 

Earth  is  poised,  to  swerve  no  more ; 
Thou  hast  laid  Thy  throne's  foundation, 
From  all  time  where  thought  can  soar. 

Alleluia  !     Alleluia  ! 
Lord,  Thou  art  for  evermore. 

3  Lord,  the  water-floods  have  lifted. 

Ocean  floods  have  lift  their  roar ; 
Now  they  pause  where  they  have  drifted, 
Now  they  burst  upon  the  shore. 

Alleluia  !     Alleluia ! 
For  the  ocean's  sounding  store. 
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4  With  all  tones  of  waters  blending, 

Glorious  is  the  breaking  deep ! 
Glorious,  beauteous,  without  ending, 
God,  who  reigns  on  Heaven's  high  stee 

Alleluia !    Alleluia ! 
Songs  of  ocean  never  sleep. 

5  Lord,  the  words  Thy  lips  are  telling 

Are  the  perfect  verity : 
Of  Thine  high  eternal  dwelling 

Holiness  shall  inmate  be ! 
Alleluia !     Alleluia ! 
Pure  is  all  that  lives  with  Thee. 

JohnKebk 
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Praise  to  God 


P.  M. 


i  Praise,  my  soul,  the  King  of  Heaven ; 
To  His  feet  thy  tribute  bring: 
Ransomed,  healed,  restored,  forgiven, 
Who  like  me  His  praise  should  sing? 

Praise  Him  !  praise  Him  ! 
Praise  the  everlasting  King ! 

2  Praise  Him  for  His  grace  and  favor 
To  our  fathers  in  distress ; 
Praise  Him,  still  the  same  forever, 
Slow  to  chide,  and  swift  to  bless. 

Praise  Him !  praise  Him  ! 
Glorious  in  His  faithfulness  ! 
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ST.   MARGARET    cm. 


3  Father-like,  He  tends  and  spares  us ; 

Well  our  feeble  frame  He  knows. 
In  His  hands  He  gently  bears  us, 
Rescues  us  from  all  our  foes. 
Praise  Him  !  praise  Him ! 
Widely  as  His  mercy  flows! 

4  Angels,  help  us  to  adore  Him,  — 

Ye  behold  Him  face  to  face ; 
Sun  and  moon,  bow  down  before  Him ; 
Dwellers  all  in  time  and  space, 

Praise  Him!  praise  Him! 
Praise  with  us  the  God  of  grace ! 

Henry  F.  Lyte 
James  Turle 
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How  beau-ti  -  ful   Thy   mer  -  cy  -    seat,       In  depths  of  burn-ing    light!     A  -  men. 
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2  How  dread  are  Thine  eternal  years, 

O  everlasting  Lord ! 
By  prostrate  spirits,  day  and  night, 
Incessantly  adored ! 

^  O,  how  I  fear  Thee,  living  God  ! 
With  deepest,  tenderest  fears, 
•^**d  worship  Thee  with  trembling  hope, 
And  penitential  tears. 


4  Yet  I  may  love  Thee  too,  O  Lord, 

Almighty  as  Thou  art ; 
For  Thou  hast  stooped  to  ask  of  me 
The  love  of  my  poor  heart. 

5  No  earthly  father  loves  like  Thee, 

No  mother  half  so  mild 
Hears  and  forbears  as  Thou  hast  done 
With  me  Thy  sinful  child. 
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6  Father  of  Jesus,  love's  Reward ! 
What  rapture  will  it  be, 
Prostrate  before  Thv  throne  to  lie, 
And  gaze  and  gaze  on  Thee  ! 

Frederick  W 
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Praise  to  God 


LAUDAMUS    t.  m. 
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2  Sun,  moon,  and  stars  fulfil 

Their  times  by  Thee ; 
Angels  to  do  Thy  will 

Fleet  lightnings  be ; 
Rain,  hail,  and  frost  and  snow, 
And  all  the  winds  that  blow, 

Are  at  Thy  nod ; 
Oceans  and  tempests  know 

Their  mighty  God. 

3  Thou  breathest  on  the  earth, 

And  there  is  spring  ; 
Leaf-buds  come  bursting  forth, 

All  the  birds  sing : 
Flocks  on  the  hills  are  seen, 
Herds  on  the  meadows  green ; 

Forests  rejoice ; 
All  that  had  silent  been, 

Lifts  up  its  voice. 


4  Thou  art  our  fortress  strong, 

Our  sun  and  shield  ; 
Thou  art  our  triumph-song 

On  battle-field  ; 
By  Thee  we  vanquish  still 
World-foe  and  carnal  will,  — 

All  Hell's  array : 
Thou  wilt  Thy  plan  fulfil, 

Plot  as  they  may. 

5  Lord  God  Omnipotent, 

Bide  with  Thy  flock ; 
O  keep  them,  when  they  faint, 

Safe  on  the  Rock; 
Show  them  Thy  tender  grace, 
And  the  light  of  Thy  face 

To  them  accord. 
Praise  to  Thy  Holiness, 

Praise  to  the  Lord  ! 

Walter  C  Smith 
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Praise  to  God 
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Be  •  gin,    my  tongue,  some  heaven  -  ly    theme,      And  speak  some  boundless  thing,  — 
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e  •  ter  -  nal  King.    A  •  men. 


2  Tell  of  His  wondrous  faithfulness, 
And  sound  His  power  abroad ; 
Sing  the  sweet  promise  of  His  grace, 
And  the  performing  God. 


3  His  very  word  of  grace  is  strong 
As  that  which  built  the  skies ; 
The  voice  that  rolls  the  stars  along 
Speaks  all  the  promises. 


4  O,  might  I  hear  Thy  heavenly  tongue 
But  whisper,  Thou  art  mine ! 
Those  gentle  words  should  raise  my  song 
To  notes  almost  divine. 


Isaac  Watts 
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1  And  now  the  wants  are  told  that  brought 
Thy  children  to  Thy  knee : 
Here  lingering  still,  we  ask  for  naught, 
But  simply  worship  Thee. 

2  The  hope  of  Heaven's  eternal  days 
Absorbs  not  all  the  heart 
That  gives  Thee  glory,  love,  and  praise 
For  being  what  Thou  art. 


3  O  Thou,  above  all  blessing  blest, 

O'er  thanks  exalted  far, 

Thy  very  greatness  is  a  rest 

To  weaklings  as  we  are. 

4  All  glory  to  the  Father  be, 

All  glory  to  the  Son, 
All  glory,  Holy  Ghost,  to  Thee, 
While  endless  ages  run. 

William  Bright 
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1  Come,  let  us  lift  our  joyful  eyes 

Up  to  the  courts  aoove, 
And  smile  to  see  our  Father  there, 
Upon  a  throne  of  love. 

2  Now  we  may  bow  before  His  feet, 

And  venture  near  the  Lord ; 
No  fiery  cherub  guards  His  seat, 
Nor  double-flaming  sword. 


3  The  peaceful  gates  of  heavenly  bliss 

Are  opened  Dy  the  Son  ; 
High  let  us  raise  our  notes  of  praise, 
And  reach  the  almighty  throne. 

4  To  Thee,  ten  thousand  thanks  we  bring, 

Great  Advocate  on  high, 
And  glory  to  the  eternal  King, 
Who  lays  His  amrer  bv. 
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Praise  to  God 
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The  Lord  our  God  is     full      of     might,  The  winds  o    •    bey      His       will ; 
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speaks,  and,      in      His  heavenly  height,  The  roll 
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2  Rebel,  ye  waves !  and  o'er  the  land 

With  threatening  aspect  roar; 

The  Lord  uplifts  His  awful  hand, 

And  chains  you  to  the  shore. 

3  Ye  winds  of  night,  your  force  combine ; 

Without  His  high  behest 
Ye  shall  not,  in  the  mountain-pine, 
Disturb  the  sparrow's  nest. 
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4  His  voice  sublime  is  heard  afar, 

In  distant  peals  it  dies ; 
He  yokes  the  whirlwind  to  His  car 
And  sweeps  the  howling  skies. 

5  Ye  sons  of  earth,  in  reverence  beni 

Ye  monarchs,  wait  His  nod, 
And  bid  the  choral  song  ascend 
To  celebrate  our  God. 

Henry  Kirke  Wl 
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And      un  -  der-neath  His    feet  He  cast    The   dark-ness  of    the      sky.  A  -  I 
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Praise  to  God 


2  On  cherub  and  on  cherubim 

Full  royally  He  rode ; 
And  on  the  wings  of  all  the  winds 
Came  flying  all  abroad. 

3  He  sat  serene  upon  the  floods, 

Their  fury  to  restrain ; 
And  He  as  sovereign  Lord  and  King 
For  evermore  shall  reign. 


8T.  ANNE    cm. 


4  The  Lord  will  give  His  people  strength 

Whereby  they  shall  increase ; 
And  He  will  bless  His  chosen  flock 
With  everlasting  peace. 

5  Give  glory  to  His  awful  name, 

Ana  honor  Him  alone ; 
Give  worship  to  His  majesty 
Upon  His  holy  throne. 

Thomas  Sternhold 
Ascribed  to  William  Croft 
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And     Ev  -  er  -  last  -  ing      Fa  -  ther  art,      By      all     the  earth  a  •   dored. 
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2  To  Thee  all  angels  cry  aloud ; 
To  Thee  the  powers  on  high, 
Both  cherubim  and  seraphim, 
Continually  do  cry : 

3  O  Holy,  Holy,  Holy  Lord, 

Whom  heavenly  hosts  obey, 
"The  world  is  with  the  glory  filled 
Of  Thy  majestic  sway ! 


C.  M. 

1  Through  all  the  changing  scenes  of  life, 

In  trouble  and  in  joy, 
The  praises  of  my  God  shall  still 
My  heart  and  tongue  employ. 

2  C>f  His  deliverance  I  will  boast, 

Till  all,  who  are  distress'd, 
^rom  my  example  comfort  take, 
And  charm  their  griefs  to  rest. 

^   O    magnify  the  Lord  with  me, 
With  me  exalt  His  name ; 
^fhen  in  distress  to  Him  I  called, 
He  to  my  rescue  came. 


4  The  apostles'  glorious  company, 

And  prophets  crowned  with  light, 
With  all  the  martyrs'  noble  host, 
Thy  constant  praise  recite. 

5  The  Holy  Church  throughout  the  world, 

O  Lord,  confesses  Thee, 
That  Thou  Eternal  Father  art, 
Of  boundless  majesty. 

Tate  and  Brady 


4  The  hosts  of  God  encamp  around 

The  dwellings  of  the  just ; 
Deliverance  He  affords  to  all 
Who  on  His  succor  trust. 

5  O  make  but  trial  of  His  love; 

Experience  will  decide 
How  blest  are  they,  and  only  they, 
Who  in  His  truth  confide. 

6  Fear  Him,  ye  saints!  and  ye  will  then 

Have  nothing  else  to  fear: 
Make  ye  His  service  your  delight,  — 
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With    all        the         blue  e 


C*-      r   -?■•    i  i    i       ii  i 


the    -    rial       sky, 


i  ii       11 

i 

And  span  -  gled  heav'ns,      a    shin    -    ing     frame,        Their 


iS^- 


v- 


i 


■IB- 


J- 


-&- 


rrrr 


19- 


I  I 


*9r 


great        O    -  rig  -  i  -  nal       pro  -  claim.    Th'  unwear  -  ied  sun,    from  day      to  day 


8F& 


J2J_rjJ_j^_j  >J_ 


I 


IJ.    _ ji — i  ,  i    J 


32~r 


£ 


J. 


Does   his 


Cre  -  a 


tor's  power      dis  -  play,      And  pub    •    lish  -  es 


to 


i 


j  j.    j 


s*- r ■  r-r^r'r"- -  tt?- 'if 


-*■ 


* 


■&. 


i 

ev 


'ry    land         The   work         of      an 


al  -  might  -  y     hand. 


I 


t=t 


ni      e> 


r  r 
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Praise  to  God 


Soon  as  the  evening  shades  prevail, 
The  moon  takes  up  the  wondrous  tale, 
And  nightly  to  the  listening  earth 
Repeats  the  story  of  her  birth ; 
Whilst  all  the  stars  that  round  her  burn, 
And  all  the  planets  in  their  turn, 
Confirm  the  tidings  as  they  roll, 
And  spread  the  truth  from  pole  to  pole. 


ANGELS   HOLY     p.  m. 


3  What  though  in  solemn  silence  all 
Move  round  this  dark  terrestrial  ball ; 
What  though  no  real  voice  nor  sound 
Amidst  their  radiant  orbs  be  found,  — 
In  reason's  ear  they  all  rejoice, 
And  utter  forth  a  glorious  voice, 
Forever  singing  as  they  shine : 
"  The  hand  that  made  us  is  divine." 

Joseph  Addison 
Ernest  Abbott 
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An-gels  ho-ly,  High  and  low  -  ly,     Sing  the  prais-es      of    the  Lord  !  Earth  and  sky,  all 
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liv-ing  na-ture,  Man,  the  stamp  of  thy  Creator,  Praise  ye,  praise  ye     God  the  Lord !  A-men. 
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N.  B.  — This  tune  should  be  sung  in  unison,  with  the  final  phrase  and  the  "Amen  "  in  full  harmony 


V 


2  Ocean  hoary, 
Tell  His  glory ; 
Cliffs,  where  tumbling  seas  have  roared, 
lse  of  waters,  blithely  beating, 
ave  advancing,  wave  retreating, 
Jraise  ye,  praise  ye  God  the  Lord ! 


3  Rock  and  highland, 
Wood  and  island, 
^Trag  where  eagle's  pride  hath  soared, 
^*  *  jghty  mountains  purple-breasted, 
^  ^aks  cloud-clearing,  snowy-crested, 
Praise  ye,  praise  ye  God  the  Lord ! 


4  Rolling  river, 
Praise  Him  ever, 

From  the  mountains'  deep  vein  poured ; 
Silver  fountain,  clearly  gushing, 
Troubled  torrent,  wildly  rushing, 

Praise  ye,  praise  ye  God  the  Lord  ! 

5  Bond  and  freeman, 
Land  and  seaman, 

Earth  with  peoples  wisely  stored, 
Wanderer  lone  o'er  prairies  ample, 
Full-voiced  choir  in  costly  temple, 

Praise  ye,  praise  ye  God  the  Lord ! 


6  Praise  Him  ever, 
Bounteous  Giver; 
Praise  Him,  Father,  Friend,  and  Lord ! 
Each  glad  soul  its  free  course  winging, 
Each  glad  voice  its  free  song  singing, 
Praise  the  great  and  mighty  Lord ! 


Praise  to  God 
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Know  that  the  Lord  is     God    a-  lone:    He   can  ere  -  ate,  and      He   de-stroy.  A-men. 


2  His  sovereign  power,  without  our  aid,  4  We  '11  crowd  Thygates  with  thankful  songs, 

Made  us  of  clay,  and  formed  us  men  ;  High  as  the  heaven  our  voices  raise ; 

And  when,  like  wandering  sheep,  we  strayed,      And  earth,  with  her  ten  thousand  tongues, 
He  brought  us  to  His  fold  again.  Shall  fill  Thy  courts  with  sounding  praise. 


3  We  are  His  people ;  we  His  care  ; 

Our  souls,  and  all  our  mortal  frame : 
What  lasting  honors  shall  we  rear, 
Almighty  Maker,  to  Thy  name  ? 


5  Wide  as  the  world  is  Thy  command : 
Vast  as  eternity  Thy  love  ; 
Firm  as  a  rock  Thy  truth  shall  stand, 
When  rolling  years  shall  cease  to  move. 

Isaac  Watts 
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i  Ye  nations  round  the  earth,  rejoice,  3  Enter  His  gates  with  songs  of  joy, 

Before  the  Lord,  your  sovereign  King ;  With  praises  to  His  courts  repair ; 

Serve  Him  with  cheerful  heart  and  voice ;  And  make  it  your  divine  employ 

With  all  your  tongues  His  glory  sing.  To  pay  your  thanks  and  honors  there. 


2  The  Lord  is  God ;  't  is  He  alone 

Doth  life,  and  breath,  and  being  give  ; 
We  are  His  work,  and  not  our  own ; 
The  sheep  that  on  His  pastures  live. 


4  The  Lord  is  good,  the  Lord  is  kind. 
Great  is  His  grace,  His  mercy  sure ; 
And  the  whole  race  of  man  shall  find 
His  truth  from  age  to  age  endure. 

Isaac  Watts 
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1   From  all  that  dwell  below  the  skies 
Let  the  Creator's  praise  arise : 
Let  the  Redeemer's  name  be  sung 
Through  every  land,  by  ever)'  tongue. 


2  Eternal  are  Thy  mercies,  Lord ; 
Eternal  truth  attends  Thy  word  ; 
Thy  praise  shall  sound  from  shore  to  shore, 
Till  suns  shall  rise  and  set  no  more. 

Isaac  Watts 


Praise  to  God 
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O      Ho-ly,  Ho  -  ly,        Ho  -  ly         Lord  !  Bright  in  Thy  deeds  and   in        Thy      name. 
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For  -  ev  -  er     be  Thy    name  a  -  dored,  Thy  glo-ries  let 

ii  i 


the  world  pro-claim  !  A  -  men. 
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2  0  Jesus,  Lamb  once  crucified 
To  take  our  load  of  sins  away, 
Thine  be  the  hymn  that  rolls  its  lay 
Along  the  realms  of  upper  day ! 


3  O  Holy  Spirit  from  above, 

In  streams  of  light  and  glory  giv'n. 
Thou  source  of  ecstasy  and  love, 

Thy  praises  ring  through  earth  and  Heaven! 


4  O  God  Triune,  to  Thee  we  owe 

Our  ever)*  thought,  our  every  song ; 
And  ever  may  Thy  praises  flow 

From  saint  and  seraph's  burning  tongue. 

James  W.  Eastburn 
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i  The  Lord  is  King !     Lift  up  thy  voice,  4  He  reigns !  Ye  saints,  exalt  your  strains, 
0 earth,  and  all  ye  heavens,  rejoice  !  Your  God  is  King,  your  Father  reigns; 

From  world  to  world  the  joy  shall  ring  :       And  He  is  at  the  Father's  side,  — 
The  Lord  Omnipotent  is  King.  The  Man  of  Love,  the  Crucified ! 

2  The  Lord  is  King  !  Who  then  shall  dare  5  O.  when  His  wisdom  can  mistake, 
Resist  His  will,  distrust  His  care,  His  might  decay,  His  love  forsake, — 

Or  murmur  at  His  wise  decrees,  Then  may  His  children  cease  to  sing, 

Or  doubt  His  royal  promises  ?  The  Lord  Omnipotent  is  King  ! 


3  The  Lord  is  King !     Child  of  the  dust, 
The  Judge  of  all  the  earth  is  just ; 
Holy  and  true  are  all  His  ways : 
Let  every  creature  speak  His  praise. 


6  One  Lord,  one  empire,  all  secures ; 
He  reigns,  and  life  and  death  are  yours : 
Through  earth  and  Heavenone  song  shall  ring, 
The  Lord  Omnipotent  is  Kinfc*. 


^  Praise  to  God 
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Praise  Him,   all      ye 
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hosts     a  -   bove,       Ev    -    er  bright  and      fair      in      love ! 
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Sun  and  moon,  up  -  lift  your    voice ;  Night  and  stars,  in      God  re  -  joice.       A 


MEN. 
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2  Chant  His  honor,  ocean  fair ! 

Earth,  soft  rushing  through  the  air : 
Sunshine,  darkness,  cloud  and  storm, 
Rain  and  snow,  His  praise  perform. 
Let  the  blossoms  of  the  earth 
Join  the  universal  mirth  ; 
Birds,  with  morn  and  dew  elate, 
Sing  with  joy  at  Heaven's  gate. 


3  Warriors  fighting  for  the  Lord, 
Prophets  burning  with  His  word, 
Men  and  women,  young  and  old, 
Raise  the  anthem  manifold ; 
And  let  children's  happy  hearts 
I  n  this  worship  bear  their  parts : 
Holy.  Holy,  Holy  One, 
Glory  be  to  God  alone  ! 

Stopford  A.  Brook* 


Praise  to 
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i  Heralds  of  creation,  cry :  2 

"  Praise  the  Lord,  the  Lord  most  high ! " 
Heaven  and  earth,  obey  the  call ; 
Praise  the  Lord,  the  Lord  of  all ! 
For  He  spake,  and  forth  from  night 
Sprang  the  universe  to  light ; 
He  commanded,  —  nature  heard, 
And  stood  fast  upon  His  word. 
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tions,   praise  the      Lord; 


God 


Praise  Him,  all  ye  hosts  above, 
Spirits  perfected  in  love  ! 
Sun  and  moon,  your  voices  raise ; 
Sing,  ye  stars,  your  Maker's  praise. 
High  above  all  height  His  throne ; 
Excellent  His  name  alone : 
Him  let  all  His  works  confess  ! 
Him  let  all  His  children  bless ! 

James  Montgomery 
Arr.  by  John  P.  Wilkes 
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Heaven  and  earth,  with  loud  ac-cord,  Praise  the      Lord,  for  -  ev  -  er  praise :    A  -  men. 


2  For  His  truth  and  mercy  stand, 
Past,  and  present,  and  to  be, 
Like  the  years  of  His  right  hand, 
Like  His  own  eternity. 
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Heaven  and  earth,  and  sea  and  air, 
Still  their  Maker's  praise  declare  ; 
Thou,  my  soul,  as  loudly  sing, 
To  thy  God  thy  praises  bring. 

:     See  the  sun  his  power  awakes, 
As  through  clouds  his  glory  breaks ; 
See  the  moon  and  stars  of  light 
Praising  God  in  stillest  night. 

3  See  how  God  this  rolling  globe 
Swathes  with  beauty  like  a  robe ; 
Forests,  fields,  and  living  things 
Each  its  Maker's  glory  sings. 
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3  Praise  Him,  ye  who  know  His  love; 
Praise  Him  from  the  depths  beneath ; 
Praise  Him  in  the  heights  above; 
Praise  your  Maker,  all  that  breathe. 

James  Montgomery 

4  Through  the  air  Thy  praises  meet, 
Birds  are  singing  clear  and  sweet; 
Fire  and  storm  and  wind,  Thy  will 
As  Thy  ministers  fulfil. 

5  The  ocean  waves  Thy  glory  tell, 
At  Thy  touch  they  sink  and  swell ; 
From  the  well-spring  to  the  sea, 
Rivers  murmur,  Lord,  of  Thee. 

6  Ah,  mv  (iod,  what  wonders  lie 
Hid  in  Thine  infinity  ! 
Stamp  upon  my  inmost  heart 
What  I  am.  and  what  Thou  art. 
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Praise  to  God 


IOO    ROSE   HILL    L.M. 


J.  £.  Sweetser 
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Lord  of     all     be    -  ing,  throned  a  -  far,        Thy  glo  -  ry    flames  from  sun  and  star ; 
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Centre  and  soul     of   ev  -   'ry  sphere,   Yet  to  each  lov    -  ing  heart  how  near. 
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2  Sun  of  our  life.  Thy  quickening  ray 
Sheds  on  our  path  the  glow  of  day ; 
Star  of  our  hope,  Thy  softened  light 
Cheers  the  long  watches  of  the  night. 


4  Lord  of  all  life,  below,  above, 

Whose  light  is  truth,  whose  warmth  is  love, 
Before  Thy  ever-blazing  throne 
We  ask  no  lustre  of  our  own. 


3  Our  midnight  is  Thy  smile  withdrawn ;  5  Grant  us  Thy  truth  to  make  us  free, 
Our  noontide  is  Thy  gracious  dawn  ;  And  kindly  hearts  that  burn  for  Thee, 

Our  rainbow  arch,  Thy  mercy's  sign  ;  Till  all  Thy  living  altars  claim 

All,  save  the  clouds  of  sin,  are  Thine.  One  holy  light,  one  heavenly  flame. 

Oliver  Wendell  Holmes 
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My  God,  my  King,  Thy    va-rious  praise  Shall  fill  the   rem-nant      of 
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Thy  grace  employ  my  hum-ble  tongue  Till  death  and  glo-ry      raise  the  song.      A -MEN. 
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Praise  to  God 


tve  wings  of  every  hour  shall  bear 
°me  thankful  tribute  to  Thine  ear ; 
o\d  ever}'  setting  sun  shall  see 
*tw  works  of  duty  done  for  Thee. 


3  Let  distant  times  and  nations  raise 
The  long  succession  of  Thy  praise ; 
And  unborn  ages  make  my  song 
The  joy  and  labor  of  their  tongue. 


4  But  who  can  speak  Thy  wondrous  deeds  ? 
Thy  greatness  all  our  thoughts  exceeds ; 
Vast  and  unsearchable  Thy  ways  ! 
Vast  and  immortal  be  Thy  praise ! 

Isaac  Watts 


2    ITALIAN  HYMN    6, 4 


Felice  Giardini 
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lome,  Thou  al-might-y  King,    Help  us  Thy  name     to  sing,      Help  us     to  praise.      Father  all 
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ri-  ous,  O'er  all  vie  -  to  -  ri-ous,     Come  and  reign    o  -  ver  us,  An-cient  of    Days.       A  •  men. 
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■sus,  our  Lord,  arise, 
atter  our  enemies, 
Vnd  make  them  fall. 
Thine  almighty  aid 
sure  defence  be  made, 
J*ouls  on  Thee  be  stayed 
>rd,  hear  our  call. 

^,  thou  Incarnate  Word, 
on  Thy  mighty  sword, 
*r  prayer  attend ; 
->  and  Thy  people  bless, 
give  Thy  word  success : 
t  of  holiness, 
us  descend. 


4  Come,  Holy  Comforter, 
Thy  sacred  witness  bear, 

In  this  glad  hour; 
Thou,  who  almighty  art, 
Now  rule  in  every  heart, 
And  ne'er  from  us  depart, 

Spirit  of  power. 

5  To  the  great  One  in  Three 
The  highest  praises  be, 

Hence  evermore. 
His  sovereign  majesty 
May  we  in  glory  see, 
And  to  eternity 


Praise  to  God 

I03     LUTHER'S   HYMN     p.m. 


J.  Klug's  Gesangboch,  153 
Adapted  by  Martin  Luthei 
Harmonized  by  Vincent  N 
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Sing  praise  to  God  who  reigns  above,  The  God  of  all     ere    -    a    -     tion,  The  God  of  power, 


God    of     love,  The  God  of    our      sal  -    va    -    tion ;  With  heal-ing     balm  my      soul  He    f 
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And     cv  -  'ry  faith  -  less     mur-mur  stills :  To    God  all     praise  and     glo    -    ry. 
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2  The  Angel-host,  O  King  of  kings, 

Thy  praise  forever  telling. 
In  earth  and  sky  all  living  things 

Beneath  Thy  shadow  dwelling. 
Adore  the  wisdom  which  could  span. 
And  power  which  formed  creation's  plan : 

To  God  all  praise  and  glory. 

3  What  God's  almighty  power  hath  made, 

His  gracious  mercy  keepeth  ; 
By  morning  glow  or  evening  shade 

His  watchful  eye  ne'er  sleepeth  ; 
Within  the  kingdom  of  His  might, 
Lo  !  all  is  just  and  all  is  right : 

To  God  all  praise  and  glory. 


4  The  Lord  is  never  far  away, 

But,  through  all  grief  distressing, 
An  ever-present  help  and  stay, 

Our  peace  and  joy  and  blessing ; 
As  with  a  mother's  tender  hand. 
He  leads  His  own,  His  chosen  bam 

To  God  all  praise  and  glory. 

5  Thus  all  my  toilsome  way  along, 

I  sing  aloud  Thy  praises, 
That  men  may  hear  the  grateful  so 

Mv  voice  unwearied  raises : 
Be  joyful  in  the  Lord,  my  heart : 
Both  soul  and  body  bear  your  part 

To  God  all  praise  and  glory. 

Johana  J.  SchQct 
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Lord,  Thou  hast  been  our  dwelling-place 

In  every  generation ; 
Thy  people  still  have  known  Thy  grace, 

And  blessed  Thy  consolation ; 
Through  every  age  Thou  heardst  our  cry ; 
Through  every  age  we  found  Thee  nigh, 

Our  strength  and  our  salvation. 


Praise  to  God 


2  Our  cleaving  sins  we  oft  have  wept, 
And  oft  Thy  patience  proved ; 
But  still  Thy  faith  we  fast  have  kept, 

Thy  name  we  still  have  loved  ; 
And  Thou  hast  kept  and  loved  us  well, 
Hast  granted  us  in  Thee  to  dwell, 
Unshaken,  unremove*d. 


3  No,  nothing  from  Thine  arms  of  love 
Shall  Thine  own  people  sever; 
Our  Helper  never  will  remove, 

Our  God  will  fail  us  never. 
Thy  people,  Lord,  have  dwelt  in  Thee, 
Our  dwelling-place  Thou  still  wilt  be 
Forever  and  forever. 

Thomas  H.  GUI 


05     HARMONY    cm. 


Ella  M.  Foster 


The    Lord    hath  build  -  ed      for  Him -self,     He  needs    no     earth  -  ly     dome; 
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E    -    ter  -  ni  -   ty      His    home.      A-men. 
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2  Earth  is  His  altar:  Nature  there 

Her  daily  tribute  pays : 
The  elements  upon  Him  wait ; 
The  seasons  roll  His  praise. 

3  Where  shall  I  see  Him  ?    How  describe 

J1*  Dread,  Eternal  One  ? 
His  footprints  are  in  every  place, 
Himself  is  found  in  none. 


4  He  sets  His  foot  upon  the  hills. 

And  earth  beneath  Him  quakes: 
He  walks  upon  the  hurricane. 
And  in  the  thunder  speaks. 

5  Praise  to  the  Holiest  in  the  height, 

And  in  the  depth  be  praise, 
In  all  His  words  most  wonderful, 
Most  sure  in  all  His  wa^s. 


Praise  to  God 
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Hark  !  the  voice  e  -  ter  -  nal,  Robed  in  ma-  jes    -    ty, 
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Earth  and  sea     and      sky ;    Hark !  in  count-less  num  -  bers    All    the  an  -  gel  -  throng 
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Hail  ere  -  a  -  tion's  morning  With  one  burst  of     song. 
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High  in      re  -  gal    glo  -  r 
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'Mid      e  -  ter  -  nal    light, 
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Reign,  O   King  Im-mor-tal,Ho-ly,    In  -  fi 
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2  Bright  the  world  and  glorious. 
Calm  both  earth  and  sea. 
Noble  in  its  grandeur 
Stood  man's  purity  : 
Came  the  great  transgression. 

Came  the  saddening  fall, 
Death  and  desolation 
Breathing  over  all. 
Still  in  regal  glory, 

'Mid  eternal  light, 
Reigned  the  King  Immortal, 
Holy,  Infinite. 
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3  Long  the  nations  waited, 

Through  the  troubled  night, 
Looking,  longing,  yearning 

For  the  promised  light. 
Prophets  saw  the  morning 

Breaking  far  away, 
Minstrels  sang  the  splendor 
Of  that  opening  day. 
Whilst  in  regal  glory, 

'Mid  eternal  light, 
Reigned  the  King  Immortal, 
Holv,  Infinite. 


Praise  to  God 


4  Brightly  dawned  the  Advent 
Of  the  new-born  King; 
Joyously  the  watchers 

Heard  the  angels  sing. 
Sadly  closed  the  evening 

Of  His  hallowed  life, 
As  the  noontide  darkness 
Veiled  the  last  dread  strife. 
Lo  !  again  in  glory, 
'Mid  eternal  light, 
Reigns  the  King  Immortal, 
Holy,  Infinite. 

5  Lo  !  again  He  cometh, 
Robed  in  clouds  of  light, 
As  the  Judge  Eternal, 

Armed  with  power  and  might. 
Nations  to  His  footstool 
Gathered  then  shall  be  ; 
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Earth  shall  yield  her  treasures, 
And  her  dead,  the  sea. 
Till  the  trumpet  soundeth, 

'Mid  eternal  light, 
Reign,  Thou  King  Immortal, 
Holy,  Infinite. 

6  Jesu  !  Lord  and  Master, 

Prophet,  Priest,  and  King, 
To  Thy  feet  triumphant, 

Hallowed  praise  we  bring. 
Thine  the  pain  and  weeping, 

Thine  the  victory : 
Power  and  praise  and  honor 
Be,  O  Lord,  to  Thee. 
High  in  regal  glory, 
'Mid  eternal  light, 
Reign,  O  King  Immortal, 
Holy,  Infinite. 

John  Julian 
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O  Ho-ly,    Ho  -  ly,      Ho-ly   Lord !  Thou  God   of  hosts,    by 
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The  earth  and  heavens  are  full    of  Thee,  Thy  light,  Thy  power,Thy  ma  -  jes  -  ty.        Amen. 
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2  Loud  alleluias  to  Thy  name, 
Angels  and  seraphim  proclaim  ; 
By  all  the  powers  and  thrones  in  Heaven 
Eternal  praise  to  Thee  is  given. 
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3  Apostles  join  the  glorious  throng. 
And  swell  the  loud,  triumphant  song ; 
Prophets  and  martyrs  hear  the  sound. 
And  spread  the  alleluias  round. 


4  Glory  to  Thee,  O  God  most  high  ! 
Father,  we  praise  Thy  majesty  j 
The  Son,  the  Spirit  we  adore,  — 
One  Godhead,  blest  for  evermore  1 
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Praise  to  God 


TRINITY   CHURCH     us 


Charles  H.  Morse 
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*  Use  these  slurs  and  small  notes  in  all  verses  but  thtfin* 
t  Small  notes  in  brackets  for  5th  verse 


2  Unresting,  unhasting,  and  silent  as  light. 

Nor  wanting,  nor  wasting.  Thou  rulest  in  might; 

Thy  justice,  like  mountains  high  soaring  above 

Thy  clouds,  which  are  fountains  of  goodness  and  love. 

3  To  all,  life  Thou  givest,  —  to  both  great  and  small ; 
In  all  life  Thou  livest,  the  true  life  of  all; 

We  blossom  and  flourish  as  leaves  on  the  tree, 
And  wither  and  perish :  but  nought  changeth  Thee. 

4  To-day  and  to-morrow  with  Thee  still  are  now ; 
Nor  trouble,  nor  sorrow,  nor  care,  Lord,  hast  Thou ; 
Nor  passion  doth  fever,  nor  age  can  decay: 

The  same  God  forever  that  was  yesterday. 

5  Great  Father  of  Glory,  pure  Father  of  Light, 
Thine  angels  adore  Thee,  all  veiling  their  sight; 

15 ut  of  all  Thy  rich  graces  this  grace,  Lord,  impart : 
Take  the  veil  from  our  faces,  the  veil  from  our  heart. 

6  All  laud  we  would  render ;  O,  help  us  to  see 
'T  is  only  the  splendor  of  light  hideth  Thee ; 
And  so  let  Thy  glory  almighty  impart. 
Through  Christ  in  the  story,  Irhy  Christ  to  the  heart. 


Walter  C  Smith 
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Praise  to  God 
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Songs  of     praise  the      an  -  gels  sang,   Heaven  with    al    -    le    •   lu  -    ias    rang, 
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When  Je    -    ho  -  van's     work   be    •  gun,      When   He  spake,  and        it       was    done. 
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Songs  of    praise    a    -    woke   the    morn,     When  the   Prince  of      Peace  was    born; 
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Songs  of  praise    a       rose  when   He      Cap  •  tive     led     cap  -  tiv  -    i  -  ty.      A  -  men. 


heaven  and  earth  must  pass  away : 
ongs  of  praise  shall  crown  that  day, 
od  will  make  new  heavens,  new  earth  : 
°ngs  of  praise  shall  hail  their  birth, 
nd  shall  man  alone  be  dumb, 
JH  that  glorious  kingdom  come  ? 
°  *.  the  Church  delights  to  raise 
salms  and  hymns  and  songs  of  praise. 


3  Saints  below,  with  heart  and  voice, 
Still  in  songs  of  praise  rejoice  ; 
Learning  here,  by  faith  and  love, 
Songs  of  praise  to  sing  above. 
Borne  upon  their  latest  breath, 
Songs  of  praise  shall  conquer  death ; 
Then,  amidst  eternal  joy, 
Songs  of  praise  their  powers  employ. 


Praise  to  Christ 


IIO     NICOLAI    p.m. 


Philipp  Nicolai,  arr.  by  Aug.  Haupt 
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(       O      Morn-ing   Star !  how  fair  and  bright  Thou  beamest  forth  in   trust  and  light !  0 
f  Thou   Root   of      Jes  -  se,      Da-vid's   Son,  My  Lord  and  Bridegroom,  Thou  hast  won  My 


Sovereign  meek  and  low    -      ly,  [ 


heart  to  serve  Thee  sole 
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to  -  rious,  rich  in      bless  -  ing,  Rule  and  might  o'er  all    pos   -  sess    -    ing.       A-  MEN. 
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2  Thou  Heavenly  Brightness !  Light  Divine !  3 
O,  deep  within  my  heart  now  shine, 

And  make  Thee  there  an  altar ! 
Fill  me  with  joy  and  strength  to  be 
Thy  member,  ever  joined  to  Thee 

In  love  that  cannot  falter; 
Toward  Thee  longing  doth  possess  me, 
Turn  and  bless  me  ;  for  Thy  gladness 
Eye  and  heart  here  pine  in  sadness. 


But  if  Thou  look  on  me  in  love, 

There  straightways  falls  from  God  above 

A  ray  of  purest  pleasure  ; 
Thy  word  and  spirit,  flesh  and  blood, 
Refresh  my  soul  with  heavenly  food,  — 

Thou  art  my  hidden  treasure ; 
Let  Thy  grace,  Lord,  warm  and  cheer  me: 
O,  draw  near  me  :  Thou  hast  taught  us 
Thee  to  seek,  since  Thou  hast  sought  us 


4  Here  will  I  rest,  and  hold  it  fast. 
The  Lord  I  love  is  First  and  Last, 

The  End  as  the  Beginning  ! 
Here  I  can  calmly  die,  for  Thou 
Wilt  raise  me  where  Thou  dwellest  now, 

Above  all  tears,  all  sinning : 
Amen  !  Amen  !     Come,  Lord  Jesus, 
Soon  release  us ;  with  deep  yearning, 
Lord,  we  look  for  Thy  returning  ! 

Philipp  Nicolai 


ill     LUX  EOI    8,  7,  d. 


Praise  to  Christ 


Arthur  Sullivan 


•  z  r   r 


r 


fTf 


Hail,  thou  once    de  -  spis  -  ed    Je  -  sus  1  Crowned  in    mock  -  er    -    y         a    king ! 
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Thou  didst  suf  -  f er       to     re  -  lease  us ;      Thou  didst    free     sal  -  va  -  tion  bring. 
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Hail,  thou     u    -    ni    -  ver  -  sal       Sav  -  iour,      Bear  -  er     of     our    sin     and  shame  1 
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By  Thy  mer-its    we   find  fav-or;        Life  is    giv  -  en  through  Thy  name.      A -men. 
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2  Jesus,  hail !  enthroned  in  glory, 

There  forever  to  abide  ; 
All  the  heavenly  hosts  adore  Thee, 

Seated  at  Thy  Father's  side : 
^here  for  sinners  Thou  art  pleading ; 

There  Thou  dost  our  place  prepare : 
Ever  for  us  interceding, 

Till  in  glory  we  appear. 
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3  Worship,  honor,  power,  and  blessing 

Thou  art  worthy  to  receive ; 
Loudest  praises,  without  ceasing, 

Meet  it  is  for  us  to  give. 
Help,  ye  bright  angelic  spirits ; 

Bring  your  sweetest,  noblest  lays ; 
Help  to  sing  our  Saviour's  merits ; 

Help  to  chant  Emmanuel's  praise. 
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Praise  to  Christ 


mm 


All  hail  the  power  of  Je-sus'  name !   Let   an-gels  prostrate    fall ;    Bring  forth  the  roy-al 
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di  -  a-  dem,  To  crown  Him,  crown  Him,  crown  Him,  crown  Him  Lord  of 
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2  Crown  Him,  ye  morning  stars  of  light. 

Who  fixed  this  floating  ball : 
Now  hail  the  strength  of  Israel's  might, 
And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all ! 

3  Crown  Him,  ye  martyrs  of  your  God 

Who  from  His  altar  call : 
Extol  the  Stem  of  Jesse's  rod, 
And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all ! 

4  Ye  seed  of  Israel's  chosen  race, 

Ye  ransomed  of  the  fall. 
Hail  Him  who  saves  you  by  His  grace, 
And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all ! 
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■&- 


o 


m 


5  Sinners,  whose  love  can  ne'er  forget 

The  wormwood  and  the  gall. 
Go,  spread  your  trophies  at  His  feet, 
And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all ! 

6  Let  every  kindred,  every  tribe, 

On  thfs  terrestrial  ball, 
To  Him  all  majesty  ascribe, 
And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all ! 

7  O  that  with  yonder  sacred  throng 

We  at  His  feet  may  fall, 
Join  in  the  everlasting  song. 
And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all ! 

Perronet  and  Rippon 
Oliver  H olden 
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All  hail  the  power  of  Jesus'  name!   Let  an-^els  prostrate  fall ;  Bring  forth  the  royal  di  -  a-dem,  To 
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crown  1 1  im  Lord  of     all !  Bring  forth  the  royal    di  -  a  -  dem.  To  crown  Him  Lord       of    all  1       A-M  EN. 
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Praise  to  Christ 


ENTHRONEMENT  cm. 

J— i 


Ferdinand  Hiller 


'•&%£ 


& 


@3= 


■st 


•&-S- 


rr?*f 


All    hail  the  power  of  Je  -  sus'  name  !    Let  angels  prostrate  fall ;      Bring  forth  the  roy-al 
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crown  Him,  crown  Him  Lord  of  all  I      A  -  men. 
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LAUD    c.  m. 
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Come,  let      us   join   our      cheer  -  ful  songs  With    an-gels  round  the      throne  ;   Ten 
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thousand  thousand      are  their  tongues,  But  all        their     joys    are       one.      Amen. 
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4  Worthy  the  Lamb  that  died,"  they  cry, 

"  To  be  exalted  thus  !  " 
*  Worthy  the  Lamb,"  our  lips  reply, 

4i  For  He  was  slain  for  us  ! 
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esus  is  worthy  to  receive 

Honor  and  power  divine  ; 
Vnd  blessings,  more  than  we  can  give, 

Be,  Lord,  forever  Thine. 


4  Let  all  that  dwell  above  the  sky, 

And  air,  and  earth,  and  seas, 
Conspire  to  lift  Thy  glories  high, 
And  speak  Thine  endless  praise. 

5  The  whole  creation  join  in  one, 

To  bless  the  sacred  name 
Of  Him  that  sits  upon  the  throne, 
And  to  adore  the  Lamb. 


Praise  to  Christ 
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Je  -    sus,    the      ve    -  ry    thought  of  Thee  With  sweet-ness    fills      my       breast; 
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But     sweet-er    far  Thy    face      to    see,  And      in  Thy  pres  -  ence     rest. 
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2  Nor  voice  can  sing,  nor  heart  can  frame, 

Nor  can  the  memory  find 
A  sweeter  sound  than  Thy  blest  name, 
O  Saviour  of  mankind  ! 

3  O  hope  of  every  contrite  heart ! 

O  joy  of  all  the  meek ! 
To  those  who  fall,  how  kind  Thou  art ! 
How  good  to  those  who  seek ! 


115     ST.   PETER 


C.  M. 


4  But  what  to  those  who  find !  Ah,  this, 

Nor  tongue  nor  pen  can  show ; 
The  love  of  Jesus,  what  it  is, 
None  but  His  loved  ones  know. 

5  Jesus,  our  only  joy  be  Thou, 

As  Thou  our  prize  wilt  be  ; 
Jesus,  be  Thou  our  glory  now, 
And  through  eternity. 

Bernard  of  Clairvaux 
Alexander  R.  Reinagle 
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O      Je    -  sus,   King   most   won-der  -  f  ul,    Thou  Con-quer  -  or     re-nowned,  Thou 
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Sweet  -  ness  most      in   -   ef   -   fa    -  Me,       In   whom   all      joys    are    found!     A -MEN 


Praise  to  Christ 


2  When  once  Thou  visitest  the  heart, 

Then  truth  begins  to  shine, 
Then  earthly  vanities  depart, 
Then  kindles  love  divine. 

3  0  Jesus,  light  of  all  below, 

Thou  fount  of  life  and  fire, 
Surpassing  all  the  joys  we  know, 
All  that  we  can  desire,  — 


4  May  every  heart  confess  Thy  name, 

And  ever  Thee  adore  ; 
And,  seeking  Thee,  itself  inflame 
To  seek  Thee  more  and  more. 

5  Thee  may  our  tongues  forever  bless ; 

Thee  may  we  love  alone ; 

And  ever  in  our  lives  express 

The  image  of  Thine  own. 

Bernard  of  Clairvaux 
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The  head  that    once        was  crown 'd  with  thorns  Is  crown 'd  with  glo 
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roy    -     al  di      -        a-dem      a  -  dorns      The    might  -  y    Vic  -    tor's  brow.  A  -  men. 
A    roy  -  al  di-a-dem    a    -  dorns 
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\Snail  nates  for  organ) 

2  The  highest  place  that  Heaven  affords 

Is  His,  is  His  by  right  j 
The  King  of  kings,  and  Lord  of  lords, 
He  reigns  in  glory  bright,  — 

3  The  joy  of  all  who  dwell  above. 

The  joy  of  all  below, 
To  whom  He  manifests  His  love, 
And  grants  His  name  to*  know. 
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4  To  them,  the  cross,  with  all  its  shame, 

With  all  its  grace,  is  given ; 
Their  name,  an  everlasting  name, 
Their  joy,  the  joy  of  Heaven. 

5  They  suffer  with  their  Lord  below, 

They  reign  with  Him  above ; 
Their  profit  and  their  joy  to  know 
The  mystery  of  His  love. 


6  The  cross  He  bore  is  life  and  health, 
Though  shame  and  death  to  Him ; 
His  people's  hope,  His  people's  wealth, 
Their  everlasting  thei 


Praise  to  Christ 
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Head     of      the  Church  tri  •  urn  •  phant,    We       joy  -  f ul  -  ly      a  -  dore      T 
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Till   Thou   ap-pear, Thy  members  here    Shall    sing     like  those    in      glo     -    1 
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We     lift      our  hearts  and    voi     -     ces      With  blest    an    -    ti  -  ci  -  Da     -    ti 
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And  cry      a-loud,  And  give  to    God     The    praise    of    our    sal  -  va  -  tion.     A-w 
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2  While  in  affliction's  furnace, 
And  passing  through  the  fire. 
Thy  love  we  praise, 
That  knows  our  days, 
And  ever  brings  us  nigher. 
We  lift  our  hands  exulting 
In  Thine  almighty  favor ; 
The  love  divine 
That  made  us  Thine, 
Shall  keep  us  Thine  forever. 


3  Thou  dost  conduct  Thy  people 
Through  torrents  of  temptation ; 

Nor  will  we  fear, 

While  Thou  art  near, 
The  fire  of  tribulation. 
The  world,  with  sin  and  Satan, 
In  vain  our  march  opposes ; 

By  Thee  we  shall 

Break  through  them  all, 
And  sing  the  song  of  Moses. 


Praise   to   Christ 


4  By  faith  we  see  the  glory 
To  which  Thou  wilt;  restore  us ; 

The  cross  despise, 

For  that  high  prize 
Which  Thou  hast  set  before  us. 
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5  And  if  Thou  count  us  worthy, 
We  each,  like  dying  Stephen, 
Shall  see  Thee  stand 
At  God's  right  hand, 
To  take  us  up  to  Heaven. 

Charles  Wesley 

Thomas  Hastings 
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O,  could  I  speak    the  matchless  worth,  O,  could  I    sound  the    glo-ries  forth  Which 
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in     my    Sa-viour  shine, —    I'd     soar,     and  touch  the    heav - enly  strings,  And 
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vie    with   Ga  -  briel  while  he  sings   In  notes  al-most      di  -    vine. 


2  I  'd  sing  the  precious  blood  He  spilt, 
My  ransom  from  the  dreadful  guilt 

Of  sin  and  wrath  divine  ; 
I  'd  sing  His  glorious  righteousness, 
In  which  all-perfect,  heavenly  dress, 

My  soul  shall  ever  shine. 


3  I'd  sing  the  characters  He  bears, 
And  all  the  forms  of  love  He  wears, 

Exalted  on  His  throne ; 
In  loftiest  songs  of  sweetest  praise, 
I  would  to  everlasting  days 

Make  all  His  glories  known. 


4  Well,  the  delightful  day  will  come 
When  He,  dear  Lord,  will  bring  me  home, 

And  I  shall  see  His  face ; 
There  with  my  Saviour,  Brother,  Friend, 
A  blest  eternity  I  '11  spend. 

Triumphant  in  His  grace. 

Samuel  Med\ej 


Praise   to   Christ 
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Je  -  sus  shall  reign  where-'er    the    sun       Does  his  suc-cess  -  ive  jour  -  neys  run ; 
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His  kingdom  stretch  from  shore  to  shore,  Till  moons  shall  wax  and  wane  no  more.  Amen. 
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2  For  Him  shall  endless  prayer  be  made, 
And  praises  throng  to  crown  His  head ; 
His  name,  like  sweet  perfume,  shall  rise 
With  every  morning  sacrifice. 

3  People  and  realms  of  every  tongue 
Dwell  on  His  love  with  sweetest  song; 
And  infant  voices  shall  proclaim 
Their  early  blessings  on  His  name. 


I20    CANONBURY     l.  m. 
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4  Blessings  abound  where'er  He  reigns; 
The  prisoner  leaps  to  lose  His  chains; 
The  weary  find  eternal  rest, 

And  all  the  sons  of  want  are  blest. 

5  Let  every  creature  rise,  and  bring 
Peculiar  honors  to  their  King ; 
Angels  descend  with  songs  again, 
And  earth  repeat  the  long  amen. 

Isaac  Watts 


Robert  Schumann 
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Je  -  sus,  Thou  Joy  of      lov-ing  hearts  I  Thou  Fount  of  Life  I  Thou  Light  of  men  !     From 
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the    best   bliss  that   earth     im-parts,     We   turn  un  -  filled   to    Thee    a  -  gain.       Amen. 
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Praise   to   Christ 
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Thy  truth  unchanged  hath  ever  stood  j 
Thou  savest  those  that  on  Thee  call ; 

To  them  that  seek  Thee,  Thou  art  good,  • 
To  them  that  find  Thee,  All  in  all ! 

We  taste  Thee,  O  Thou  Living  Bread, 
And  long  to  feast  upon  Thee  still ! 

We  drink  of  Thee,  the  Fountain  Head, 
And  thirst  our  souls  from  Thee  to  fill ! 


4  Our  restless  spirits  yearn  for  Thee, 

Where'er  our  changeful  lot  is  cast ; 
Glad,  when  Thy  gracious  smile  we  see,  — 
Blest,  when  our  faith  can  hold  Thee  fast. 

5  O  Jesus,  ever  with  us  stay  ! 

Make  all  our  moments  calm  and  bright ! 
Chase  the  dark  night  of  sin  away, 
Shed  o'er  the  world  Thy  holy  Light ! 

Bernard  of  Clairvaux 
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Thee      will     I    hon    -    or,    Thou!    my    soul's  glo  -  ry,  joy,      and  crown.      A -men. 
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2  Fair  are  the  meadows, 
Fairer  still  the  woodlands, 
Robed  in  the  blooming  garb  of  spring ; 
Jesus  is  fairer, 
Jesus  is  purer, 
Who  makes  the  woful  heart  to  sing. 


3  Fair  is  the  sunshine, 
Fairer  still  the  moonlight, 
And  the  twinkling,  starry  host; 
Jesus  shines  brighter, 
Jesus  shines  purer 
Than  aP 


Praise  to  Christ 
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Je  -  sus !  my  Lord,  my  God,  my  All !    How  can    I       love    Thee  as         ] 
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And  how    re  -  vere  this  won-drous  gift,     So    far        sur-pass  -  ing  hope     o 
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2  O  earth  !  grow  flowers  beneath  His  feet ! 
And  thou,  O  sun !  shine  bright  this  day  ! 
He  comes!  He  comes!  O  Heaven  on  earth! 
Our  Jesus  comes  upon  His  way. 

Jesus,  my  Lord  !  I  Thee  adore : 

O  make  me  love  Thee  more  and  more ! 

3  He  comes  !  He  comes !  The  Lord  of  Hosts 
Borne  on  His  throne  triumphantly  ! 

We  see  Thee,  and  we  know  Thee,  Lord ! 

And  yearn  to  shed  our  blood  for  Thee  ! 
Jesus,  my  Lord  !  I  Thee  adore  : 
O  make  me  love  Thee  more  and  more ! 

4  Our  hearts  leap  up  ;  our  trembling  song 
Grows  fainter  still ;  we  can  no  more  ! 
Silence  !  and  let  us  weep  —  and  die 

Of  very  love,  while  we  adore. 
Jesus,  my  Lord  !  I  Thee  adore  : 
O  make  me  love  Thee  more  and  more ! 

Frederick  W.  Fate 


123 


Praise  to  Christ 
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Jesus  !  my  Lord  !  my  God  !  my  All ! 
Hear  me,  blest  Saviour,  when  I  call ; 
Hear  me,  and  from  Thy  dwelling-place 
Pour  down  the  riches  of  Thy  grace. 

Jesus !  my  Lord  !  I  Thee  adore  ! 

O  make  me  love  Thee  more  and  more  ! 

Jesus,  too  late  I  Thee  have  sought ! 
How  can  I  love  Thee  as  I  ought, 
And  how  extol  Thy  matchless  fame, 
The  glorious  beauty  of  Thy  name  ? 

Jesus  !  my  Lord !  I  Thee  adore ! 

O  make  me  love  Thee  more  and  more ! 
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3  Jesus,  what  didst  Thou  find  in  me 
That  Thou  hast  dealt  so  lovingly  ? 

How  great  the  joy  that  Thou  hast  brought ; 
O,  far  exceeding  hope  or  thought ! 

Jesus  !  my  Lord !  I  Thee  adore  ! 

O  make  me  love  Thee  more  and  more ! 

4  Jesus  !  of  Thee  shall  be  my  song ; 
To  Thee  my  heart  and  soul  belong. 
All  that  I  have  or  am  is  Thine ; 

And  Thou,  sweet  Saviour !  Thou  art  mine  ! 
Jesus !  my  Lord  !  I  Thee  adore ! 
O  make  me  love  Thee  more  and  more ! 

Henry  Collins 
Arthur  H.  Messiter 
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Rejoice,  ye  pure  in  heart,  Rejoice,  give  thanks  and  sing ;  Your  festal  banner  wave  on    high, 
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Thexross  of  Christ  your  King.  Rejoice,       rejoice,      Rejoice,give  thanks  and  sing.  Amen. 


Re-joice, 


2  With  all  the  angel-choirs, 

With  all  the  saints  on  earth, 
Pour  out  the  strains  of  joy  and  bliss, 
True  rapture,  noblest  mirth. 

3    AVith  voice  as  full  and  strong 
As  ocean's  surging  praise, 
Send  forth  the  hvmns  our  fathers  loved, 
The  psalms  of  ancient  days. 

**    Ves,  on,  through  life's  long  path, 
Still  chanting  as  ye  go, 
J^rom  youth  to  age,  by  night  and  day, 
In  gladness  and  in  woe. 


re-joice, 


5  Still  lift  your  standard  high, 

Still  march  in  firm  array, 
As  warriors  through  the  darkness  toil, 
Till  dawns  the  golden  day. 

6  At  last  the  march  shall  end, 

The  wearied  ones  shall  rest, 
The  pilgrims  find  their  Father's  house, 
Jerusalem  the  blest. 

7  Then  on,  ye  pure  in  heart, 

Rejoice,  give  thanks,  and  sing, 
Yous^MLbanner  wave  on  K\^V\, 


-WQtafe 


Praise  to  Christ 
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When,  His    sal  -    va  -  tion      bring  -  ing,    To  Zi  -on         Je  -  sus     came, 
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The        chil  -  dren    all    stood    sing  -  ing       Ho    -  san  -    nas       to     His       name. 
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Nor     did    their     zeal       of  -    fend    Him,   But,         as       He     rode        a  •    long, 
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He     let     them  still  at    -  tend   Him,  And  smiled  to  hear  their 


1 

song. 
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2  And  since  the  Lord  retaineth 
His  love  for  children  still ; 
Though  now  as  King  He  reigneth 

On  Zion's  heavenly  hill.  — 
We  '11  flock  around  His  banner, 

Who  sits  upon  His  throne. 
And  cry  aloud,  "  Hosanna 
:J*«  roval  Son." 


3  For  should  we  fail  proclaiming 

Our  great  Redeemer's  praise. 
The  stones,  our  silence  shaming, 

Would  their  hosannas  raise. 
But  shall  we  onlv  render 

The  tribute  of  our  words  ? 
No  :  while  our  hearts  are  tender, 

Thev  too  shall  be  the  Lord's. 

John  Ki 
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Praise   to   Christ 
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Of  the  Father's  love  be  •  got  -  ten,  ere  the  worlds  be-gan    to      be,      He  the  Alpha 


and  O  -  me  ga,    He  the  Source,  the  Ending  He         Of  the  things  that   are,  that  have  been, 
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2  He  is  here  whom  seers  of  old  time  chanted  of,  while  ages  ran; 
Whom  the  faithful  word  of  prophets  promised  since  the  world  began  ; 
Long  foretold,  at  length  appearing,  praise  Him,  every  child  of  man. 


3  Praise  Him,  O  ye  Heaven  of  heavens  !     Praise  Him,  angels  in  the  height ! 
Ait  dominions  bow  before  Him,  and  exalt  His  boundless  might; 
Let  no  tongue  of  man  be  silent :  let  each  voice  and  heart  unite, 


4  Thee  let  old  men,  Thee  let  young  men,  Thee  let  boys  in  chorus  sing ; 
Matrons,  virgins,  little  maidens,  with  glad  voices  answering  : 
Let  their  guileless  song  re-echo,  and  their  heart  its  praises  bring, 


;  Christ,  to  Thee,  with  God  the  Father,  and,  O  Holy  Ghost,  to  Thee, 
Hymn  and  chant,  and  high  thanksgiving,  and  unwearied  praises  be ; 
Honor,  glory,  might,  dominion,  and  eternal  victory, 
Evermore  and  evermore ! 


Praise  to  Christ 
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My    song       is        love       un  -  known,  —  My      Sav  -  iour's  love     to 
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the    love  -  less  shown,  That  they  might  love 
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who  am    I,  That  for    my  sake  My  Lord  should  take  Frail  flesh,  and  die  ? 
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2  He  came  from  His  blest  throne 
Salvation  to  bestow : 

But  men  made  strange,  and  none 
The  longed-for  Christ  would  know ; 

But  oh,  my  friend, 

My  friend,  indeed, 

Who  at  my  need 

His  life  did  spend. 

3  Sometimes  they  strew  His  way, 
And  His  sweet  praises  sing  * 
Resounding  all  the  day 
Hosannas  to  their  King. 

Then  "  Crucify  !  " 
Is  all  their  breath  ; 
And  for  His  death 
They  thirst  and  cry. 
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4  Why,  what  hath  my  Lord  don 
What  makes  this  rage  and  spi 
He  made  the  lame  to  run, 

He  gave  the  blind  their  sight. 
Sweet  injuries ! 
Yet  they  at  these 
Themselves  displease, 
And  gainst  Him  rise. 

5  In  life,  no  house,  no  home 
My  Lord  on  earth  might  have 
In  death,  no  friendly  tomb, 
But  what  a  stranger  gave. 

What  may  I  say? 
Heaven  was  His  home ; 
But  mine  the  tomb 
Wherein  He  lay. 


Praise   to   Christ 


6  Here  might  I  stay  and  sing, 
No  story  so  divine ; 
Never  was  love,  dear  King ! 
Never  was  grief  like  Thine. 

This  is  my  friend, 

In  whose  sweet  praise 

I  all  my  days 

Could  gladly  spend. 

Samuel  Crossman 
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Christ    our  God,      to  Thee  we      raise     This  our  hymn  of    grate-ful  praise.     A -men. 


z  Par  the  beauty  of  each  hour 

Of  the  day  and  of  the  night, 
f-£  ill  and  vale,  and  tree  and  flower, 
Sun  and  moon,  and  stars  of  light, 
CT  1-arist  our  God,  to  Thee  we  raise 
3~~  !~Mis  our  hymn  of  grateful  praise. 
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x  the  joy  of  ear  and  eye ; 

or  the  heart  and  mind's  delight ; 
» the  mystic  harmony 
I—inking  sense  to  sound  and  sight, 
*"ist  our  God,  to  Thee  we  raise 
is  our  hymn  of  grateful  praise. 


4  For  the  joy  of  human  love, 

Brother,  sister,  parent,  child, 
Friends  on  earth,  and  friends  above ; 

For  all  gentle  thoughts  and  mild,  — 
Christ  our  God,  to  Thee  we  raise 
This  our  hymn  of  grateful  praise. 

5  For  Thy  Church,  that  evermore 

Lifteth  holy  hands  above, 
Offering  up  on  every  shore 

Its  pure  sacrifice  of  love,  — 
Christ  our  God,  to  Thee  we  raise 
This  our  hymn  of  grateful  praise. 


6  For  Thyself,  best  Gift  Divine  ! 

To  our  race  so  freely  given ; 
For  that  great,  great  love  of  Thine, 

Peace  on  earth,  and  joy  in  Heaven,  — 
Christ  our  God,  to  Thee  we  raise 
This  our  hymn  of  grateful  praise. 
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Praise  to  Christ 
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Re  -    joice  I  the    Lord     is        King ;  Your  Lord    and     King    a    -    dore ; 
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tals,  give  thanks  and     sing,  And  tri-umph    ev    -    er  -  more :     Lift      up      your  r 
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lift      up     your  voice :   Re  -  joice ;    a  -   gain       I       say,     Re 


joice. 
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2  Jesus  the  Saviour  reigns, 

The  God  of  truth  and  love ; 
When  He  had  purged  our  stains, 

He  took  His  seat  above : 
Lift  up  your  heart,  lift  up  your  voice ; 
Rejoice ;  again  I  say,  Rejoice. 

3  His  kingdom  cannot  fail ; 

He  rules  o'er  earth  and  Heaven ; 
The  keys  of  death  and  hell 

Are  to  our  Jesus  given : 
Lift  up  your  heart,  lift  up  your  voice  : 
Rejoice ;  again  I  say,  Rejoice. 
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4  He  sits  at  God's  right  hand, 

Till  all  His  foes  submit, 
And  bow  to  His  command, 

And  fall  beneath  His  feet : 
Lift  up  your  heart,  lift  up  your  vo 
Rejoice  ;  again  I  say,  Rejoice. 

5  He  all  His  foes  shall  quell. 

Shall  all  our  sins  destroy, 
And  every  bosom  swell 

With  pure,  seraphic  joy  : 
Lift  up  your  heart,  lift  up  your  vo 
Rejoice ;  again  I  say,  Rejoice. 


6  Rejoice  in  glorious  hope  ; 

Jesus  the  Judge  shall  come, 
And  take  His  servants  up 

To  their  eternal  home  : 
We  soon  shall  hear  the  archangel's  voice : 
The  trump  of  God  shall  sound,  Rejoice  ! 

Charles  Wesley 
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Praise  to  Christ 
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i  Come,  every  pious  heart 

That  loves  the  Saviour's  name ! 
Your  noblest  powers  exert 
To  celebrate  His  fame ; 
Tell  all  above,  and  all  below, 
The  debt  of  love  to  Him  you  owe. 

2  He  left  His  starry  crown, 

And  laid  His  robes  aside; 
On  wings  of  love  came  down, 

And  wept,  and  bled,  and  died : 
What  He  endured,  no  tongue  can  tell, 
To  save  our  souls  from  death  and  hell. 
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3  From  the  dark  grave  He  rose, — 

The  mansion  of  the  dead ; 
And  thence  His  mighty  foes 

In  glorious  triumph  led ; 
Up  through  the  sky  the  conqueror  rode, 
And  reigns  on  high,  the  Saviour-God. 

4  From  thence  He  '11  quickly  come,  — 

His  chariot  will  not  stay,  — 
And  bear  our  spirits  home 

To  realms  of  endless  day  ; 
There  shall  we  see  His  lovely  face, 
And  ever  be  in  His  embrace. 

Samuel  Stennett 
Robert  P.  Stewart 
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Hark  1  ten  thou  -  sand     harps  and  voi  -  ces   Sound   the  note  of     praise  a   -    bove ; 
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Je  -    sus  reigns,  and    Heaven   re  -    joic-es, —  Je  -  sus  reigns,  the   God         of   love. 
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See,  He    sits     on      yon-der  throne :    Je-sus  rules  the      world       a  -  lone.     A-    men. 
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2  King  of  glory,  reign  forever ! 

Thine  an  everlasting  crown ; 
Nothing  from  Thv  love  shall  sever 

Those  whom  Tnou  hast  made  Thine  own, 
Happy  objects  of  Thy  grace, 
Destined  to  behold  Thy  face ! 


3  Saviour,  hasten  Thine  appearing: 
Bring,  O,  bring  the  glorious  day 
When,  the  awful  summons  hearing. 

Heaven  and  earth  shall  pass  away: 
Then,  with  golden  harps,  we  '11  sing, 
"  Glory,  glory  to  our  King; '.  " 
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Praise  to  Christ 
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To    Thee      and     to      Thy  Christ,  O      God,     We    sing,  —  we      ev   -   er      sing; 
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For     He       the      lone  -  ly      wine  -  press   trod,     Our    cup       of      joy       to   bring. 
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His      glo  -  rious   arm 
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the   strife  main-tained,      lie  marched  in   might  from    far; 
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His  robes  were  with  the  vin  -  tage  stained,  Red  with      the  wine     of  war. 
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2  To  Thee  and  to  Thy  Christ,  O  God, 

We  sing,  —  we  ever  sing : 
For  He  invaded  Death's  abode, 

And  robbed  hi  in  of  his  sting. 
The  house  of  dust  enthralls  no  more, 

For  He.  the  Strong  to  save. 
Himself  doth  guard  that  silent  door, 

Great  Keeper  of  the  grave. 

3  To  Thee  and  to  Thy  Christ.  O  God, 

We  sing,  —  we  ever  sing : 
For  He  hath  crushed  beneath  His  rod 
The  world's  proud  rebel  king. 


He  plunged  in  His  imperial  strength 
To  gulfs  of  darkness  down  : 

He  brought  His  trophy  up  at  length,  - 
The  foiled  usurper's  crown. 

4  To  Thee  and  to  Thy  Christ,  O  God. 
We  sing,  —  we  ever  sing ; 
For  He  redeemed  us  with  His  blood 

From  every  evil  thing. 
Thy  saving  strength  His  arm  upbore, 

The  arm  that  set  us  free : 
Glorv,  O  God.  for  evermore 
He"  to  Thv  Christ  and  Thee. 

Anne  R. 


Praise  to  Christ 
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Al  -  le  -  lu  -  ial     sing      to       Je  -  susl     His    the      seep  -  tre,     His    the    throne; 
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c    -    lu    -    ia !     His      the      tri -  umph,  His      the    vie   -    to  -  ry        a   -  lone; 
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Hark !  the   songs    of    peace  -  ful      Zi    -    on     Thun  •  der      like       a      might  -  y      flood ; 
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Je  -  sus  out    of     ev  -  ery   na  -  tion  Hath    re  -  deemed  us        by  His  blood.       A  -  MEN. 
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Alleluia !  not  as  orphans 

Are  we  left  in  sorrow  now ; 
Alleluia!  He  is  near  us. 

Faith  believes,  nor  questions  how. 
Though  the  cloud  from  sight  received  Him, 

^  hen  the  forty  days  were  o'er. 
Shall  our  hearts  forget  His  promise, 

"  I  am  with  you  evermore  "  ? 

Alleluia!  Bread  of  Angels, 

Thou  on  earth  our  Food,  our  Stav  ; 
Alleluia!  here  the  sinful 

Ffce  to  Thee  from  dav  to  day. 
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Intercessor,  Friend  of  sinners, 
Earth's  Redeemer,  plead  for  me 

Where  the  songs  of  all  the  sinless 
Sweep  across  the  crystal  sea. 

4  Alleluia!  sing  to  Jesus! 

His  the  sceptre,  His  the  throne ; 
Alleluia!  His  the  triumph, 

His  the  victory  alone. 
Hark !  the  songs  of  peaceful  Zion 

Thunder  like  a  mighty  flood : 
Jesus  out  of  everv  nation 

Hath  redeemed  us  b^  V\\&\AwA. 


Praise  to  Christ 
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Je  -  sus,  Thy  name    I  love,      All  oth  -  er  names  a  -  bove,     Je  -  sus,  my    Lor 


O,  Thou  art      all      to  me !    Nothing  to  please    I  see,   Noth-ing     a  -  part   from  T 
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Je  -  sus,    my     Lord! 
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3  When  unto  Thee  I  flee, 
Thou  wilt  my  refuge  be, 

Jesus,  my  Lord ! 
What  need  I  now  to  fear  ? 
What  earthly  grief  or  care, 
Since  Thou  art  ever  near? 

Jesus,  my  Lord  ! 


2  Thou,  blessed  Son  of  God, 
Hast  bought  me  with  Thy  blood, 

Jesus,  my  Lord  ! 
O,  how  great  is  Thy  love, 
All  other  loves  above,  — 
Love  that  I  daily  prove, 

Jesus,  my  Lord ! 


4  Soon  Thou  wilt  come  again ! 

I  shall  be  happy  then, 

Jesus,  my  Lord ! 

Then  Thine  own  face  I  '11  see, 

Then  I  shall  like  Thee  be, 

Then  evermore  with  Thee, 

Jesus,  my  Lord ! 

James  G.  Deck 
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The  Holy  Spirit 


1  Come,  Holy  Ghost,  in  love ; 
Shed  on  us  from  above 

Thine  own  bright  ray  : 
Divinely  good  Thou  art ; 
Thy  sacred  gifts  impart 
To  gladden  each  sad  heart : 

O.  come  to-dav ! 


2  Come,  tenderest  Friend  and  best, 
Our  most  delightful  Guest, 

With  soothing  power : 
Rest,  which  the  weary  know  : 
Shade,  'mid  the  noontide  glow  ; 
Peace,  when  deep  griefs  o'erflow, 

Cheer  us  this  hour. 


The   Holy  Spirit 


3  Come,  Light  serene  and  still ; 
Our  inmost  bosoms  fill, 

Dwell  in  each  breast : 
We  know  no  dawn  but  Thine ; 
Send  forth  Thy  beams  divine, 
On  our  dark  souls  to  shine, 

And  make  us  blest. 


4  Exalt  our  low  desires, 
Extinguish  passion's  fires, 

Heal  every  wound ; 
Our  stubborn  spirits  bend, 
Our  icy  coldness  end, 
Our  devious  steps  attend, 

While  Heavenward  bound. 


5  Come,  all  the  faithful  bless : 
Let  all  who  Christ  confess 

His  praise  employ ; 
Give  virtue's  rich  reward  ; 
Victorious  death  accord, 
And,  with  our  glorious  Lord, 

Eternal  joy. 


JO    ST.   MARGUERITE    cm. 
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E.  C.  Walker 


Lord !   am      I     pre-cious      in     Thy    sight  ?   Lord  !  would'st  Thou  have  me  Thine  ? 
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What!  may    I   grieve,  may      I      de  -  light     The     Maj  -  es  -  ty      Di-vine?    Amen. 
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^  Holy  Spirit !  dost  Thou  mourn 
^"hen  I  from  Thee  depart  ? 
0s*  Thou  rejoice  when  I  return 
•*»nd  give  Thee  back  my  heart? 


4  Strange  height  of  sin,  to  spurn  the  love 
That  yearns  to  make  me  blest, 
And  drive  away  the  Heavenly  Dove 
That  fain  would  be  my  guest ! 


sweet,  strange  height  of  (irace  Divine,  5  O  happy  Heaven,  where  Thine  embrace 

'}'  ?>in  Thy  grief  to  make.  I  never  more  shall  leave, 

^  tli is  poor  faithfulness  of  mine  Nor  ever  cast  away  Thy  grace, 

•  or  Thy  delight  to  take !  Nor  once  Thy  Spirit  grieve ! 

6  Let  me,  dear  Lord,  each  grace  possess 

That  makes  Thy  Heaven  more  bright. 

And  bring  the  humble  holiness 

That  gives  my  God  delight. 
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The  Holy  Spirit 
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Thy  ten-der  fires    with -in    us     kin-die,  Bless-ed   Spir-it!  Dove  di-vine!       ^ 
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*  The  first  verse  to  be  sung  as  chorus- refrain  after  each  succeeding  verse 


Solo  or  Quartet 
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2.  For     all   with -in      us,  good   and      ho    -   ly,       Ts   from  Thee,  Thy  pre-eious     >. 

3.  For  Thou  to     us      art  more  than     fa  -  thcr.  More  than   sis  -  ter     in   Thy 

4.  O,     we  have  grieved  Thee,  gracious    Spi  -  rit !    Wayward,  wan  -  ton,  cold  are 

5.  Now,  if    our  hearts  do    not     de  -  ceive   us,     We  would  take  thee  for  our      1 
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In     all    our   jovs,  in     all     our    sor-rows.  Wist -ful  hearts     to  Thee      we      1: 

AY, 

So    gen -tie,   pa-tient.  and    for  -  bearing.    Ho  -  ly     Spir    -    it!  Heaven-lv    1>« 

AY; 

And  still  our  sins,  new     ev  -  erv   mom-ing,  Nov  -  or     vet      have  wear  -  ied    T 

AY, 

O     dear  -  est  Spir  -  it !  make  us    faith-ful     To     Thy  least      and  light  -  est    w 

AY, 
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The  Holy  Spirit 
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Arthur  Sullivan 
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Cre  -  a  -  tor   Spir-it,      by  whose  aid    The  world's  foun  -  da  -  tions  first  were  laid, 
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Come,  vis  -  it      ev  -  ery      pi  -  ous  mind  ;   Come,  pour  Thy  joys      on      hu  -  man    kind; 
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From  sin    and  sor-row  set      us  free,  And  make  Thy  temples    wor- thy  Thee.     A-MEN. 
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2  O  Source  of  uncreated  Light, 
The  Father's  promised  Paraclete  ! 
Thrice  Holy  Fount,  thrice  Holy  Fire, 
Our  hearts  with  heavenly  love  inspire; 
Come,  and  Thy  sacred  unction  bring 
I*o  sanctify  us  while  we  sing. 

^    Plenteous  of  grace,  descend  from  high, 
Hich  in  Thy  seven-fold  energy ! 
Thou  strength  of  His  almighty  hand, 
Whose  power  does  Heaven  and  earth  corn- 
proceeding  Spirit,  our  defence,        [mand, 
Who  dost  the  gift  of  tongues  dispense,  — 
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4  Chase  from  our  minds  the  infernal  foe, 
And  peace,  the  fruit  of  love,  bestow ; 
And  lest  our  feet  should  step  astray, 
Protect  and  guide  us  in  the  way. 
Make  us  eternal  truths  receive, 

And  practise  all  that  we  believe. 

5  Immortal  honor,  endless  fame, 
Attend  the  almighty  Father's  name: 
The  Saviour-Son  be  glorified. 

Who  for  lost  man's  redemption  died  •. 
And  equal  adoration  be, 
Ef-  Vte,  to  Thee. 
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The  Holy  Spirit 
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When  Is  -  rael,  of      the  Lord  be-loved,     Out   of      the     land      of        bond-age  came, 
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Her  fa  -  thers'  God   be-fore    her  moved,  An  aw  -  f ul  .  guide  in  smoke  and  flame.  A-MEN- 
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2  By  day,  along  th'  astonished  lands, 
The  cloudy  pillar  glided  slow ; 
By  night,  Arabia's  crimsoned  sands 
Returned  the  fiery  column's  glow. 


3  Thus  present  still,  though  now  unseen, 
When  brightly  shines  the  prosperous  day, 
Be  thoughts  of  Thee  a  cloudy  screen 
To  temper  the  deceitful  ray ! 


4  And,  O,  when  gathers  on  our  path, 

In  shade  and  storm,  the  frequent  night, 
Be  Thou,  long  suffering,  slow  to  wrath, 
A  burning  and  a  shining  light ! 

Walter  Scott 
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Thou  Power  and  Peace  I  in      whom  we 
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find     All      ho-liest  strength,  all  pur  -  est   love, 
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The   rushing    of      the    might-y    wind,  The  brooding  of      the    gen  -  tie  dove.  A  -  MEN« 
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2  Forever  lend  Thy  sovereign  aid,  3  Nor  let  us  quench  Thy  blessed  light, 

And  urge  us  on,  and  make  us  Thine ;  But  still  with  softest  breathings  stir 

Nor  leave  the  hearts  that  once  were  made       Our  wayward  souls,  and  lead  us  right, 
Fit  temples  of  Thy  grace  divine.  O  Holy  Spirit,  Comforter ! 

Cecil  P.  Alexander* 
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The   Holy   Spirit 
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Descend  from  Heav'n,  im-mor-tal  Dove ;  Stoop  down,  and  take  us      on      JThy  wings ; 
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And  mount,  and  bear  us        far       a  -  bove     The   reach  of  these  in    -    f e  -  rior  things, — 
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Be-yond,  be-yond  this    low  -  er    sky,  Up    where  e  •  ter  -  nal  a  -  ges    roll,  Where 
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sol  •  id  pleas-ures   nev  -  er    die,     And  fruits  im-mor  -  tal    feast  the    soul.      A-men. 
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•  for  a  sight,  a  pleasing  sight, 

Of  our  almighty  Father's  throne  ! 

here  sits  our  Saviour,  crowned  with  light, 

Clothed  in  a  body  like  our  own. 

•doring  saints  around  Him  stand, 

And  thrones  and  powers  before  Him  fall ; 

"e  God  shines  gracious  through  the  Man, 

And  sheds  sweet  glories  on  them  all. 


O,  what  amazing  joys  they  feel, 

While  to  their  golden  harps  they  sing, 
And  sit  on  every  heavenly  hill, 

And  spread  the  triumph  of  their  King ! 
When  shall  the  day,  dear  Lord,  appear, 

That  I  shall  mount,  to  dwell  above, 
And  stand,  and  bow,  among  them  there, 

And  view  Thv  face,  and  sing,  and  love '. 
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The   Holy   Spirit 
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Hear  us,  Thou  that  brood-est  O'er  the  wa  -  tery     deep,  Wak-ing  all  ere    -  a    -     tion 
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From  its   pri- mal  sleep, —  Ho  -  ly     Spir-it,     breath-   ing     Breath  of  life       di  -   vine, 
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Breathe  in  -  to     our  spir  -its,  Blending    them     with     Thine.      Light  and  Life  Im-mor-tall 
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Hear  us    as    we  raise  Hearts,  as  well  as    voic-es,  Mingling  prayer  and  praise.  A  -    men 
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2  When  the  sun  ariseth 
In  a  cloudless  skv, 

m 

May  we  feel  Thy  presence, 

Holy  Spirit,  nigh ; 
Shed  Thv  radiance  o'er  us, 

Keep  it  cloudless  still. 
Through  the  day  before  us, 

Perfecting  Thy  will. 
Light  and  Life  Immortal !  etc. 
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3  When  the  fight  is  fiercest 
In  the  noontide  heat, 
Bear  us.  Holy  Spirit, 

To  our  Saviour's  feet, 
There  to  rind  a  refuge 

Till  our  work  is  done, 
There  to  fight  the  battle 
Till  the  battle 's  won. 
Light  and  Life  Immortal!  etc 
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The   Holy  Spirit 


4  If  the  day  be  falling 
Sadly  as  it  goes, 
Slowly  in  its  sadness 

Sinking  to  its  close,  — 
May  Thy  love,  in  mercy, 

Kindling  ere  it  die, 
Cast  a  ray  of  glory 
O'er  our  evening  sky. 

Light  and  Life  Immortal !  etc. 
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5  Morning,  noon,  and  evening, 
Whensoe'er  it  be, 
Grant  us,  gracious  Spirit, 

Quickening  life  in  Thee,  — 
Life  that  gives  us,  living, 
Life  of  heavenly  love ; 
Life  that  brings  us,  dying, 
Life  from  Heaven  above. 

Light  and  Life  Immortal !  etc. 

Godfrey  Thring 
Anon. 
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At  an  -  chor  laid,    re  -  mote  from  home.  Toiling,  I  cry,"  Sweet  Spir  -  it,  come !  Ce  - 
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les-tial  breeze,  no  long  -  er    stay,      But  swell  my  sails,  and  speed     my  way.    A-mkn. 
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Fain  would  I  mount,  fain  would  I  glow, 

And  loose  my  cable  from  below : 

But  I  can  only  spread  my  sail : 

Thou,  Thou  must  breathe  the  auspicious  gale." 

Augustus  M.  Toplady 
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1  Come,  gracious  Spirit,  heavenly  Dove, 
"  ith  light  and  comfort  from  above  : 
"e  "Thou  our  guardian.  Thou  our  guide, 
'  er  every  thought  and  step  preside. 

*  "e  lit;ht  of  truth  to  us  display, 
And  make  us  know  and  choose  Thy  way ; 
riant  holy  fear  in  every  heart, 
T\\at  we  from  God  may  ne'er  depart. 


3  Lead  us  to  holiness,  the  road 

That  we  must  take  to  dwell  with  God : 
Lead  us  to  Christ,  the  living  way, 
Nor  let  us  from  His  precepts  stray. 

4  Lead  us  to  God.  our  final  rest. 
To  be  with  Him  forever  hKst : 

Lead  us  to  Heaven,  that  we  may  share 
Fulness  of  joy  forever  there. 
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The  Holy  Spirit 
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O     Fire       of  God.    the      Com  -  fort  -  er,       O        Life        of      all      that      li 


Ho  •  )y        art  Thou    to       quick   -  en       us,      and        ho    •    ly,  strength  to     g 
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To     heal       the    brok  -  en  -  heart    -  ed   ones,  their       sor  -  est  wounds    to     bir 
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O      Spir  -  it      of      all       ho  -    li  -  ness,  O      Lov  -  er      of    man  -  kind  !      A  -  ? 
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2  0  sweetest  taste  within  the  breast.  O  grace  upon  us  poured. 
That  saintly  hearts  may  give  again  their  perfume  to  the  Lord ; 
O  purest  fountain  !  we  can  see,  clear  mirrored  in  thy  streams. 
That  God  brings  home  the  wanderers,  that  God  the  lost  redeems. 


The   Holy   Spirit 


3  O  breastplate  strong  to  guard  our  life,  O  bond  of  unity, 
O  girdle  of  all  righteousness,  save  all  who  trust  in  Thee ; 
Defend  those  who  in  dungeons  dark  are  prisoned  by  the  foe, 
And  let  the  suffering  captives  all  Thy  saving  comfort  know. 

4  O  surest  way,  that  through  the  height,  and  through  the  lowest  deep, 
And  through  the  earth  dost  pass,  and  all  in  firmest  union  keep,  — 
From  Thee  the  clouds  of  ether  move,  from  Thee  the  moisture  flows. 
From  Thee  the  waters  draw  their  rills,  and  earth  with  verdure  glows. 

5  And  Thou  dost  ever  teach  the  wise,  and  freely  on  them  pour 
The  inspiration  of  Thy  gifts,  the  treasures  of  Thy  lore ; 

All  praise  to  Thee,  O  joy  of  life,  O  hope  and  strength,  we  raise, 
Who  givest  us  the  prize  of  light,  who  art  Thyself  all  praise. 


St.  Hildegarde 
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Our  blest    Re-deem  -  er,      ere   He  breathed  His       ten  -  der,     last    fare  -  well, 
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A    Guide,  a    Com -fort  -  er    bequeathed,  With     us 
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2  He  came  sweet  influence  to  impart, 
A  gracious,  willing  Guest, 
While  He  can  find  one  humble  heart 
Wherein  to  rest. 

3  And  His  that  gentle  voice  we  hear, 
Soft  as  the  breath  of  even, 
That  checks  each  thought,  that  calms  each 
And  speaks  of  Heaven.  [  fear. 


4  And  every  virtue  we  possess. 

And  every  victory  won. 
And  every  thought  of  holiness 
Are  His  alone. 

5  Spirit  of  purity  and  grace, 

Our  weakness,  pitying,  see; 
O,  make  our  hearts  Thy  dwelling-place, 
And  worthier  Thee. 
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Ho  -  ly  Spir  -  it  I  Lord  of  light 
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From  Thy  clear    ce  -  les  -  tial  height,Come,Thou  Light 
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all  that   live!     Thy  pure  beaming  radiance  give !    Thy  pure  beam-ing  ra-diance  givel   A  -  me 

»-~g     »  I  "g     I  J  * — i—  — -r        p  l-f^T"         I  *  t  *•  *  f  I  "^T^ 


? 


2  Come,  Thou  Father  of  the  poor ! 
Come  with  treasures  which  endure ! 
Thou,  of  all  consolers  best, 
Visiting  the  troubled  breast. 

3  Thou  in  toil  art  comfort  sweet ; 
Pleasant  coolness  in  the  heat : 
Solace  in  the  midst  of  woe : 
Dost  refreshing  peace  bestow. 


4  Light  immortal !  Light  divine  ! 
Visit  Thou  these  hearts  of  Thine ! 
If  Thou  take  Thy  grace  away, 
Nothing  pure  in  man  will  stay. 

5  Heal  our  wounds ;  our  strength  rene1 
On  our  dryness  pour  Thy  dew  : 
Wash  the  stains  of  guilt  away: 
Guide  the  steps  that  go  astray. 
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6  Give  us  comfort  when  we  die  : 
Give  us  life  with  Thee  on  high  ; 
In  Thy  sevenfold  gifts  descend; 
Give  us  joys  which  never  end. 
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Why  should  the      chil-dren      of        a    King      Go    mourn-ing      all      their  days 
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Great  Com-fort-er,     de  -  scend,  and  bring   Some      to  -  kens  of  Thy    grace. 


f5^ 
A -me: 


The   Holy   Spirit 


2  Dost  Thou  not  dwell  in  all  the  saints. 
And  seal  the  heirs  of  Heaven  ? 
When  wilt  Thou  banish  my  complaints, 
And  show  my  sins  forgiven  ? 


3  Assure  my  conscience  of  her  part 
In  the  Redeemer's  blood. 
And  bear  Thy  witness  with  my  heart 
That  I  am  born  of  God. 


4  Thou  art  the  earnest  of  His  love, 
The  pledge  of  joys  to  come : 
And  thy  soft  wings,  celestial  Dove, 
Will  safe  convey  me  home. 

Isaac  Watts 
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Not.  LordjThine  ancient  works  alone,  Thy  wonders  to  past  a-ges  shown.  Make  our  glad  spirits    glow: 
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Our  eyes  behold  Thy  works  of  might :  On  us  full  beam  Thy  wonders  bright ;  The  living  God  we  know.  Amen. 
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2  We  joy  not  only  to  be  told. 

How  with  Thy  saints  and  seers  of  old 

Thou  madest  sweet  abode. 
We  of  Thy  presence  bright  can  tell. 
Thou  in  Thy  living  saints  dost  dwell  ; 

We  feel  the  living  God. 

3  Thou  settest  us  each  task  divine  ; 

We  bless  that  helping  hand  of  Thine, 
This  strength  by  Thee  bestowed. 
Thou  minglest  in  the  glorious  fight. 
Thine  own  the  cause — Thine  own  the  might, 
We  serve  the  living  God. 


4  Ah,  soon  we  droop !  ah,  soon  we  tire ! 
Our  fainting  hearts  new  strength  require, 

Again  would  quickened  be. 
We  ask  no  priest .  we  seek  no  shrine ; 
To  Thee  we  come  for  life  divine, 

Thou  living  God,  to  Thee. 

• 

5  O,  more  than  satisfy  our  need; 
Our  most  divine  desire  exceed ; 

Our  constant  quickener  be. 
Thou  living  God.  possess  us  still ; 
Thy  wondrous  life  in  us  fulfil, 

Our  blessed  life  in  Thee. 
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The   Holy  Spirit 
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Come,  Ho  -  ly     Spir  -   it,    heaven-ly     Dove,   With     all       thy     quickening  pc 
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Kin  -  die    a      flame  of     sa  -  cred  love 
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In  these  cold  hearts  of     ours.     A  - 
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2  Look,  how  we  grovel  here  below, 

Fond  of  these  trifling  toys  ! 
Our  souls  can  neither  fly  nor  go 
To  reach  eternal  joys. 

3  In  vain  we  tune  our  formal  songs, 

In  vain  we  strive  to  rise ; 
Hosannas  languish  on  our  tongues, 
And  our  devotion  dies. 
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4  Dear  Lord,  and  shall  we  ever  live 

At  this  poor,  dying  rate,  — 
Our  love  so  faint,  so  cold  to  Thee 
And  Thine  to  us  so  great  ? 

5  Come,  Holy  Spirit,  heavenly  Dov 

With  all  Thy  quickening  power 
Come,  shed  abroad  a  Saviour's  lo 
And  that  shall  kindle  ours. 

Isaac  Wj 
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Come   to      our      poor    na  -  ture's   night.  With  Thy  bless  -  ed       in  -    ward 
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Com  -  fort    -  er       Di   -    vine.   A- 


The   Holy  Spirit 


Je  are  sinful,  —  cleanse  us,  Lord ; 
ick  and  faint,  —  Thy  strength  afford ; 
ost,  —  until  by  Thee  restored, 
Comforter  Divine. 

ike  the  dew  Thy  peace  distil ; 
uide,  subdue  our  wayward  will, 
hings  of  Christ  unfolding  still, 
,omforter  Divine. 


4  Gentle,  awful,  holy  Guest, 
Make  Thy  temple  in  each  breast, 
Shrine  of  purity  confessed, 

Comforter  Divine. 

5  In  us  "  Abba,  Father,"  cry ; 
Earnest  of  the  bliss  on  high ; 
Seal  of  immortality, 

Comforter  Divine. 


6  Search  for  us  the  depths  of  God ; 
Bear  us  up  the  starry  road 
To  the  height  of  Thine  abode, 
Comforter  Divine. 

George  Rawson 
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Spir    -  it       of     God,    de  -  scend    up  -    on       my      heart ;  Wean    it     from 
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earth.through  all      its      pul    -    ses       move ;  Stoop      to       my      weak     -      ness, 
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might-y       as  Thou    art,    And  make  me  love  Thee  as      I      ought  to    love.    A  -  men. 
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Ic  no  dream,  no  prophet  ecstasies,        3  Teach  me  to  feel  that  Thou  art  always  nigh ; 
o  sudden  rending  of  the  veil  of  clay,  Teach  me  the  struggles  of  the  soul  to  bear, 

mgel  visitant,  no  opening  skies ;  To  check  the  rising  doubt,  the  rebel  sigh ; 

it  take  the  dimness  of  my  soul  away.  Teach  me  the  patience  of  unanswered  prayer. 

4  Teach  me  to  love  Thee  as  Thine  angels  love,  — 
One  holy  passion  filling  all  my  frame ; 
The  kindling  of  the  Heaven-descended  Dove, 
My  heart  an  altar,  and  Thy  love  the  flame. 
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The  Holy  Spirit 


John  Zundel 
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Mys  -  te-rious  Spir  -  it,  un  -  to  whom     Is  known  my  sad  and  earth-bound  frame ;  Thou 
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whom  my  soul,  'midst  doubt  and  gloom,  A  -  dor  -  eth   with     a    per-fect  flame, —   A-men. 
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2  Give  me  the  speed  of  bird  or  wind, 
Or  torrent  rushing  to  the  sea, 
That,  soaring  upwards,  I  may  find 
My  resting-place  and  home  in  Thee. 


Let  me  not  always  be  outcast  — 

Lord !  take  Thy  child  upon  Thy  breast 


5  My  prayer  hath  pierced  to  God :  the  life, 
The  resurrection  power  is  mine ; 

3  Thoughts  of  my  soul,  how  swift  ye  go,  —        From  sin  and  grief,  from  pain  and  strife. 

Swift  as  the  eagle's  wing  of  fire,  I  rise  on  wings  of  love  divine. 

Or  arrows  from  the  lightning's  bow,  — 

To  God,  the  goal  of  my  desire!  6  Swifter  than  torrent,  tempest  light. 

I  fly  to  my  serene  abode, 

4  The  weary  tempest  sleeps  at  last  And  on  the  last  and  holiest  height, 
The  torrent  in  the  sea  finds  rest :  Find  rest  and  joy  and  peace  in  God. 

Alphonse  de  I^unartioe 
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Mys  -  te-  rious  Spir  -it,      un    -     to  whom     Is  known  my     sad   and  earth-bound  frame; 
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Thou  whom  my  soul, 'midst  doubt  and  gloom,  A-dor-eth  with  a    per-fect  flame, —  A-MEN. 
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The  Holy  Spirit 
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Arthur  Sullivan 
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Ho  -  ly   Spir  -  it,  source    of    glad  -  ness !  Come,  with  all     Thy      ra  -  diance  bright ; 
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O'er    our     wea    -    ri   -  ness  and  sad  -  ness  Breathe  Thy  life,    and   shed   Thy    light ! 
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Send       us  Thine     il  -    lu     -    mi  -  na  -  Hon,    Ban  -  ish      all     our    fears  at  length  - 


Rest    up  -  on       this  con-gre  -  ga  -  tion,     Spir  -  it       of 


un  -  fail  -  ing  strength !  Amen. 


2  Let  that  love,  which  knows  no  measure, 

Now  in  quickening  showers  descend, 
Bringing  us  the  richest  treasure 

Man  can  wish,  or  God  can  send ; 
Hear  our  earnest  supplication; 

Every  struggling  heart  release  : 
Rest  upon  this  congregation, 

Spirit  of  untroubled  peace ! 

Paul  Gerhardl 
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A     -     wake,  Je     -    ru    -    sa 
He      comes ;  pre  •  pare,    ye 
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lem,       a         rise! 
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Vir   -  gins  wise.    Rise         up ;      with    will    -    ing 
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Bride  -  groom    meet :         Al    -    le    -    lu    -    ia !        Bear    through  the     night     your 
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well-trimmed  light,    Speed       forth     to  join     the      mar  -  riage    rite.       A  -  MEN. 
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Zion  hears  the  watchmen  singing. 
Her  heart  with  deep  delight  is  springing ; 
At  once  she  wakes,  she  hastes  away : 
Forth  her  Bridegroom  hastens  glorious, 
In  grace  arrayed,  by  truth  victorious  ; 
Her  grief  is  joy,  her  night  is  day  : 
Hail,  worthy  Champion, 
Christ,  God  Almighty's  Son  : 
Alleluia ! 
We  haste  along,  in  pomp  of  song, 
And  gladsome  join  the  marriage  throng. 
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3  Hear  Thy  praise,  O  Lord,  ascending 
From  tongues  of  men  and  angels,  blending 
With  harp  and  lute  and  psaltery. 
By  Thy  pearly  gates  in  wonder 
We  stand,  and  swell  the  voice  of  thunder, 
In  bursts  of  choral  melody. 
No  vision  ever  brougnt, 
No  ear  hath  ever  caught, 
Such  bliss  and  joy : 
We  raise  the  song,  we  swell  the  throng, 
To  praise  Thee  ages  all  along. 

Philipp  Nicolai 
Arr.  from  George  F.  Handel 

-  ceive   her   King;   Let 
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sing,     And  Heaven  and  na  -  ture  sing,     And  Heaven,  and  Heaven  and  nature  sing.  A-men. 


Heav'n  and  na-ture    ting 
S   S  N  S 


Heav'n  and  na-ture    sing, 
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And  Heav'n  and  na-ture  sing 


i  Joy  to  the  earth !  the  Saviour  reigns : 
Let  men  their  songs  employ  : 
While  fields  and  floods,  rocks,  hills,  and  plains 
Repeat  the  sounding  joy. 


3  No  more  let  sins  and  sorrows  grow, 
Nor  thorns  infest  the  ground ; 

He  comes  to  make  His  blessings  flow 
Far  as  the  curse  is  found. 


4  He  rules  the  world  with  truth  and  grace, 
And  makes  the  nations  prove 
The  glories  of  His  righteousness. 
And  wonders  of  His  love. 

Isaac  Warn 
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Charles  F.  Gounod 


Draw  nigh,  draw  nigh,   Em  -  man  -  u  -  el,      And   ran  -  som  cap  -  tive      Is  -  ra  -  el, 
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That  mourns  in  lone  -  ly        ex  -  ile  here,      Un  -  til       the  Son        of  God    ap-pear. 
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Re- joke !   Re-joice !  Em-man  -  u  -  el    Shall  come  to  thee,  O    Is  -  ra  -  el ! 
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2  Draw  nigh,  draw  nigh,  O  Morning  Star, 
And  bring  us  comfort  from  afar, 

And  banish  far  from  us  the  gloom 
Of  sinful  night  and  endless  doom. 
Rejoice !     Rejoice !     Emmanuel 
Shall  come  to  thee,  O  Israel ! 

3  Draw  nigh,  draw  nigh,  O  David's  Key, 
The  heavenly  gate  unfolds  to  Thee ; 
Make  safe  the  way  that  leads  on  high, 
And  close  the  path  to  misery. 
Rejoice !     Rejoice !     Emmanuel 
Shall  come  to  Thee,  O  Israel ! 

4  Draw  nigh,  draw  nigh,  O  Lord  of  Might, 
Who  to  Thy  tribes  from  Sinai's  height, 
In  ancient  time,  didst  give  the  Law 

In  cloud  and  majesty  and  awe. 
Rejoice !     Rejoice !     Emmanuel 
Shall  come  to  thee,  O  lstaeW 
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Henry  Smart 
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Re- joice, all  ye  be  -  liev  -  ers,      And  let  your  lights  ap-pear;    The  evening  is  ad 
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soon  He  draweth  nigh :  Up,  pray  and  watch  and  wrestle,  At  midnight  comes  the  cry.  Amen. 


TrFff 


UMdUM 


P 


(5»- 


See  that  your  lamps  are  burning, 

Replenish  them  with  oil ; 
And  wait  for  your  salvation, 

The  end  of  earthly  toil 
The  watchers  on  the  mountain 

Proclaim  the  Bridegroom  near : 
Go  meet  Him  as  He  cometh, 

With  alleluias  clear. 
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3  Ye  saints,  who  here  in  patience 

Your  cross  and  sufferings  bore, 
Shall  live  and  reign  forever 

When  sorrow  is  no  more. 
Around  the  Throne  of  glory 

The  Lamb  ye  shall  behold : 
In  triumph  cast  before  Him 

Your  diadems  of  gold  I 


4  Our  hope  and  expectation, 

O  Jesus,  now  appear ; 
Arise,  Thou  Sun,  so  longed  for. 

O'er  this  benighted  sphere. 
With  hearts  and  hands  uplifted, 

We  plead,  O  Lord,  to  see 
The  day  of  earth's  redemption. 

That  brings  us  unto  Thee. 

Laurent* 
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Be  -  hold,      the  Bridegroom    com   -  eth    in       the        mid  -  die      of       the   night, 
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is      he     whose   loins      are    girt,  whose      lamp       is   burn  -  ing  bright ; 
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Mas  -  ter    shall 
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With  lamp    untrimmed,  un  -  burn  -  ing,  and    with  slum  -  ber  in      his  eyes. 
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2  Do  thou,  my  soul,  beware,  beware  lest  thou  in  sleep  sink  down, 
Lest  thou  be  given  o'er  to  death,  and  lose  the  golden  crown ; 
But  see  that  Thou  be  sober,  with  watchful  eyes,  and  thus 

Cry,  "  Holy,  Holy,  Holy  God,  have  mercy  upon  us !  " 

3  That  day,  the  day  of  fear,  shall  come :  my  soul,  slack  not  thy  toil, 
But  light  thy  lamp,  and  feed  it  well,  and  make  it  bright  with  oil ; 
Who  knowest  not  how  soon  may  sound  the  cry  at  eventide, 

"  Behold,  the  Bridegroom  comes !     Arise  !     Go  forth  to  meet  the  Bride !  w 

4  Beware,  my  soul !  take  thou  good  heed  lest  thou  in  slumber  lie, 
And,  like  the  five,  remain  without,  and  knock,  and  vainly  cry ; 

But  watch,  and  bear  thy  lamp  undimmed,  and  Christ  shall  gird  thee  on 
His  own  bright  wedding-robe  of  light,  —  the  glory  of  the  Son. 
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Lift  up  your  heads,  re -joke,     Redemption  draweth  nigh !  Now  breathes  a  softer    air, 
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Now  shines  a      mild-er      sky;  The  ear-ly  trees  put  forth    Their  new  and  tender  leaf; 
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Hushed    is        the   moan-ing    wind      That     told      of       win  -  ter's  grief. 


A-MEN. 


2  Lift  up  your  heads,  rejoice, 
Redemption  draweth  nigh ! 
Now  mount  the  laden  clouds, 
Now  flames  the  darkening  sky 
The  early  scattered  drops 
descend  with  heavy  fall, 
And  to  the  waiting  earth 
*  he  hidden  thunders  call. 


3  Lift  up  your  heads,  rejoice, 
Redemption  draweth  nigh  ! 
O,  note  the  varying  signs 
Of  earth,  and  air,  and  sky ; 
The  God  of  glory  comes 
In  gentleness  and  might, 
To  comfort  and  alarm. 
To  succour  and  to  smite 


4  He  comes,  the  wide  world's  King : 
He  comes,  the  true  heart's  Friend,  — 
New  gladness  to  begin. 
And  ancient  wrong  to  end  ; 
He  comes,  to  fill  with  light 
The  weary  waiting  eye. 
Lift  up  your  heads,  rejoice. 
Redemption  draweth  nigh  ! 

Thomas  T.  I 
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Come,  Thou  long-ex  -  pect  -  ed     Je  -    sus,    Born    to      set  Thy  peo  -  pie        free ; 
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From   our    fears  and    sins    re  -  lease    us,    Let      us      find    our     rest     in       Thee ! 
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Is  -  rael's  strength  and  con  •  so  -    la  -   tion,  Hope    of       all      the    saints  Thou    art; 
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Dear    de  -  sire    of      ev  -  'ry      na  -  tion,     Joy  of     ev  -  'ry    long-ing     heart.      A  -  men 
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2  Born,  Thy  people  to  deliver : 

Born  a  child,  —  and  yet  a  King; 
Born  to  reign  in  us  forever,  — 

Now  Thy  precious  kingdom  bring. 
By  Thine  own  eternal  Spirit, 

Rule  in  all  our  hearts  alone ; 
By  Thine  all-sufficient  merit, 

Raise  us  to  Thy  glorious  throne. 
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what  mean  those  holy  voices 
tly  sounding  through  the  skies  ? 

angelic  host  rejoices, 
sst  alleluias  rise, 
o  the  wondrous  story 
h  they  chant  in  hymns  of  joy: 
in  the  highest,  glory, 

be  to  God  most  high  ! 

on  earth,  good- will  from  Heaven, 
ling  far  as  man  is  found ; 
deemed,  and  sins  forgiven, 
our  golden  harps  shall  sound. 
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Christ  is  born,  the  great  Anointed ! 

Heaven  and  earth  His  glory  sing  ! 
Glad  receive  whom  God  appointed 

For  your  Prophet,  Priest,  and  King. 

3  "  Hasten,  mortals,  to  adore  Him, 

Learn  His  name,  and  taste  His  joy, 
Till  in  Heaven  you  sing  before  Him, 

Glory  be  to  God  most  high ! " 
Let  us  learn  the  wondrous  story 

Of  our  great  Redeemer's  birth, 
Spread  the  brightness  of  His  glory 

Till  it  cover  all  the  earth. 

John  Cawood 


John  B.  Dykes 


aim      on   the  listen  -  ing      ear       of       night  Come  Heaven's  me  -  lo  -  dious  strains. 
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:re  wild   Ju  -  de  -  a      stretch-es     far      Her  sil  -   ver-man  -  tied    plains.     A-men. 
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.1  choirs,  from  courts  above, 
sacred  glories  there, 
gels,  with  their  sparkling  lyres, 
s  music  on  the  air. 

swering  hills  of  Palestine 
I  back  the  glad  reply, 
rcet,  from  all  their  holy  heights. 
Day-spring  from  on  high. 


4  O'er  the  blue  depths  of  Galilee 

There  comes  a  holier  calm, 
And  Sharon  waves,  in  solemn  praise, 
Her  silent  groves  of  palm. 

5  This  clay  shall  Christian  hearts  be  mute. 

And  Christian  hearts  be  cold  ? 
O,  catch  the  anthem  that  from  Heaven 
0?er  Judah's  mountains  rolled 


6  When  nightly  burst  from  seraph-harps 
The  high  and  solemn  lav: 
**  Glory  to  (lod !  on  earth  be  peace \ 
Salvation  comes  to-day ! " 
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Christians,  a- wake !  salute  the  happy  morn   Whereon  the  Saviour  of  mankind  was 
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Rise    to    a-dore    themys-ter-y  of    love  Which  hosts  of  angels  chanted  from  a 
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With  them  the  joyful  tidings  first  begun     Of  God  in-car-nate,  of  the  Virgin's  Son.   A-: 
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2  Then  to  the  watchful  shepherds  it  was  told. 
Who  heard  the  angelic  herald's  voice :  "  Behold  ! 
I  bring  good  tidings  of  a  Saviour's  birth 

To  you,  and  all  the  nations  upon  earth : 

This  day  has  God  fulfilled  His  promised  word: 

This  day  is  born  a  Saviour,  Christ  the  Lord.'* 

3  He  spake ;  and  straightway  the  celestial  choir 
In  hymns  of  joy,  unknown  before,  conspire  ; 
The  praises  of  redeeming  love  they  sang, 
And  Heaven's  whole  orb  with  alleluias  rang: 
God's  highest  glory  was  their  anthem  still, 
Peace  upon  earth,  and  mutual  good  will. 

4  To  Bethlehem  straight  the  enlightened  shepherds  ran, 
To  see  the  wonder  God  had  wrought  for  man : 
Then  to  their  flocks,  still  praising  God.  return, 

And  their  glad  hearts  within  their  bosoms  burn : 
To  all.  the  joyful  tidings  they  proclaim, 
These  first  apostles  oi  H\s  Vuiatvt  warne.. 
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5  Let  us,  like  these  good  shepherds,  then  employ 
Our  grateful  voices  to  proclaim  the  joy  : 
Trace  we  the  Babe,  who  has  retrieved:  our  loss, 
From  His  poor  manger  to  His  bitter  cross, 
Treading  His  steps,  assisted  by  His  grace, 
Till  man's  first  heavenly  state  again  takes  place. 
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John  Byrom 


BETHLEHEM    c  m.  d. 


Old  Carol,  arr.  by  Arthur  Sullivan 
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While  shepherds  watched  their  flocks    by     night,     All      seat  -  ed       on      the  ground, 
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The      an  -  gel       of       the     Lord    came  down.      And         glo   -    ry    shone      a    round 
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"Fear    not,*' said      he,      for   might  -  y     dread      Had   seized  their  troub -  led     mind, 
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MEN. 


-  "To  you,  in  David's  town  this  day, 

Js  born,  of  David's  line, 
*  Saviour,  who  is  Christ  the  Lord : 
T/ind  this  shall  be  the  sign  : 
y  heavenly  Babe  you  there  shall  find 
*o  Human  view  displayed, 

anly  wrapt  in  swathing  bands, 
in  a  manger  laid. " 


Thus  spake  the  seraph,  and  forthwith 

Appeared  a  shining  throng 
Of  angels  praising  God.  who  thus 

Addressed  their  jovful  song  : 
"  All  .ijlory  be  to  God  on  high. 

And  to  the  earth  be  peace. % 
( iood-wiW  henceiottK  itovc\  WwrcwAc*  tcvwv^ 

Kegin,  and  never  cease." 
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It     came     up  -  on       the      mid-night  clear,    That    glo  -  rious  song    of 
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From  an  -  gels  bend  -  ing    near    the   earth    To     touch   their  harps       of     gc 
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"  Peace   on      the  earth,  good  will      to    men,  From  Heaven_'s  all  -  gra  -  cious   Ki 
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I'he  world    in     sol  -  emn  still  -  ness   lay,       To   hear     the    an  -  gels    sing. 
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2  Still  through  the  cloven  skies  they  come, 
With  peaceful  wings  unfurled. 
And  still  their  heavenlv  music  floats 

O'er  all  the  weary  world : 
Above  its  sad  and  lowly  plains 
They  bend  on  heavenly  wing, 
And  ever  o'er  its  Babel-sounds 
The  blessed  angels  sing. 


3  Yet  with  the  woes  of  sin  and  strife 

The  world  has  suffered  long ; 
Beneath  the  angel-strain  have  rolle 

Two  thousand  years  of  wrong ; 
And  men,  at  war  with  men,  hear  n< 

The  love-song  which  they  bring  : 
O,  hush  the  noise,  ye  men  of  strife, 

And  \\eax  \\-\s  axi^£\&  s\wg! 
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\nd  ye,  beneath  life's  crushing  load, 

Whose  forms  are  bending  low, 
Vho  toil  along  the  climbing  way 

With  painful  steps  and  slow,  — 
~ook  now !  for  glad  and  golden  hours 

Come  swiftly  on  the  wing : 
).  rest  beside  the  weary  road, 

And  hear  the  angels  sing  ! 


5  For  lo,  the  days  are  hastening  on, 

By  prophet-bards  foretold, 
When  with  the  ever-circling  years 

Comes  round  the  age  of  gold,  — 
When  peace  shall  over  all  the  earth 

Its  ancient  splendors  fling, 
And  the  whole  world  send  back  the  song 

Which  now  the  angels  sing. 

Edmund  H.  Sears 


ANGELS'   SONG    ( :.  m.  d. 


*-7 


mm  jzgs. 


Arr.  from  Mendelssohn  by  Edward  J.  Hopkins 

_,-4 


It    came  up  -  on     the     mid  -  night  clear,   That    glo  -  rious   song      of        old, 
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From     an  -  gels   bend  -  ing     near    the     earth     To    touch  their   harps  of       gold : 
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"Peace     on       the      earth,  good  will      to       men,  From  Heaven's  all-gra-cio us   King: 
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The   world     in       sol  -  emn   still-ness  lay,       To   hear  the    an  -  gels       sing.      A-men. 
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Felix  Mendelssohn-Bartholdy 


Hark  1  the  her  -  aid    angels      sing,      Glo  -  ry     to   the  new-born  King !  Peace  on  earth,  and 
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mer  -  cy    mild,      God    and  sin  -  ners  rec  -  on  -  died !  Joy-ful,   all     ye      na  -  tions,  rise, 
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1 
Join  the     tri-umph   of    the     skies;  With  th'an-gel -ic   host  pro-claim, Christ  is  born    in 

i  i  i.  i  11  A     H* 
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Bethlehem.  Hark !  the  her-ald      an-gels    sing,     (ilo-ry      to    the  new-born  King !  A-MEN- 


2  Christ,  by  highest  Heaven  adored; 
Christ,  the  everlasting  Lord : 
Late  in  time  behold  Him  come. 
Offspring  of  the  Virgin's  womb. 
Veiled  in  flesh  the  Godhead  see ; 
Hail  the  incarnate  Deitv, 
Pleased  as  man  with  man  to  dwell ; 
Jesus,  our  Emmanuel ! 
Hark  J  the  herald  angels,  etc. 
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3  Mild.  He  lays  His  glory  by, 
Horn  that  man  no  more  mav  die, 
Born  to  raise  the  sons  of  earth, 
Born  to  give  them  second  birth. 
Risen  with  healing  in  His  wings, 
Light  and  life  to  all  He  brings. 
Hail,  the  Sun  of  Righteousness! 
Hail,  the  Heaven-born  Prince  of 
Hark !  the  herald  angels,  etc. 

Charles  Wesley 
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John  Reading 
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O  come,   all     ye  faith  •  ful,    Joy  -  ful  and  tri  -  umph  -  ant,    To  Beth  -  le  •  hem 
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cord ;  Come,  and  be  -  hold      Him   Born,  the  King  of 
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dore  Him  I      O    come,  let    us 
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a  -  dore      Him,    Christ      the       Lord!      A -men. 
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2  Sing,  choirs  of  angels, 
Sing  in  exultation; 

Through  Heaven's  high  arches  be  your  praises  poured. 

Now  to  our  God  be 

Glory  in  the  Highest! 
O  come,  let  us  adore  Him,  Christ  the  Lord  I 

3  Yea,  Lord,  we  bless  Thee, 
Born  for  our  salvation  ; 

Jesus,  forever  be  Thy  name  adored ! 

Word  of  the  Father, 

Now  in  flesh  appearing  ! 
O  come,  let  us  adore  Him,  Christ  t*     " 
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Sweet-ly  sang  the    an  -  gels      In    the  clear  calm   night,  On  their  white  wings  resting 
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In     the  heavenly    light;   Sent   by  God  the   Fa  -  ther.   Who  our  love  has  sought, 
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Un  -  to  men  and  chil-dren     Tidings  glad  they  brought.  Children,  blend  your  voi  -  ces, 


_  4-4. 

....  _  r_  r 


f&m^^^t 


r 


^-rf  "P :^  ~^'ft  %^^ 

i  »  i     u 


In  sweet  concord  sing,    Hail  the  Lord's  Anointed,  Christ,  the  children's  King!  Amen. 
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2  To  the  gentle  shepherds 
It  was  first  revealed.  - 
Watching  'mid  the  darkness 

In  the  open  field,  — 
That  in  David's  city, 
On  that  holy  morn, 
In  a  lowly  stable, 
Christ  our  King  was  born. 
Children,  blend  your  voices,  etc. 
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3  Gladdened  by  the  tidings, 

Hastily  they  sped 
To  the  crowded  city 

And  the  manger  bed; 
There  thev  found  the  Saviour. 

With  His  mother  mild  : 
Him  they  loved  and  worshipped, 

Though  a  lowly  child. 
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4  In  His  simple  childhood, 
And  His  sacred  youth, 
All  His  ways  were  holy, 

All  His  words  were  truth ; 
For  our  sins  He  suffered, 

And,  through  grief  untold, 
All  His  lambs  He  purchased 
For  His  sacred  fold. 

Children,  blend  your  voices,  etc. 


5  Jesu,  meek  and  gentle, 
Make  us  like  to  Thee ; 
Loving,  true,  and  tender, 

Thou  wouldst  have  us  be. 
Blessings  rich  and  holy, 
At  this  Christmas-tide, 
Pour  Thou  out  upon  us, 
Saviour,  King,  and  Guide  ! 

Children,  blend  your  voices,  etc. 

John  Julian 
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Peace  round  the   world  her   banners  spread,  And  quenched  was  battle's  lur  -  id  flame ; 
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A   star  -  ry    sig  -  nal  shone  in  -  stead,  When  Christ  the  Sav  -  iour  came  I   A  -  men. 
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2  Again  let  sacred  silence  reign,  4  Again,  O  trooping  angel-throng, 

And  men  from  toil  and  tumult  cease,  Let  your  bright  garments  round  us  gleam, 

To  hail,  as  once  on  Bethlehem's  plain,         And  fill  the  silence  with  your  song 
The  coming  Prince  of  Peace  !  Melodious  and  supreme  ! 


!  HTiile,  shining  steadfast  and  serene, 

And  lighting  pilgrims  from  afar, 
Above  all  earthly  heights  is  seen 
The  glory  of  His  star  ! 


5  The  world  is  old,  the  world  is  sad ; 
Yet  age  nor  sorrow  hath  sufficed 
To  dim  the  vision  once  it  had, 
When  first  it  saw  the  Christ ! 


6  O  blessed  vision,  bring  again 

The  song  that  hath  not  wholly  died  ! 
So  heavenly  praises  among  men 
Forever  shall  abide. 

R  owner  W.  Riyt 
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Bright  -  est    and      best      of      the      sons      of      the      morn  -  ing !   Dawn    on     our 
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in  -     fant    Re  -  deem  -  er        is       laid !     A  -  men. 
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2  Cold  on  His  cradle  the  dew-drops  are  shining ; 

Low  lies  His  head  with  the  beasts  of  the  stall ; 
Angels  adore  Him  in  slumber  reclining. 
Maker  and  Monarch  and  Saviour  of  all. 

3  Say,  shall  we  yield  Him,  in  costly  devotion. 

Odors  of  Edom  and  offerings  divine, 
Gems  of  the  mountain,  and  pearls  of  the  ocean, 
Myrrh  from  the  forest,  or  gold  from  the  mine  ? 

4  Vainly  we  offer  each  ample  oblation ; 

Vainly  with  gifts  would  His  favor  secure : 
Richer  by  far  is  the  heart's  adoration  ; 

Dearer  to  God  are  the  prayers  of  the  poor. 

5  Brightest  and  best  of  the  sons  of  the  morning ! 

Dawn  on  our  darkness,  and  lend  us  thine  aid ! 
Star  of  the  East,  the  horizon  adorning, 
Guide  where  our  infant  Redeemer  is  laid  ! 
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Traditional  air,  rearr.  by  Arthur  Sullivan 
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thou-sand  years  have    come    and    gone,        And  near  a      thou  -  sand  more, 
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Since    hap  -  pier    light  from   Heav  -  en    shone  Than      ev 
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A  little  si  ewer 
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That  sent  such  news   from   tongue  to  tongue  As        ears  had      nev  -  er  heard.     A  -  men. 
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2  And  we  are  glad,  and  we  will  sing. 
As  in  the  days  of  yore  : 
Come  all,  and  hearts  made  ready  bring. 

To  welcome  back  once  more 
The  day  when  first  on  wintry  earth 

A  summer  change  began. 
And  dawning  on  a  lonely  birth. 
V prose  the  light  of  man. 
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3  For  troubles  such  as  man  must  bear. 

From  childhood  to  fourscore. 
He  shared  with  us.  that  we  might  share 

His  joy  for  evermore  : 
And  twice  a  thousand  years  of  grief. 

Of  conflict,  and  of  sin. 
May  tell  how  large  tW^  Yttx\ts\  ^vta& 

His  patient  \ove  s\\a\\  \n*yc\. 
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Once  in    roy  -  al    Da    -    vid's      ci   -    ty       Stood  a    low  -  ly    cat    •    tie     sh 

IS       ~~ 


^1 


ir  rr>   f 
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In     a     man  -  ger  for       His       be 
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Ma  -  ry       was      that  mother    mild,      Je  -  sus  Christ    her  lit  -  tie    Child.       A  -  m 
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2  He  came  down  to  earth  from  Heaven, 

Who  is  God  and  Lord  of  all, 
And  His  shelter  was  a  stable, 

And  His  cradle  was  a  stall : 
With  the  poor,  and  mean,  and  lowly, 
Lived  on  earth  our  Saviour  holy. 

3  And,  thro'  all  His  wondrous  childhood, 

He  would  honor  and  obey, 
Love  and  watch  the  lowly  maiden 

In  whose  gentle  arms  He  lay: 
Christian  children  all  must  be 
Mild,  obedient,  good  as  He. 


4  For  He  is  our  childhood's  pattern, 

Day  by  day  like  us  He  grew : 
He  was  little,  weak,  and  helpless. 

Tears  and  smiles  like  us  He  knev 
And  He  feeleth  for  our  sadness. 
And  He  shareth  in  our  gladness. 

5  And  our  eyes  at  last  shall  see  Him, 

Through  His  own  redeeming  love 
For  that  Child  so  dear  and  gentle 

Is  our  Lord  in  Heaven  above; 
And  He  leads  His  children  on 
To  the  place  where  He  is  gone. 


6  Not  in  that  poor  lowly  stable, 
With  the  oxen  standing  by. 
We  shall  see  Him,  but  in  Heaven, 
Set  at  God's  right  hand  on  high, 
When,  like  stars,  His  children  crowned. 
All  in  white,  shall  wait  around. 

Cec\\  F    Mexrodec 
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Joseph  Barnby 


1 74    H°LY   NIGHT     p.  m.  Joseph  Barnby 

Ho  -  ly  night  I  peaceful  night !  Through  the  darkness  beams  a    light ,       Ho  -  ly  night! 


1 — FT 


J3» 


JF^f 


c-rt  tcr 


peace  -  ful  night  I    Through  the  dark-ness  beams 
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a     light,     Through  the     dark  -  ness 
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beams    a  light,       Yon  -  der,  where  they  sweet    vi  -  gils  keep 
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O'er  the  Babe  who,  in 
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si    -  lent  sleep,       Rests    in   heaven-ly  peace,        Rests    in   heavenly  peace. 
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*  Use  these  slurs  and  tie*  as  the  words  require 

2  Silent  night !  holiest  night ! 
Darkness  flies,  and  all  is  light ! 
Shepherds  hear  the  angels  sing : 
"  Hallelujah  !  hail  the  King  ! 
Jesus  the  Saviour  is  here ! " 

3  Holiest  night !  peaceful  night ! 
Child  of  Heaven,  O,  how  bright 

Thou  didst  smile  when  Thou  wast  born ; 
Blessed  was  that  happy  morn, 
Full  of  heavenly  joy. 


4  Silent  night !  holiest  night ! 
Guiding  Star,  O,  lend  Thy  light ! 
See  the  Eastern  wise  men  bring 
Gifts  and  homage  to  our  King ! 
Jesus  the  Saviour  is  here  ! 

5  Silent  night !  holiest  night ! 
Wondrous  Star,  O,  lend  thy  light ! 
With  the  angels  let  us  sing 
Hallelujah  to  our  King! 

Jesus  our  Saviour  \s  here  \ 

)oseph  Mohr 
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O         lit  -    tie      town    of  Beth  -  le  -  hem,    How  still     we     see    thee      lie ! 
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A  •  bove     thy  deep    and  dream-less  sleep  The     si  -  lent    stars    go       by.      Yet 
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in    thy  dark  streets  shineth  The  ev  -  er  -  last  -  ing       light ;        The  hopes  and  fears  of 
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all    the  years  Are  met   in     thee   to-  night.  Our   I/^rd  Em-man  -  ti  -    el. 
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2  O  morning  stars,  together 

Proclaim  the  holv  birth  ! 
And  praises  sing  to  God  the  King, 

And  peace  to  men  on  earth. 
For  Christ  is  born  of  Man- ; 

And  gathered  all  above, 
While  mortals  sleep,  the  angels  keep 

Their  watch  of  wondering  love. 


3  How  silently,  how  silently. 

The  wondrous  gift  is  given  ! 
So  God  imparts  to  human  hearts 

The  blessings  of  His  Heaven. 
No  ear  may  hear  His  coming; 

But  in  this  world  of  sin, 
Where  meek  souls  will  receive  Him  stil 

The  dear  Christ  enters  in. 
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4  Where  children  pure  and  happy 

Pray  to  the  blessed  Child ; 
Where  misery  cries  out  to  Thee, 

Son  of  the  Mother  mild; 
Where  Charity  stands  watching, 

And  Faith  holds  wide  the  door,  — 
The  dark  night  wakes,  the  glory  breaks, 

And  Christmas  comes  once  more. 
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5  O  holy  Child  of  Bethlehem, 

Descend  to  us,  we  pray  ! 
Cast  out  our  sin,  and  enter  in ; 

Be  born  in  us  to-day. 
We  hear  the  Christmas  angels 

The  great  glad  tidings  tell ; 
O,  come  to  us,  abide  with  us, 

Our  Lord  Emmanuel ! 

Phillip.  Brooks 
Niels  W.  Gade 


1  1    1    I    1    '     v  r       1    1    1 


Instrument. 


+  + 


-#-  -m-  -0-     i    j   ts*       1      J 


Child  Je  -  sus  comes  from  heavenly  height  To  save  us    from  sin's 
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keep  -ing;  On  man-ger  straw,  in   darksome  night, The  Blessed  One    lies  sleep-  ing.  The 
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star  smiles  down,  the  an-gels  greet,  The  ox  -  en  kiss  the  Ha  -  by's  feet :  Al  -  le    lu    -    ia,  Al  -  le  - 
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2  Take  courage,  soul  in  grief  cast  down, 
Forget  the  bitter  dealing ; 
A  Child  is  born  in  David's  town 

To  touch  all  souls  with  healing ; 
Then  let  us  go  and  seek  the  Child. 
Children  like  Him,  meek,  undefiled. 
AlMu\a,  A\\e\\>ta,  C\v\W  ^sykO 

Wait*  CY\r\*VSxw  \vA«c%«cw 
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Thine  humble  beast  pursues  his  road,  With  palms  and  scatter'd  garments  strow'd.    Amen. 


2  Ride  on.  ride  on  in  majesty ! 
In  lowly  pomp,  ride  on  to  die ! 

O  Christ.  Thy  triumphs  now  begin 
O'er  captive  death  and  conquered  sin. 

3  Ride  on.  ride  on  in  majesty  ! 
The  winded  squadrons  of  the  sky- 
Look  down  with  sad  and  wondering  eyes 
To  see  the  approaching  sacrifice. 


4  Ride  on.  ride  on  in  ma  jest}* ! 

Thy  last  and  fiercest  strife  is  nigh  : 
The  Father  on  His  sapphire  throne 
Expects  His  own  anointed  Son. 

5  Ride  on,  ride  on  in  majesty  f 
In  lowly  pomp,  ride  on  to  die : 
Bow  Thy  meek  head  to  mortal  pain. 
Then  take,  O  God,  Thy  power,  and  reign 

Dean  Mflnnn 


Henry  K.  Oliver 
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My  dear  Re-deem  -  er,      and     my      Lord,     I      read  my    du    -    ty     in    Thy    words 
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Hut      in  Thy  life   the      law 
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Such  was  Thy  truth,  and  such  Thy  zeal,  3  Cold  mountains  and  the  midnight  air 

Such  deference  to  Thy  Father's  will,  Witnessed  the  fervor  of  Thy  prayer: 

Such  love,  and  meekness  so  divine,  The  desert  Thy  temptations  knew,  — 

1  would  transcribe  and  make  them  mine.  Thy  conflict  and  Thy  victory  too. 

4  Be  Thou  my  pattern ;  make  me  bear 


More  of  Thy  gracious  image  here; 
Then  God  the  Judge  shall  own  my  name 
Amongst  the  followers  of  the  Lamb. 


Isaac  Watts 
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2  The  weary  bird  hath  left  the  air. 

And  sunk  into  his  sheltered  nest ; 
The  wandering  beast  has  sought  his  lair, 
And  laid  him  down  his  welcome  rest. 

3  Still  near  the  lake,  with  wean-  tread, 

Lingers  a  form  of  human  kind. 
And  on  His  lone,  unsheltered  head. 
Flows  the  chill  night-damp  of  the  wind. 
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O.  who  like  Thee,  so  calm,  so  bright, 
Thou  Son  of  man,  Thou  Light  of  light ! 
O,  who  like  Thee  did  ever  go 
So  patient  through  a  world  of  woe ! 

O.  who  like  Thee  so  humbly  bore 
The  scorn,  the  scoffs  of  men  before : 
So  meek,  forgiving.  Godlike,  high, 
So  glorious  in  humility  ! 


4  Why  seeks  He  not  a  home  of  rest  ? 

Why  seeks  He  not  a  pillowed  bed? 

Beasts  have  their  dens,  the  bird  its  nest 

He  hath  not  where  to  lav  His  head. 

5  Such  was  the  lot  He  freely  chose. 

To  bless,  to  save  the  human  race ; 
And  through  His  poverty  there  flows 
A  rich,  full  stream  of  neavenly  grace. 

William  Russell 


3  The  landing  angels  stooped  to  see 
The  lisping  infant  clasp  Thy  knee. 
And  smile,  as  in  a  father's  eye, 
Upon  Thy  mild  divinity. 

4  And  death,  which  sets  the  prisoner  free. 
Was  pang,  and  scoff,  and  scorn  to  Thee ; 
Yet  love  through  all  Thy  torture  glowed. 
And  mercy  with  Thy  life-blood  flowed. 


5  O.  in  Thy  light  be  mine  to  go. 
Illuming  all  my  way  of  woe  : 
And  give  me  ever  on  the  road 
To  trace  Thy  footsteps.  Son  of  God ! 

Arthur  OevetonA  Com* 
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To     Thee,  Re-  deem  -  er,     King! 
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Who    in       the  Lord's  name  com  -    est,    The   King  and   Bless  -  ed      One.        A  -  ME** 
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2  The  company  of  angels 

Are  praising  Thee  on  high. 
And  mortal  men,  and  all  things 

Created,  make  reply. 
All  glory,  etc. 

3  The  people  of  the  Hebrews 

With  palms  before  Thee  went: 
Our  praise  and  prayer  and  anthems 

Before  Thee  we  present. 
All  glory,  etc. 


4  To  Thee  before  Thy  passion 

They  sang  their  hymns  of  praise; 
To  Thee,  now  high  exalted, 

Our  melody  we  raise. 
All  glory,  etc. 

5  Thou  didst  accept  their  praises; 

Accept  the  prayers  we  bring, 
Who  in  all  good  delightest, 

Thou  good  and  gracious  King. 
All  glory,  etc. 

Theodulph  of  Orleans 
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When      the   Lord       of      Love  was    here,        Hap  -  py     hearts   to   Him    were  dear, 
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Though    His   heart     was      sad; 


Worn       and      lone  -  ly        for         our    sake. 
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Yet      He  turned  a  •  side      to     make        All       the  wea  •  ry     glad. 
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2  Meek  and  lowly  were  His  ways; 
From  His  loving  grew  His  praise, 

From  His  giving,  prayer : 
-All  the  outcasts  thronged  to  hear, 
-All  the  sorrowful  drew  near 

To  enjoy  His  care. 

VVhen  He  walked  the  fields,  He  drew 
X^rom  the  flowers  and  birds  and  dew, 

Parables  of  God ; 
F*or  within  His  heart  of  love 
All  the  soul  of  man  did  move,  — 

God  had  His  abode. 


4  Fill  us  with  Thy  deep  desire, 
All  the  sinful  to  inspire 

With  the  Father's  life ; 
Free  us  from  the  cares  that  press 
On  the  heart  of  worldliness. 

From  the  fret  and  strife. 

5  Lord,  be  ours  Thy  power  to  keep 
In  the  very  heart  of  grief, 

And  in  trial,  love ; 
In  our  meekness  to  be  wise. 
And  through  sorrow  to  arise 

To  our  God  above. 
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John  B.  Dykes 
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But   Thou   wast  wrapped  in   guile  -  less  sleep,     Calm      and       still. 
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2  "  Save,  Lord,  we  perish  !  "  was  their  cry;  3  The  wild  winds  hushed ;  the  angry  deep 

44  O,  save  us  in  our  agony !  "  Sank,  like  a  little  child,  to  sleep ; 

Thy  Word  above  the  storm  rose  high,  The  sullen  billows  ceased  to  leap, 

44  Peace,  be  still."  At  Thy  will. 

4  So,  when  our  life  is  clouded  o'er, 

And  storm-winds  drift  us  from  the  shore, 
Say,  lest  we  sink  to  rise  no  more, 
44  Peace,  be  still." 

Godfrey  Thring 
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Son      of       the   Car     pen  -  ter,       re  -  ceive     This   hum  •  ble    work    of      mine : 
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Worth    to    my  mean-est    la  -  bor  give,      By      join-ing       it        to   Thine.       A-men. 
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2  Servant  of  all,  to  toil  for  man 

Thou  wouldst  not,  Lord,  refuse ; 
Thy  majesty  did  not  disdain 
To  be  employed  for  us. 


3  Thy  bright  example  I  pursue, 
To  Thee  in  all  things  rise ; 
And  all  I  think,  or  speak,  or  do, 
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4  Careless,  through  outward  cares  I  go, 
From  all  distraction  free ; 
My  hands  are  but  engaged  below, 
My  heart  is  still  with  Thee. 

Charles  Wesley 
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As   oft,    with   worn  and  wea-ry   feet,  We  tread  earth's  rug  -  ged  val-ley    o'er,  The 
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thought,  how  com  -  fort  -  ing     and  sweet!  Christ  trod  this   ve  -  ry      path    be -fore!  Our 
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wants  and  weak-ness-es    He  knows,  From  life's  first  dawning       to       its  close.     A-men. 
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2  Do  sickness,  feebleness,  and  pain, 
Or  sorrow  in  our  path  appear,  — 
The  recollection  will  remain, 

More  deeply  did  He  suffer  here  ! 
His  life,  how  truly  sad  and  brief, 
Filled  up  with  suffering  and  with  grief ! 


3  If  Satan  tempt  our  hearts  to  stray. 
And  whisper  evil  things  within,  — 
So  did  he,  in  the  desert  way, 

Assail  our  Lord  with  thoughts  of  sin  ; 
When  worn,  and  in  a  feeble  hour, 
The  Tempter  came  with  all  his  power. 


4  Just  such  as  I,  this  earth  He  trod, 
With  ever}*  human  ill  but  sin ; 
And,  though  indeed  the  very  God, 

As  I  am  now,  so  He  has  been. 
Mv  God,  mv  Saviour,  look  on  me 
With  pity,  love,  and  sympathy ! 

James  Edmestou 
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Rude-ly         in     a     sta  -  ble  shel-tered,  Coldly  in     a    man-ger     laid? 
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T  is    the    Lord    of        all     ere    -   a  -    tion,   Who  this      wond-rous    path  hath    trod  ; 
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2  Who  is  this,  —  a  Man  of  Sorrows, 

Walking  sadly  life's  hard  way, 
Homeless,  weary,  sighing,  weeping 

Over  sin  and  Satan's  sway? 
'T  is  our  God,  our  glorious  Saviour, 

Who  above  the  starrv  skv 
Now  for  us  a  place  prepareth 

Where  no  tear  can  dim  the  eye. 
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Who  is  this,  —  behold  Him  shedding 

Drops  of  blood  upon  the  ground  ? 
Who  is  this,  —  despised,  rejected, 

Mocked,  insulted,  beaten,  bound  ? 
*T  is  our  God,  who  gifts  and  graces 

Poureth  on  His  Church  below, 
Now,  in  royal  might  victorious, 

Triumphing  o'er  every  foe. 
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4  Who  is  this  that  hangeth  dying, 

While  the  rude  world  scoffs  and  scorns,  — 
Numbered  with  the  malefactors, 

Torn  with  nails,  and  crowned  with  thorns? 
'T  is  the  God  who  ever  liveth 

'Mid  the  shining  ones  on  high, 
In  the  glorious  golden  city 

Reigning  everlastingly. 

William  W.  How 
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Per  -  il      was  nigh  :  Then  said  the   God   of  God,  "  Peace !     it 
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2  Ridge  of  the  mountain-wave, 

Lower  thy  crest ! 
Wail  of  Kuroclvdon, 

Be  thou  at  rest ! 
Sorrow  can  never  be, 

Darkness  must  fly, 
Where  saith  the  Light  of  Light, 

"Peace!     It  is  I  !  " 


3  Jesus,  Deliverer, 

Come  Thou  to  me : 
Soothe  Thou  my  voyaging 

Over  life's  sea : 
Thou,  when  the  storm  of  death 

Roars,  sweeping  by, 
Whisper,  O  Truth  of  Truth, 
"Peace!     It  is  I!" 

St.  Am 


The  Passion 
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Hans  Leo  Hassler, 
as  harmonized  by  J.  S.  Bach, 
in  the  St.  Matthew  Passion 


Sa-cred   Head !  now  wounded,     With  grief  and  shame  weighed  down ;     Now 
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2  O  noblest  brow,  and  dearest ! 

In  other  days,  the  world 
All  feared  when  Thou  appearedst ; 

What  shame  on  Thee  is  hurled ! 
How  art  Thou  pale  with  anguish, 

With  sore  abuse  and  scorn  ; 
How  does  that  visage  languish 

Which  once  was  bright  as  morn ! 

3  What  Thou,  my  Lord,  hast  suffered 

Was  all  for  sinners'  gain : 
Mine,  mine  was  the  transgression, 
But  Thine  the  deadly  pain. 


Lo  !  here  I  fall,  my  Saviour ! 

*T  is  I  deserve  Thy  place ; 
Look  on  me  with  Thy  favor, 

Vouchsafe  to  me  Thy  grace. 

4  What  language  shall  I  borrow 

To  thank  Thee,  dearest  Friend, 
For  this,  Thv  dving  sorrow, 

Thy  pity  without  end  ! 
O,  make  me  Thine  forever ! 

And  should  I  fainting  be, 
Lord,  let  m,e  never,  never 

Outlive  mv  love  to  Thee ! 

5  Be  near  when  I  am  dying, 

O,  show  Thy  cross  to  me ! 
And  for  my  succor  flying. 

Come,  Lord,  to  set  me  free ! 
These  eyes,  new  faith  receiving. 

From  Jesus  shall  not  move, 
For  he  who  dies  believing. 

Dies  safely  through  Thy  lov 

Paul  Gf 
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The   Passion 
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i.  A  voice  up -on       the  mid  -  night  air,    Where  Ke-dron's  moon  -  lit  wa    -  ters  stray, 
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Weeps  forth,  in     ag  -  o    -    ny        of  prayer,  **  O   Fa  -   ther !  take     this  cup       a-way  I 
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Ah !  Thou  who  sorrowest  unto  death, 
We  conquer  in  Thy  mortal  fray ; 

And  earth,  for  all  her  children,  saith, 
"  O  God  !  take  not  this  cup  away ! " 
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3  O  Lord  of  sorrow  !  meekly  die : 

Thou  'It  heal  or  hallow  all  our  woe ; 

Thy  name  refresh  the  mourner's  sigh ; 

Thy  peace  revive  the  faint  and  low. 
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4.  Great  Chief  of  faith-ful  souls !  a    -    rise :     None  else  can  lead  the  mar  -  tyr       band, 
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Who  teach  the  brave,  how  per-il      flies,  When  faith,  un-armed,    up  -  lifts  the  hand.  A-MEN. 
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;  O  King  of  earth  !  the  Cross  ascend  : 
O'er  climes  and  ages  'tis  Thy  throne; 
Where'er  Thv  fading  eve  mav  bend, 
The  desert  blooms,  and  is  Thine  own. 


6  Thy  parting  blessing.  Lord,  we  pray ; 
Make  but  one  fold  below,  above  : 
And  when  we  go  the  last  lone  way, 
O,  give  the  welcome  of  Thy  love. 

James  Mart1, 
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The  Passion 


Part  I.  —  On  the  Cross 


Unison 


Charles  H.  Morse 


*  Use  slur  for  verses  1  and  8 


2  Thorns  form  Thy  diadem, 

Rough  wood  Thy  throne ; 
For  us  Thy  blood  is  shed,  — 

Us  alone. 

3  No  pillow  under  Thee 

To  rest  Thy  head,  — 
Only  the  splintered  cross 

Is  Thy  bed. 

4  Nails  pierced  Thy  hands  and  feet, 

Thy  side,  the  spear ; 
No  voice  is  nigh  to  say, 

44  Help  is  near.'' 


5  Loud  is  Thy  bitter  cry ; 

Sunk  on  Thy  breast 
Hangeth  Thy  bleeding  head, 

Without  rest 

6  Loud  scoffs  the  dying  thief, 

Who  mocks  at  Thee : 
Can  it,  my  Saviour,  be 

All  for  me  ? 

7  Gazing,  afar  from  Thee, 

Silent  and  lone, 
Stand  those  few  weepers,  Thou 

Callest  Thine  own. 


8  What,  O  my  Saviour, 
Here  didst  Thou  see, 
Which  made  Thee  suffer  and 

Die  for  me  ? 


Part  II.  —  The  Appeal  from  the  Cross 


Baritone  Solo 
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9.  Child  of  My  grief  and  pain.Watch'd  by  My  love,     I  came  to  call  thee  to   Realms  above. 
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10  I  saw  thee  wandering 
Far  off  from  Me : 
In  love  1  seek  for  thee,  — 

Do  not  flee. 


11   For  thee  My  blood  I  shed, — 
For  thee  alone ; 
I  came  to  purchase  thee,  — 

For  Mine  own. 


12  Weep  thou  not  for  My  grief, 
Child  of  Mv  love  ; 
Strive  to  be  with  Me  in 

Heaven  above. 


The   Passion 


Part  III.  —  The  Cry  of  Consecration 


Harmony 
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13.  Lord,  if  Thou   only  wilt,  Make  us  Thine  own  ;  Give  no  com  -  pan  •  ion,  save  Thee  a  lone.    A -men. 
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14  Grant  through  each  day  of  life 
To  stand  by  Thee,  — 
With  Thee,  when  morning  breaks, 

Ever  to  be. 

Edward  Monro 
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2  These  are  they  who  watched  to  see 
Where  He  hung  in  agony, 
Dying  on  the  accursed  tree. 

3  All  is  over ;  in  the  tomb 
Sleeps  He,  'mid  its  silent  gloom, 
Till  the  dawn  of  Easter  come. 


4  All  is  over,  fought  the  fight : 
Heaviness  is  for  a  night ; 

Joy  comes  with  the  morning  light. 

5  Leave  we  in  the  grave  with  Him, 
Sins  that  shame,  and  doubts  that  dim. 
If  our  souls  would  rise  with  Him. 


6  Glory  to  the  Lord  who  gave 
His  pure  body  to  the  grave, 
Us  from  sin  and  death  to  save. 

William  S.  Raymond 
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There      is     a    green  hill    far        a  -  way,   With  -  out    a     cit  -  y       wall,  \ 
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By  permission 

2  We  may  not  know,  we  cannot  tell, 

What  pains  He  had  to  bear; 
But  we  believe  it  was  for  us 
He  hung  and  suffered  there. 

3  He  died  that  we  might  be  forgiven, 

He  died  to  make  us  good, 
That  we  might  go  at  last  to  Heaven, 
Saved  by  His  precious  blood. 


T=f 


r 


f 


4  There  was  no  other  good  enough 

To  pay  the  price  of  sin  ; 
He  only  could  unlock  the  gate 
Of  Heaven,  and  let  us  in. 

5  O,  dearly,  dearly  has  He  loved. 

And  we  must  love  Him  too. 
And  trust  in  His  redeeming  blooi 
And  try  His  works  to  do. 

Cecil  F.  Alex 
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The  Words  on  the  Cross 
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2  Saviour,  for  our  pardon  sue, 
When  our  sins  Thy  pangs  renew, 
For  we  know  not  what  we  do : 
Hear  us,  holy  Jesu. 


3  O,  may  we,  who  mercy  need, 
Be  like  Thee  in  heart  and  deed, 
WThen  with  wrong  our  spirits  ble< 
Hear  us,  holy  Jesu. 


The   Passion 


Part  II. 

"  To-day  ahalt  thou  be  with  Me  in  Paradise." 

1  Jesu,  pitying  the  sighs 

Of  the  thief  who  near  Thee  dies, 
Promising  him  Paradise : 
Hear  us,  Holy  Jesu. 

2  May  we,  in  our  guilt  and  shame, 
Still  Thy  love  and  mercy  claim, 
Calling  humbly  on  Thy  name : 

Hear  us,  Holy  Jesu. 

3  O,  remember  us  who  pine, 
Looking  from  our  cross  to  Thine ; 
Cheer  our  souls  with  hope  divine : 

Hear  us,  Holy  Jesu. 

Part  III. 

44  Woman,  behold  thy  Son."    "  Behold  thy  mother." 

I    Jesu,  loving  to  the  end 

Her  whose  heart  Thy  sorrows  rend, 
And  Thy  dearest  human  friend  : 
Hear  us,  Holy  Jesu. 

2  May  we  in  Thy  sorrows  share, 
And  for  Thee  all  peril  dare, 
And  enjoy  Thy  tender  care : 
Hear  us,  Holy  Jesu. 

3  May  we  all  Thy  loved  ones  be, 
All  one  holy  family, 
Loving  for  the  love  of  Thee : 
Hear  us,  Holy  Jesu. 

Part  IV. 

"My  God,  my  God,  why  hast  Thou  forsaken  Me?" 

1  Jesu,  whelmed  in  fears  unknown, 
With  our  evil  left  alone, 

While  no  light  from  Heaven  is  shown: 
Hear  us,  Holy  Jesu. 

2  Wrhen  we  vainly  seem  to  pray, 
And  our  hope  seems  far  away, 
In  the  darkness  be  our  stay : 

Hear  us,  Holy  Jesu. 

3  Though  no  Father  seem  to  hear, 
Though  no  light  our  spirits  cheer, 
Tell  our  faith  that  God  is  near : 

Hear  us,  Holy  Jesu. 


Part  V. 

*'  I  thirst  * 

1  Jesu,  in  Thy  thirst  and  pain, 

While  Thy  wounds  Thy  life-blood  drain, 
Thirsting  more  our  love  to  gain  : 
Hear  us,  Holy  Jesu. 

2  Thirst  for  us  in  mercy  still; 
All  Thy  holy  work  fulfil : 
Satisfy  Thy  loving  will : 

Hear  us,  Holy  Jesu. 

3  May  we  thirst  Thy  love  to  know; 
Lead  us  in  our  sin  and  woe 
Where  the  healing  waters  flow : 

Hear  us,  Holy  Jesu. 

Part  VI. 

"  It  is  finished." 

1  Jesu,  all  our  ransom  paid, 
All  Thy  Father's  will  obeyed, 
By  Thy  sufferings  perfect  made : 

Hear  us,  Holy  Jesu. 

2  Save  us  in  our  souPs  distress, 
Be  our  help  to  cheer  and  bless, 
While  we  grow  in  holiness  : 

Hear  us,  Holy  Jesu. 

3  Brighten  all  our  heavenward  way 
With  an  ever  holier  ray, 

Till  we  pass  to  perfect  day : 
Hear  us,  Holy  Jesu. 

Part  VII. 

"  Father,  into  Thy  hands  I  commend  My  Spirit.* 

i  Jesu,  all  Thy  labor  vast, 
All  Thy  woe  and  conflict  past, 
Yielding  up  Thy  soul  at  last : 
Hear  us,  Holy  Jesu. 

2  When  the  death  shades  round  us  lower, 
Guard  us  from  the  Tempter's  power, 
Keep  us  in  that  trial  hour: 

Hear  us,  Holy  Jesu. 

3  May  Thy  life  and  death  supply 
Grace  to  live,  and  grace  to  die, 
Grace  to  reach  the  home  on  high : 

Hear  us,  Holy  Jesu. 

Thomas  B.  PoltatV 
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The   Passion 
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When    I     sur  -  vey     the  wondrous  cross,    On  which  the  Prince  of  Glo    -    ry  died, 
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My  richest  gain      I  count  but  loss,    And  pour  contempt  on  all     my    pride.  A-men. 
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2  Forbid  it,  Lord,  that  I  should  boast, 
Save  in  the  death  of  Christ,  my  God ; 
All  the  vain  things  that  charm  me  most, 
I  sacrifice  them  to  His  blood. 


3  See,  from  His  head,  His  hands,  His  feel 
Sorrow  and  love  flow  mingled  down : 
Did  e'er  such  love  and  sorrow  meet, 
Or  thorns  compose  so  rich  a  crown  ? 


4  Were  the  whole  realm  of  nature  mine, 
That  were  a  present  far  too  small ; 
Love  so  amazing,  so  divine, 

Demands  my  soul,  my  life,  my  all. 

Isaac  Watts 
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Lord  Je  -  sus,    when  we    stand     a  -  far,     And  gaze  up  -  on    Thy     ho  -  ly  cross, 
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In   love    of  Thee  and  scorn  of    self,     O,    may  we   count  the   world  as  loss.     A-MEN. 
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The  Passion 


^5     When  we  behold  Thy  bleeding  wounds, 

And  the  rough  way  that  Thou  hast  trod, 
Make  us  to  hate  the  load  of  sin 
That  lay  so  heavy  on  our  God. 

3    0  Holy  Lord !  uplifted  high 

With  outstretched  arms,  in  mortal  woe, 


ST.   WULSTAN    8,7,61. 


Embracing  in  Thy  wondrous  love 
The  sinful  world  that  lies  below,  — 

4  Give  us  an  ever-living  faith 

To  gaze  beyond  the  things  we  see ; 
And  in  the  mystery  of  Thy  death 
Draw  us  and  all  men  unto  Thee. 

William  W.  How 
John  B.  Dykes 
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Now,  my  soul,  thy   voice    up    -    rais  -  ing,      Tell,     in     sweet  and   mourn  -  f  ul  strain, 
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How    the   Cru   -  ci   -  fied,  en  -  dur  -  ing    Grief,   and  wounds,  and    dy 
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Free-ly    of  His    love  was    of-fered,     Sin -less,  was  for      sin  -  ners  slain.       A -men. 


2  Scourged  with  unrelenting  fury 

For  the  sins  which  we  deplore, 
By  His  livid  stripes  He  heals  us. 

Raising  us  to  fall  no  more  ; 
All  our  bruises  gently  soothing, 

Binding  up  the  bleeding  sore. 

3  See.  His  hands  and  feet  are  fastened : 

So  He  makes  His  people  free ; 
Not  a  wound  whence  blood  is  flowing, 

But  a  fount  of  grace  shall  be  : 
Yea,  the  very  nails  which  nail  Him, 

Nail  us  also  to  the  tree. 


4  Through  His  heart  the  spear  is  piercing, 

Though  His  foes  have  seen  Him  die; 
Blood  and  water  thence  are  streaming 

I  n  a  tide  of  mystery,  — 
Water  from  our  guilt  to  cleanse  us, 

Blood  to  win  us  crowns  on  high. 

5  Jesus,  may  these  precious  fountains 

Drink  to  thirsting  souls  afford ; 
Let  them  be  our  cup  and  healing, 

And  at  length  our  full  reward : 
So  a  ransomed  world  shall  ever 

Praise  Thee,  its  redeeming  Lord. 


The   Passion 
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Turn  not  from  His  griefs     a  -  way,   Learn  of    Je  -  sus   Christ   to      pray 
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2  Follow  to  the  judgment-hall ; 

View  the  Lord  of  life  arraigned. 
O  the  wormwood  and  the  gall ! 

O  the  pangs  His  soul  sustained ! 
Shun  not  suffering,  shame,  or  loss ; 
Learn  of  Him  to  bear  the  cross. 

3  Calvary's  mournful  mountain  climb ; 

There,  adoring  at  His  feet, 
Mark  that  miracle  of  time,  — 

God's  own  sacrifice  complete. 
"It  is  finished,"  hear  the  crv : 
Learn  of  Jesus  Christ  to  die. 

4  Early  hasten  to  the  tomb 

Where  they  laid  His  breathless  clay; 
All  is  solitude  and  gloom  : 

Who  hath  taken  Him  away  ? 
Christ  is  risen  ;  He  meets  our  eyes. 
Saviour,  teach  us  so  to  rise. 

James  Montgomery 
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The  Passion 
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1  Throned  upon  the  awful  tree, 
King  of  grief,  I  watch  with  Thee  : 
Darkness  veils  Thine  anguished  face, 
None  its  lines  of  woe  can  trace, 
None  can  tell  what  pangs  unknown 
Hold  Thee  silent  and  alone. 

2  Silent  through  those  three  dread  hours, 
Wrestling  with  the  evil  powers, 

Left  alone  with  human  sin. 
Gloom  around  Thee  and  within,  — 
Till  the  appointed  time  is  nigh, 
Till  the  Lamb  of  God  may  die. 


3  Hark  !  that  cry  that  peals  aloud 
Upward  through  the  whelming  cloud. 
Thou,  the  Father's  only  Son, 
Thou,  His  own  Anointed  One, 
Thou  dost  ask  Him :  4i  Can  it  be? 
Why  hast  Thou  forsaken  Me?" 

4  Lord,  should  fear  and  anguish  roll 
Darkly  o'er  my  sinful  soul, 
Thou,  who  once  was  thus  bereft, 
That  Thine  own  might  ne'er  be  left,  — 
Teach  me  by  that  bitter  cry 

In  the  gloom  to  know  Thee  nigh. 

John  Ellerton 
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For  -  sak  -   en      now     is       He,      And   pierced     with 
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MEN. 


2  A  shameful  death  He  dies, 
L'plifted  with  transgressors  twain ; 
A  Lamb  for  sacrifice, 
By  sinners  slain. 

3   Full  is  His  cup  of  woe  ; 
In  death  His  drooping  head  declines; 
**  *T  is  done  !  "  He  cries;  and  now 
His  soul  resigns. 


4  O,  come,  my  soul,  and  gaze 

On  that  great  grief,  that  crown  of  thorn; 
In  deep  and  dread  amaze 
There  look  and  mourn. 

5  For  thee  He  shed  His  blood; 
Weep  till  with  woe  thine  eyes  grow  dim  ; 

To  that  accursed  wood 
Thou  hast  nailed  Him. 


6  To  Thee,  the  mighty  Lord, 
Who  washed  in  blood  our  sins  away. 
Our  boundless  gratitude 
Its  thanks  would  pay. 


The   Passion 
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Yearn-ing,  tremb-ling,  sighing,  moaning,  Thro'  her  soul  the  sword   had      gone.   A -MEN. 
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2  What  He  for  His  people  suffered, 
Stripes  and  scoffs  and  insults  offered, 

His  fond  mother  saw  the  whole  : 
Never  from  the  scene  retiring 
Till  He  bowed  His  head,  expiring, 

And  to  God  breathed  out  His  soul. 

3  But  we  have  no  need  to  borrow 
Motives  from  the  mother's  sorrow, 

At  our  Saviour's  cross  to  mourn : 
'T  was  our  sins  brought  Him  from  Heaven ; 
These  the  cruel  nails  had  driven : 

All  His  griefs  for  us  were  borne. 
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4  When  no  eye  its  pity  gave  us, 
When  there  was  no  arm  to  save  us, 

He  His  love  and  power  displayed. 
By  His  stripes  He  wrought  our  healing; 
By  His  death,  our  life  revealing, 

He  for  us  the  ransom  paid. 

5  Jesus !  may  Thy  love  constrain  us, 
That  from  sin  we  may  refrain  us, 

In  Thy  griefs  may  deeply  grieve  ! 
Thee  our  best  affections  giving, 
To  Thy  glory  ever  living, 

May  we  in  Thy  glory  live ! 


The   Passion 
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Dark-ly     rose    the  guil  -  ty      morn-ing,When,  the   King   of    Glo  -  ry    scorn-ing, 
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Raged   the   fierce     Je  -     ru    -  sa    -    lem :    See   the  Christ,  His  cross  up  -  bear  -  ing, 
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See  Him  stricken,   spit    on,  wear-ing  The  thorn-plat  -  ted      di    -a    -  dem.     A-men. 


Not  the  crowd  whose  cries  assailed  Him, 
Not  the  hands  that  rudely  nailed  Him, 

Slew  Him  on  the  cursed  tree; 
Durs  the  sin  from  Heaven  that  called  Him, 
Ours  the  sin  whose  burden  galled  Him 

In  the  sad  Gethsemane. 


3  For  our  sins,  of  glory  emptied, 
He  was  fasting,  lone,  and  tempted, 

He  was  slain  on  Calvary ; 
Yet  He  for  His  murderers  pleaded. 
Lord,  by  us  that  prayer  is  needed,  — 

We  have  pierced,  yet  trust  in  Thee. 


4  In  our  wealth  and  tribulation, 
By  Thy  precious  cross  and  passion, 

By  Thy  blood  and  agony, 
By  Thy  glorious  resurrection, 
By  Thy  Holy  Ghost's  protection, 
Make  us  Thine  eternally. 

Joseph  Anstioe 


The  Passion 
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'T  is  midnight ;  and  on  0)1  -  ive's  brow     The  star    is  dimmed  that  late  •  ly  shone 
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'T  is  midnight ;  in    the    gar  •  den,  now,     The  suffering  Saviour  prays  a  •  lone.    Amen  . 
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2  'T  is  midnight ;  and,  from  all  removed,  3  'T  is  midnight ;  and,  for  others'  guilt, 

Emmanuel  wrestles  lone,  with  fears:  The  Man  of  Sorrows  weeps  in  blood 

E'en  the  disciple  that  He  loved  Yet  He,  who  hath  in  anguish  knelt, 

Heeds  not  his  Master's  grief  and  tears.  Is  not  forsaken  by  His  God. 

4  'T  is  midnight ;  from  the  heavenly  plains 
Are  borne  the  songs  that  angels  know  : 
Unheard  by  mortals  are  the  strains 
That  sweetly  soothe  the  Saviour's  woe. 


William  a  Tappao 
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Have   we  no  tears      to  shed      for     Him,  While     sol-diers  scoff,  and     Jews    de  -  ride  * 
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Ah  I  look,  how  pa  -  tient  -  ly      He      hangs  :   Je  -  sus,  our  Love,  is  cru  -  ci  -  fied !    A -MEN 

-^ J-rJ  -  &-     ,     g     H 1 rr-g   '   *,  J-& 


The   Passion 

What  was  Thy  crime,  my  dearest  Lord  ?      4  How  fast  His  hands  and  feet  are  nailed  ! 
By  earth,  by  Heaven,  Thou  hast  been  tried,  His  throat  with  parching  thirst  is  dried; 

id  guilty  found  of  too  much  love  :  His  failing  eyes  are  dimmed  with  blood : 

Jesus,  our  Love,  is  crucified  !  Jesus,  our  Love,  is  crucified ! 


Found  guilty  of  excess  of  love, 
It  was  Thine  own  sweet  will  that  tied 
tee  tighter  far  than  helpless  nails : 
Jesus,  our  Love,  is  crucified  ! 


5  O  break,  O  break,  hard  heart  of  mine ! 
Thy  weak  self-love  and  guilty  pride 
His  Pilate  and  His  Judas  were : 
Jesus,  our  Love,  is  crucified  I 


6  A  broken  heart,  a  fount  of  tears.  — 
Ask,  and  they  will  not  be  denied; 
A  broken  heart  love's  cradle  is : 
Jesus,  our  Love,  is  crucified ! 

Frederick  W.  Fiber 
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O      per  -  feet    life       of      love! 
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All,     all       is       fin     ished     now, 
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2  No  work  is  left  undone 
Of  all  the  Father  willed ; 

rlis  toil,  His  sorrows,  one  by  one. 
The  Scripture  have  fulfilled. 

»   No  pain  that  we  can  share 
But  He  has  felt  its  smart ; 

\11  forms  of  human  grief  and  care 
Have  pierced  that  tender  heart. 

\  And  on  His  thorn-crowned  head, 
And  on  His  sinless  soul, 

Our  sins  in  all  their  guilt  were  laid, 
That  He  might  make  us  whole. 


5  In  perfect  love  He  dies, — 
For  me  He  dies,  for  me : 

O  all -atoning  Sacrifice ! 
I  cling  by  faith  to  Thee. 

6  In  everv  time  of  need, 
Before  the  judgment-throne, 

Thy  work,  O  Lamb  of  God !  I  '11  plead, 
Thy  merits,  not  my  own. 

7  Yet  work,  O  Lord !  in  me 

As  Thou  for  me  hast  wrought ; 
And  let  mv  love  the  answer  be 
To  grace  Thy  love  has  brought. 


The   Passion 
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A  -  las!      and      did        my      Sav  -  iour  bleed?  And. did       my      Sovereign  die? 
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Would  He    de  -  vote  that  sa  -  cred  head   For    such      a 
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2  Was  it  for  crimes  that  I  had  done 

He  groaned  upon  the  tree  ? 
Amazing  pity !  grace  unknown ! 
And  love  beyond  degree ! 

3  Well  might  the  sun  in  darkness  hide, 

And  shut  his  glories  in, 
When  God,  the  mighty  Maker,  died 
For  man  the  creature's  sin. 


worm  as      I  ?       A    men 
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4  Thus  might  I  hide  my  blushing  face 

While  His  dear  cross  appears, 
Dissolve  my  heart  in  thankfulness, 
And  melt  mine  eyes  to  tears. 

5  But  drops  of  grief  can  ne'er  repay 

The  debt  of  love  I  owe : 
Here,  Lord,  I  give  myself  away ; 
'T  is  all  that  I  can  do. 

Isaac  Watts 


The   Resurrection 
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John  Zundel 


Be-yond   the  star-ry      skies,     Far      as    th'  e-ter  -  nal  hills,  There,  in     the  boundless 
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world  of  light,  Our  great  Redeemer  dwells,  Our  great     Re  -  deem  -  er  dwells.  A-MEN. 
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The  Resurrection 


2  Around  Him  angels  fair, 

In  countless  armies,  shine ; 
And  ever,  in  exalted  lays, 
They  offer  songs  divine. 

3  "  Hail,  Prince  of  life ! "  they  cry, 

"  Whose  unexampled  love 
Moved  Thee  to  quit  these  glorious  realms 
And  royalties  above." 


4  And  when  He  stooped  to  earth, 

And  suffered  rude  disdain, 
They  cast  their  honors  at  His  feet, 
And  waited  in  His  train. 

5  They  saw  Him  on  the  cross, 

While  darkness  veiled  the  skies, 
And  when  He  burst  the  gates  of  death, 
They  saw  the  Conqueror  rise. 


6  They  thronged  His  chariot-wheels, 

And  bore  Him  to  His  throne ; 
Then  swept  their  golden  harps,  and  sang : 

"  The  glorious  work  is  done." 

Fauch  and  Turner 


20*7    RIVAULX    l.m. 


±= 


John  B.  Dykes 


rr=H 


HL4f-F 


from     the  dead  ;  Our    Je  -  sus      is  gone  up    on     high ; 
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The  powers  of  hell    are  cap  -  tive  led,  Dragged  to  the  por  -  tals  of  the     sky.    A  -  men. 


2  There  His  triumphal  chariot  waits,  4  Who  is  the  King  of  glory  —  who? 

And  angels  chant  the  solemn  lay :  The  Lord  that  all  His  foes  o'ercame, 

"  Lift  up  your  heads,  ye  heavenly  gates  ;      The  world,  sin,  death,  and  hell  overthrew, 
Ye  everlasting  doors,  give  way ! "  And  Jesus  is  the  conqueror's  name. 

3  Loose  all  your  bars  of  massy  light,  5  Lo !  His  triumphal  chariot  waits. 

And  wide  unfold  the  ethereal  scene ;  And  angels  chant  the  solemn  lay ; 

He  claims  these  mansions  as  His  right :       "  Lift  up  your  heads,  ye  heavenly  gates : 
Receive  the  King  of  glory  in.  Ye  everlasting  doors,  give  way ! " 

6  Who  is  the  King  of  glory  —  who  ? 

The  Lord,  of  glorious  power  possest ; 
The  King,  of  saints  and  angels  too, 
God  over  all,  forever  blest. 
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WELCOME     us 


J.  Baptiste  Calkin 
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"  \V el-come,  hap  -  py  morn-ing !  "  age   to    age  shall    say ; 
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vanquished,  II eav'n  is      won       to   -   day! 
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God  for  ev  •  er  -  more ! 


Him,  their  true  Creator,  all  His  works  a-dore ! 
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Lo !   the  Dead  is      liv  -  ing, 
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God  for    ev  -  er-more ! 
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Him,  their  trueCre-a  -  tor,      all  His  works  adore  1     Amen. 
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2  Earth  with  joy  confesses,  clothing  her  for  spring, 
All  good  gifts  returned  with  her  returning  King : 
Bloom  in  every  meadow,  leaves  on  every  bough, 
Speak  His  sorrows  ended,  hail  His  triumph  now. 

"  Welcome,  happy  morning ! "  etc. 

3  Months  in  due  succession,  days  of  lengthening  light, 
Hours  and  passing  moments  praise  Thee  in  their  flight; 
Brightness  of  the  morning,  sky  and  fields  and  sea, 
Vanquisher  of  darkness,  bring  their  praise  to  Thee  ! 

44  Welcome,  happy  morning  !  "  etc. 

4  Maker  and  Redeemer,  Life  and  Health  of  all, 
Thou,  from  Heaven  beholding  human  nature's  fall, 
Of  the  Father's  Godhead  true  and  only  Son, 
Manhood  to  deliver,  manhood  didst  put  on. 

u  Welcome,  happy  morning  !  "  etc. 

5  Thou,  of  Life  the  Author,  death  didst  undergo, 
Tread  the  path  of  darkness,  saving  strength  to  show. 
Come  then,  True  and  Faithful,  now  fulfil  Thy  word : 
T  is  Thine  own  third  morning,  rise,  O  buried  Lord  ! 

"  Welcome,  happy  morning  !  "  etc. 

6  Loose  the  souls  long  prisoned,  bound  with  Satan's  chains ; 
All  that  now  is  fallen,  raise  to  life  again  ; 

Show  Thy  face  in  brightness,  bid  the  nations  see, 

Bring  again  our  daylight :  day  returns  with  Thee ! 

"  Welcome,  happy  morning  !  "  etc. 

John  Ellertofe 


The  Resurrection 
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Where  Christ  the  Cru  -   ci  -  fied      was   borne,   And  veiled   in    mid  -  night  gloom ! 
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2  Ye  mourning  saints,  dry  every  tear 

For  your  departed  Lord ; 
44  Behold  the  place,  —  He  is  not  here," 

The  tomb  is  all  unbarred ; 
The  gates  of  death  were  closed  in  vain : 
The  Lord  is  risen,  —  He  lives  again. 

3  Now  cheerful  to  the  house  of  prayer 

Your  early  footsteps  bend ; 
The  Saviour  will  Himself  be  there, — 

Your  advocate  and  friend : 
Once  by  the  law  your  hopes  were  slain, 
But  now  in  Christ  ye  live  again. 

4  How  tranquil  now  the  rising  day ! 

'T  is  Jesus  still  appears, 
A  risen  Lord,  to  chase  away 

Your  unbelieving  fears : 
O,  weep  no  more  your  comforts  slain  -t 
The  Lord  is  risen,  —  He  lives  again. 


The  Resurrection 

5  And  when  the  shades  of  evening  fall, 
When  life's  last  hour  draws  nigh, 
If  Jesus  shine  upon  the  soul, 
How  blissful  then  to  die  ! 
Since  He  has  risen  that  once  was  slain, 
Ye  die  in  Christ  to  live  again. 

Thomas  Hastings 
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2  Jesus  lives !  henceforth  is  death 
But  the  gate  of  life  immortal ; 
This  shall  calm  our  trembling  breath, 
When  we  pass  its  gloomy  portal. 
Alleluia ! 


4  Jesus  lives !  our  hearts  know  well 

Nought  from  us  His  love  shall  sever ; 
Life,  nor  death,  nor  powers  of  hell 
Tear  us  from  His  keeping  ever. 
Alleluia ! 


3  Jesus  lives!  for  us  He  died; 
Then,  alone  to  Jesus  living. 
Pure  in  heart  may  we  abide, 
Glory  to  our  Saviour  giving. 
Alleluia  t 


5  Jesus  lives!  to  Him  the  throne 
Over  all  the  world  is  given  ; 
May  we  go  where  He  is  gone, 
Rest  and  reign  with  Him  in  Heaven. 
Alleluia ! 


The  Resurrection 
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Lift  your  glad  voi-ccs  in     triumph  on    high,  .  .  .      For  Je  -  sus  hath  ris-en,  and  man  can-not  die. 
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man  shall    not     die ;       The     Sav  -  iour  hath  rij>en,      and    man    shall    not       die." 
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The  Resurrection 

2  Glory  to  God,  in  full  anthems  of  joy  : 
The  being  He  gave  us,  death  cannot  destroy. 
Sad  were  the  life  we  must  part  with  to-morrow, 

If  tears  were  our  birthright,  and  death  were  our  end ; 
But  Jesus  hath  cheered  the  dark  valley  of  sorrow, 

And  bade  us,  immortal,  to  Heaven  ascend. 
Lift,  then,  your  voices  in  triumph  on  high  : 
Jesus  hath  risen,  and  man  shall  not  die. 

Henry  Ware,  Jr 
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Hark  1  the  voice    of    love  and  mer  -  cy      Sounds  a  -  loud    from     Cal  •  va  -  ry ; 
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See !     it  rends  the    rocks  a  -  sun  -  der,     Shakes  the  earth,  and      veils    the    sky . 
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2  "  It  is  finished  !  "  —  O,  what  pleasure 

Do  these  precious  words  afford  ! 

Heavenly  blessings,  without  measure. 

Flow  to  us  from  Christ  the  Lord. 

*'  It  is  finished  !  " 
Saints,  the  dying  words  record  ! 


3  Finished  all  the  types  and  shadows 
Of  the  ceremonial  law ; 
Finished  all  that  God  had  promised : 
Death  and  hell  no  more  shall  awe. 

•'It  is  finished  !  " 
Saints,  from  hence  your  com4 

1 


213     LENOX     H.  M 


The  Resurrection 


Lewis  Edson 
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Yes,       the      Re  -  deem  -  er       rose,     The       Sav  •  iour    left      the    dead ;     And 
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o'er  our  hel  -  lish    foes    High   raised  His  conq'ring  head. 
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sink     a  -    way,    Fall      to      the  ground,  and   sink 
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2  Lo !  the  angelic  bands 

In  full  assembly  meet, 
To  wait  His  high  commands, 

And  worship  at  His  feet ; 
Joyful  they  come,  and  wing  their  way, 
From  realms  of  day,  to  Jesus'  tomb. 


3  Then  back  to  Heaven  they  fly, 
And  the  glad  tidings  bear: 
Hark  !  as  they  soar  on  high, 
What  music  fills  the  air ! 
Their  anthems  say :  "  Jesus,  who  bled, 
Hath  left  the  dead  :  He  rose  to-day." 


The  Resurrection 


Ve  mortals,  catch  the  sound, 
Redeemed  by  Him  from  hell, 

&nd  send  the  echo  round 
The  globe  on  which  you  dwell ; 

ansported  cry :  "  Jesus,  who  bled, 

ith  left  the  dead,  no  more  to  die/1 
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5  All  hail,  triumphant  Lord, 

Who  sav'st  us  with  Thy  blood  ! 
Wide  be  Thy  name  adored, 
Thou  rising,  reigning  God ! 
With  Thee  we  rise,  with  Thee  we  reign, 
And  empires  gain  beyond  the  skies. 

Philip  Doddridge 


Ascribed  to  Giovanni  Pierluigi  da  Palestrina 
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"he  powers  of  death  have  done  their  worst,  4  He  closed  the  yawning  gates  of  hell ; 
tot  Christ  their  legions  hath  dispersed ;  The  bars  from  Heaven's  high  portals  fell ; 

'e*  shouts  of  holy  joy  outburst.  Let  hymns  of  praise  His  triumphs  tell. 

Alleluia  !  '  Alleluia  ! 


"e  three  sad  days  have  quickly  sped  : 
^e  rises  glorious  from  the  dead  ; 
*N  glory  to  our  risen  Head  ! 
Alleluia ! 


5  Lord,  by  the  stripes  which  wounded  Thee, 
From  death's  dread  sting  Thy  servants  free, 
That  we  may  live  and  sing  to  Thee, 
Alleluia ! 
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2  Our  hearts  be  pure  from  evil, 

That  we  may  see  aright 
The  Lord  in  rays  eternal 

Of  resurrection  light ; 
And,  listening  to  His  accents, 

May  hear  so  calm  and  plain 
His  own  "  All  hail,"  and,  hearing, 

May  raise  the  victor  strain. 


3  Now  let  the  heavens  be  joyful, 
Let  earth  her  song  begin, 
Let  the  round  world  keep  triumph. 

And  all  that  is  therein ; 
Invisible  and  visible, 

Their  notes  let  all  things  blend. 
For  Christ  the  Lord  is  risen, 
Our  Joy  that  hath  no  end. 

St.  John  of 
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Henry  Smart 
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Rid  -  ing  on     the    clouds,  His  char  -  iot,     To       His   heavenly      pal    -  ace    gate; 
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Hark  I  the  choirs    of       an  -    gel      voic  -  es      Joy  -  f ul     al    -     le    -   hi  •  ias    sing, 
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And  the  por  -  tals  high    are    lift  -  ed     To    re -ceive  their  Heavenly  King.     A  -  MEN. 
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Who  is  this  that  comes  in  glory, 

With  the  trump  of  Jubilee  ? 
Lord  of  battles,  God  of  armies, 

He  has  gained  the  victory ; 
He  who  on  the  cross  did  suffer, 

He  who  from  the  grave  arose,  — 
He  has  vanquished  sin  and  Satan, 

He  by  death  has  spoiled  His  foes. 


3  Thou  hast  raised  our  human  nature 

On  the  clouds  to  God's  right  hand ; 
There  we  sit  in  heavenly  places, 

There  with  Thee  in  glory  stand. 
Jesus  reigns,  adored  by  angels, 

Man  with  God  is  on  the  throne ; 
Mighty  Lord,  in  Thine  ascension 

We  by  faith  behold  oi» 
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Lyra  Davidica 
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Christ  the     Lord      is    risen      to    -    day, 
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Sing,  ye  heavens,  and   earth  re  •  ply. 
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2  Love's  redeeming  work  Is  done,  Alleluia ! 
Fought  the  fight,  the  battle  won:   Alleluia  ! 
Lo  !  our  Sun's  eclipse  is  o'er;  Alleluia  ! 
Lo  J  He  sets  in  blood  no  more.     Alleluia  1 

3  Vain  the  stone,  the  watch,  the  seal;  Alleluia  I 
Christ  hath  burst  the  gates  of  hell !     Alleluia  ! 
Death  in  vain  forbids  His  rise;  Alleluia ' 
Christ  hath  opened  Paradise !     Alleluia ' 

4  Lives  again  our  glorious  King:  Alleluia  ! 
Where,  O  Death,  is  now  thy  sting  ?     Alleluia  I 
Once  He  died,  our  souls  to  save:   Alleluia  ' 
Where  thy  victory,  O  Grave  ?     Alleluia  ! 

Charles  Wesley 
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ASCENSION    7s 
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Hail      the       day       that    sees     Him     rise, 
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2  Him  though  highest  Heaven  receives,  Alleluia ! 
Still  He  loves  the  earth  He  leaves :  Alleluia  ! 
Though  returning  to  His  throne,  Alleluia  ! 
Still  He  calls  mankind  His  own.     Alleluia  ! 

3  Still  for  us  His  death  He  pleads :  Alleluia  ! 
Prevalent,  He  intercedes :  Alleluia  ! 

Near  Himself  prepares  our  place,  Alleluia! 
Harbinger  of  human  race.     Alleluia  ! 

4  Lord,  though  parted  from  our  sight,  Alleluia ! 
High  above  yon  azure  height,  Alleluia! 
Grant  our  hearts  may  thither  rise,  Alleluia  ! 
Following  Thee  beyond  the  skies.     Alleluia  ! 

Charles  Wette* 
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glo  -    nous:   See   the      Man  of      Sor-rows     now; 
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Crown  Him,  crown  Him,  crown  Him,  crown  Him:  Crowns  become  the  Victor's  brow.    A  -  men. 
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2  Crown  the  Saviour,  angels,  crown  Him ! 

Rich  the  trophies  that  He  brings; 

In  the  seat  of  power  enthrone  Him, 

While  the  vault  of  Heaven  rings  • 

Crown  Him,  crown  Him ; 
Crown  the  Saviour  King  of  kings. 

3  Sinners  in  derision  crowned  Him, 

Mocking  thus  the  Saviour's  claim ; 
Saints  and  angels  crowd  around  Him, 
Own  His  title,  praise  His  name : 

Crown  Him,  crown  Him ; 
Spread  abroad  the  Victor's  fame. 

4  Hark  !  those  bursts  of  acclamation  ! 

Hark  !  those  loud,  triumphant  chords  ! 
Jesus  takes  the  highest  station  ; 
O,  what  joy  the  sight  affords  f 

Crown  Him,  crown  Him 
King  of  kings,  and  Lord  of  lords. 

Thomas  Kelly 
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And      I       will      give     you      rest 
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Of     love  which  can  -  not    cease.     A  -  men. 
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;<  Come  unto  Me,  ye  wanderers, 

And  1  will  give  you  light." 
O  loving  voice  of  Jesus, 

Which  comes  to  cheer  the  night ! 
Our  hearts  were  filled  with  sadness, 

And  we  had  lost  our  way; 
^ut  He  has  brought  us  gladness, 

And  songs  at  break  of  day. 

"  Come  unto  Me,  ye  fainting, 
And  I  will  give  you  life." 

Q  cheering  voice  of  Jesus, 
Which  comes  to  aid  our  strife ! 
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The  foe  is  stern  and  eager, 
The  fight  is  fierce  and  long ; 

But  He  has  made  us  mighty, 
And  stronger  than  the  strong. 

4  "  And  whosoever  cometh, 
I  will  not  cast  him  out." 
O  welcome  voice  of  Jesus, 

Which  drives  away  our  doubt, 
Which  calls  us  very  sinners, 

Unworthy  though  we  be 
Of  love  so  free  and  boundless, 
To  come,  dear  Lord,  to  Thee ! 
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wandering  souls !  come  near   Me  ;  My  sheep  should  nev  -  er      fear     Me ; 
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the  Shep    -  herd       true. 
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O  wander-ing  souls  I  come  near      Me ;    My    sheep 
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2  At  first  I  would  not  hearken, 
And  put  off  till  the  morrow ; 
Bot  life  began  to  darken, 

And  I  was  sick  with  sorrow  ; 
^d  I  thought  I  heard  Him  say, 
**  tte  came  along  His  way : 
'  O  wandering  souls !  come  near  Me ; 
My  sheep  should  never  fear  Me ; 
'   am  the  Shepherd  true. 

O  wandering  souls !  "  etc. 

t  las*   I  stopped  to  listen, 
Hiss   voice  could  not  deceive  me ; 
saw    His  kind  eyes  glisten, 
S°  Anxious  to  relieve  me ; 
**d  I   thought  I  heard  Him  say, 
As  Yte  came  along  His  way : 

14 0  Wandering  souls !  come  near  Me; 
My  sheep  should  never  fear  Me; 
1  am  the  Shepherd  true. 

O  wandering  souls ! "  etc. 


4  He  took  me  on  His  shoulder, 

And  tenderly  He  kissed  me ; 
He  bade  my  love  be  bolder, 

And  said  how  He  had  missed  me ; 
And  I  *m  sure  I  heard  Him  say, 
As  He  went  along  His  way: 

44  O  wandering  souls !  come  near  Me ; 
My  sheep  should  never  fear  Me ; 
I  am  the  Shepherd  true. 

O  wandering  souls ! "  etc. 

5  I  thought  His  love  would  weaken, 

As  more  and  more  He  knew  me ; 
But  it  burneth  like  a  beacon, 

And  its  light  and  heat  go  through  me; 
And  I  ever  hear  Him  say, 
As  He  goes  along  His  way : 

44  O  wandering  souls !  come  near  Me ; 
My  sheep  should  never  fear  Me ; 
I  am  the  Shepherd  true. 
O  wandering  sovtosV* 
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Art    thou    wea  -  ry,      art      thou    Ian  -  guid,      Art    thou    sore     dis    •    trest? 
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2  Hath  He  marks  to  lead  me  to  Him, 

If  He  be  my  guide? 
"In  His  feet  and  hands  are  wound-prints, 
And  His  side." 

3  Is  there  diadem,  as  monarch, 

That  His  brow  adorns  ? 
44  Yea,  a  crown,  in  very  surety, 
But  of  thorns." 

4  If  I  find  Him,  if  I  follow. 

What  His  guerdon  here  ? 
"  Many  a  sorrow,  many  a  labor, 
Many  a  tear." 


5  If  I  still  hold  closely  to  Him, 

What  hath  He  at'last  ? 
44  Sorrow  vanquished,  labor  ended, 
Jordan  passed." 

6  If  I  ask  Him  to  receive  me, 

Will  He  say  me  nay? 
44  Not  till    arth  and  not  till  Heaven 
Pass  .way.'1 

7  Finding,  following,  keeping,  struggle 

Is  He  sure  to  bless  ? 
Saints,  apostles,  prophets,  martyrs. 
Answer,  44  Yes." 

John  M.  Neale 
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•  Use  small  notes  for  3d  verse 

2  He  dies  to  atone 

For  sins  not  His  own ; 
Your  debt  He  hath  paid,  and  your  work  He  hath  done. 

Ye  all  may  receive 

The  peace  He  did  leave, 
Who  made  intercession,  "  My  Father,  forgive !  " 

3  For  you  and  for  me 
He  prayed  on  the  tree : 

The  prayer  is  accepted,  the  sinner  is  free. 

That  sinner  am  I, 

Who  on  Jesus  rely, 
And  come  for  the  pardon  God  cannot  deny. 

4  My  pardon  I  claim, 
For  a  sinner  I  am,  — 

A  sinner  believing  in  Jesus  Christ's  name. 

He  purchased  the  grace 

Which  now  I  embrace: 
O  Father,  Thou  know'st  He  hath  died  in  my  place. 
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iour  who  would  have   us   Come  and    gath  -  er  round  His    feet  ? 
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2  It  is  God  :  His  love  looks  mighty, 
But  is  mightier  than  it  seems ; 
'T  is  our  Father  :  and  His  fondness 
Goes  far  out  beyond  our  dreams. 
There  *s  a  wideness  in  God's  mercy, 

Like  the  wideness  of  the  sea ; 
There  's  a  kindness  in  His  justice, 
Which  is  more  than  liberty. 


3  For  the  love  of  God  is  broader 

Than  the  measures  of  man's  mind, 
And  the  heart  of  the  Eternal 

Is  most  wonderfully  kind. 
But  we  make  His  love  too  narrow 

Bv  false  limits  of  our  own ; 
And  we  magnify  His  strictness 

With  a  zeal  He  will  not  own. 


Invitation 


e  is  plentiful  redemption 
the  blood  that  has  been  shed ; 
e  is  joy  for  all  the  members 
the  sorrows  of  the  Head. 


ST.  BEES    7s 


If  our  love  were  but  more  simple, 
We  should  take  Him  at  His  word; 

And  our  lives  would  be  all  sunshine 
In  the  sweetness  of  our  Lord. 

Frederick  W.  Faber 
John  B.  Dykes 
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Hark,     my    soul !      it        is     the  Lord,      *T  is    thy   Sav  -  iour,     hear  His   word : 
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e  -  sus  speaks,  and  speaks  to    thee :  "  Say,  poor  sin  -  ner,  lov'st  thou  Me  ?     A-men. 


slivered  thee  when  bound, 
when  bleeding,  healed  thy  wound, 
ht  thee  wandering,  set  thee  right, 
ed  thy  darkness  into  light. 

i  a  woman's  tender  care 
2  towards  the  child  she  bare  ? 
she  may  forgetful  be  ; 
nil  I  remember  thee  ! 


4  •'  Mine  is  an  unchanging  love, 
Higher  than  the  heights  above, 
Deeper  than  the  depths  beneath, 
Free  and  faithful,  strong  as  death. 

5  "  Thou  shalt  see  my  glory  soon, 
When  the  work  of  grace  is  done ; 
Partner  of  My  Throne  shalt  be : 
Say,  poor  sinner,  lov'st  thou  Me?" 


6  Lord  !  it  is  my  chief  complaint 
That  my  love  is  weak  and  faint ; 
Yet  I  love  Thee  and  adore : 
O,  for  grace  to  love  Thee  more  ! 

William  Cowper 
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; !  said  Jesus'  sacred  voice, 
;,  and  make  My  paths  your  choice; 
guide  you  to  your  home : 
•y  pilgrim,  hither  come. 

i  who,  homeless,  sole,  forlorn, 
hast  borne  the  proud  world's  scorn, 
hast  roamed  the  barren  waste,  — 

y  pilgrim,  hither  haste. 


3  Ye  who,  tossed  on  beds  of  pain. 
Seek  for  ease,  but  seek  in  vain ; 
Ye,  by  fiercer  anguish  torn, 

In  remorse  for  guilt  who  mourn,  - 

4  Hither  come ;  for  here  is  found 
Balm  that  flows  for  every  wound, 
Peace  that  ever  shall  endure, 
Rest  eternal,  sacred,  sure ' 
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Invitation 
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O      the    dark  -  ness,    O      the     sor  -  row,     O       the     mis  -  e    -    ry     of    sin  / 
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2  One  there  was  ordained  to  languish, 

Guiltless,  in  Gethsemane ; 
One  there  was  who  died  in  anguish, 
Innocent,  on  Calvary. 

• 

3  Jesus  was  the  burden-bearer, 

God's  own  Son  the  sacrifice,  — 
Of  the  griefs  of  man  the  sharer, 
Of  his  soul  the  ransom-price. 

4  ?T  is  the  Christ,  the  ever-living, 

Ever-loving,  ever-blest, 
By  the  Comforter  still  giving 
Pardon,  holiness,  and  rest. 
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5  Can  the  love  so  freely  given, 

Can  the  love  so  freely  shed, 
Fail  to  draw  the  earth  to  Heaven,  — 
Fail  to  bring  alive  its  dead  ? 

6  Rise,  O  children  of  the  Father ! 

Stand,  ye  brothers  of  the  Son, 
In  unyielding  ranks  together 
Till  the  crown  of  Christ  be  won ; 

7  Till  the  lands  of  sin  and  sorrow, 

Darker  than  the  ancient  night, 
Shall  behold  the  promised  morrow 
Beam  on  them  with  saving  light ! 

Thomas  MacKdlar 


Samuel  Webbe 
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mer   -  cy  -  seat,    fer   -    vent  -   ly     kneel ;         Here     bring  your  wound  -  ed  hearts, 
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Invitation 


here      tell  your  an  -  guish,  —  Earth  has  no    sor-rows    that  Heav'n  can-not  heal.  Amen. 


2  Joy  of  the  desolate,  light  of  the  straying, 

Hope  of  the  penitent,  fadeless  and  pure ! 
Here  speaks  the  Comforter,  tenderly  saying, 
Earth  has  no  sorrows  that  Heaven  cannot  cure. 

3  Here  see  the  bread  of  life ;  see  waters  flowing 

Forth  from  the  throne  of  God,  pure  from  above : 
Come  to  the  feast  of  love ;  come,  ever-knowing 
Earth  has  no  sorrows  but  Heaven  can  remove. 

Moore  and  Hasting* 


J.  G.  Nageli 


How    gen    -  tie      God's  com-mands,     How  kind     His      pre  -  cepts    are!    "Come, 
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cast     your    bur  -  dens   on        the   Lord,     And   trust    His   con  -  stant  care."     A-men. 
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2  While  Providence  supports, 

Let  saints  securely  dwell ; 
That  Hand  which  bears  all  nature  up 

Shall  guide  His  children  well. 


3  Why  should  this  anxious  load 
Press  down  your  weary  mind  ? 

Haste  to  your  Heavenly  Father's  throne, 
And  sweet  refreshment  find. 


4  His  goodness  stands  approved, 
Down  to  the  present  day  : 

I  '11  drop  my  burden  at  His  feet, 
And  bear  a  song  away. 

Philip  Doddridge 
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(Choir,  solo  or  in  unison) 


Invitation 


William  H.  Neidlingw 
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Come  un  -  to  me,  and   rest,       O    wea  -  ry  wand-'rer  from  the  fold    of    God ;    .    .    . 
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To  God  the  ev-er  blest,     I  come  to  bring  thee  back  to  His  a  -  bode.  .  .  . 
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2  Thy  wanderings  all  have  been 

On  toilsome  paths,  uncheered  by  hope's  sweet  ray ; 

Now  on  thy  Saviour  lean, 
And  1  will  guide  thee  in  a  better  way. 

3  Thou  canst  not  be  at  rest 

Until  Thou  art  from  guilt  and  sin  set  free ; 

Earth  cannot  make  thee  blest : 
Come,  bring  thy  weary,  burdened  heart  to  Me. 

4  In  Me  ye  shall  have  peace, 

And,  though  thy  upward  path  through  shadows  lie, 

Soon  shall  thy  sorrows  cease, 
And  thou  shalt  walk  in  light  with  Me  on  high. 

Eliza  F.  Morris 
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Sweet      is    the     Spi  -  rit's   strain ;  Breath *d  by    soft  plead-ings      in    -    ly     heard, 
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By    all      the  heart's  deep  foun  -  tains  stirr'd,    By   conscience  and  the  writ  -  ten  word : 
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Come,  wanderers,  home    a    -  gain.     Come,  wanderers,  home    a 


2  The  Bride  repeats  the  call ; 
By  high  thanksgiving,  lowly  prayer. 
By  days  of  rest  and  fostering  care. 
By  holy  rites  that  all  may  share. 
She  whispers,  *•  Come  !  "  to  all. 


gain.       A- men. 
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4  And  let  all  come  who  thirst ; 
Freely  for  every  child  of  woe 
The  streams  of  living  waters  flow, 
And  whosoever  will  may  go 

Where  healing  fountains  burst. 


3  Let  him  who  hears  sav,  "  Come 
If  thou  hast  been  sin's  willing  slave. 
If  thou  art  risen  from  that  grave, 
Thy  sleeping  brethren  seek  to  save. 
And  call  the  wanderers  home. 


5  There  drink,  and  be  at  rest ; 
On  Him  who  died  for  thee,  believe; 
The  Spirit's  quickening  grace  receive ; 
No  more  the  God  who  seeks  thee,  grieve ; 
Be  holy,  and  be  blest. 

Joseph  Anstice 

Penitence 

William  H.  Monk 


On  our  knees  we  fall  and  pray.   A  men. 
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2  Holy  Jesus,  grant  us  tears, 
Fill  us  with  heart-searching  fears, 
Ere  that  awful  doom  appears. 


3  Lord,  on  us  Thy  Spirit  pour, 
Kneeling  lowly  at  the  door, 
Ere  it  close  for  evermore. 

4  By  Thy  night  of  agony, 
By  Thy  supplicating  cry, 
By  Thy  willingness  to  die, 

5  By  Thy  tears  of  bitter  woe 
For  Jerusalem  below, 
Let  us  not  Thy  love  forego. 

6  'Neath  Thy  wings  let  us  have  place, 
Lest  we  lose  this  dajr^ 
Ere  we  shall  ber 
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Penitence 
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Wea    -  ry     of     earth,    and     lad  -  en  with  my      sin,       I       look  at  Heaven,  and 
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2  So  vile  I  am,  how  dare  I  hope  to  stand 
In  the  pure  glory  of  that  Holy  Land? 
Before  the  whiteness  of  that  throne  appear  ? 

Yet  there  are  hands  stretched  out  to  draw  me  near. 

3  The  while  I  fain  would  tread  the  heavenly  way. 
Evil  is  ever  with  me  day  bv  dav: 

Yet  on  mine  ears  the  gracious  tidings  fall  : 

"  Repent,  confess  :  thou  shalt  be  loosed  from  all." 

4  It  is  the  voice  of  Jesus  that  I  hear; 

His  are  the  hands  stretched  out  to  draw  me  near; 
And  His  the  blood  that  can  for  all  atone, 
And  set  me  faultless  there  before  the  throne. 

5  'T  was  He  who  found  me  on  the  deathly  wild  ; 
And  made  me  heir  of  Heaven,  the  Father's  child; 
And  day  by  day,  whereby  my  soul  may  live, 
Gives  me  His  grace  of  pardon,  and  will  give. 
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yet         I         hear     a     voice    that     bids        me    "Come."      A     -    men. 
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Penitence 

6  O  great  Absolver,  grant  my  soul  may  wear 
The  lowliest  garb  of  penitence  and  prayer, 
That  in  the  Father's  courts  my  glorious  dress 
May  be  the  garment  of  Thy  righteousness. 

7  Yea,  Thou  wilt  answer  for  me,  righteous  Lord : 
Thine  all  the  merits,  mine  the  great  reward ; 
Thine  the  sharp  thorns,  and  mine  the  golden  crown; 
Mine  the  life  won,  and  Thine  the  life  laid  down. 

8  Nought  can  I  bring,  dear  Lord,  for  all  I  owe, 
Yet  let  my  full  heart  what  it  can  bestow ; 
Like  that  sweet  word,  let  my  devotion  prove, 
Forgiven  greatly,  how  I  greatly  love. 

Samuel  J.  Stone 
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1  My  feet  are  worn  and  weary  with  the  march 

O'er  the  rough  road,  and  up  the  steep  hillside ; 
O  city  of  our  God !  I  fain  would  see 
Thy  pastures  green,  where  peaceful  waters  glide. 

2  My  hands  are  weary,  toiling  ever  on, 

Day  after  day,  for  perishable  meat ; 
O  city  of  our  God  !  I  fain  would  rest,  — 
I  sigh  to  gain  Thy  glorious  mercy-seat. 

3  My  garments,  travel-worn,  and  stained  with  dust, 

Oft  rent  by  briers  and  thorns  that  crowd  my  way, 
Would  fain  be  made,  O  Lord,  my  righteousness ! 
Spotless  and  white  in  Heaven's  unclouded  ray. 

4  My  eyes  are  weary,  looking  at  the  sin, 

Impiety,  and  scorn  upon  the  earth  : 
O  city  of  our  God  !  within  Thy  walls 

All,  all  are  clothed  again  with  Thy  new  birth. 

5  My  heart  is  weary  of  its  own  deep  sin,  — 

Sinning,  repenting,  sinning  still  again  ; 
When  shall  my  soul  Thy  glorious  presence  feel, 
And  find,  dear  Saviour,  it  is  free  from  stain? 

6  Patience,  poor  soul !  the  Saviour's  feet  were  worn ; 

The  Saviour's  heart  and  hands  were  wean-  too ; 
His  garments  stained  and  travel-worn  and  old ; 
His  vision  blinded  with  a  pitying  dew. 

7  Love  thou  the  path  of  sorrow  that  He  trod ; 

Toil  on,  and  wait  in  patience  for  thy  rest ; 
O  city  of  our  God  !  we  soon  shall  see 
Thy  glorious  walls,  —  home  of  the  love 
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Penitence 

Martin  Luther,  arr.  by  Mendelssohn 
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Out    of  the  depths  I  cry    to  Thee,  Lord  God,  O,  hear  my  wail    -    ing  1  Thy  gracious 
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mer-cy  look,  O,  deign  to  blot  them  from  Thy  book,  Or  who  can  stand  before  Thee  ?  A-M EN. 
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2  Thy  sovereign  grace  and  boundless  love 

Make  Thee,  O  Lord,  forgiving ; 
My  purest  thoughts  and  deeds  but  prove 

Sin  in  my  heart  is  living : 
None  guiltless  in  Thy  sight  appear; 
All  who  approach  Thy  throne  must  fear, 

And  humbly  trust  Thy  mercy. 

3  Thou  canst  be  merciful  while  just,  — 

This  is  my  hope's  foundation ; 
On  Thy  redeeming  grace  I  trust,  — 

Grant  me,  then,  Thy  salvation. 
Shielded  by  Thee,  I  stand  secure ; 
Thy  word  is  firm,  Thy  promise  sure, 

And  I  rely  upon  Thee. 


4  Like  those  who  watch  for  midnight's  hour 

To  hail  the  dawning  morrow, 
I  wait  for  Thee,  I  trust  Thy  power, 

Unmoved  by  doubt  or  sorrow. 
So  thus  let  Israel  hope  in  Thee, 
And  he  shall  find  Thy  mercy  free, 

And  Thy  redemption  plenteous. 


5  Where'er  the  greatest  sins  abound, 
By  grace  they  are  exceeded ; 
Thy  helping  hand  is  always  found 

With  aid,  where  aid  is  needed : 
Thy  hand,  the  only  hand  to  save, 
WH1  rescue  Israel  from  the  grave. 
And  pardon  his  transgression. 
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Jacob  Blumenthal 
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Mer  -  cy      still      re  served  for     me  ? 
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Can      my    God     His  wrath  for-  bear, —     Me,     tne    chief     of        sin  -  ners,  spare  ? 
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to      His  face, 
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Would  not  heark-en    to     His  calls,   Grieved  Him    by        a        thousand  falls.     A  •  men. 
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2  Kindled,  His  relentings  are ; 
Me,  He  now  delights  to  spare; 
Cries,  How  shall  I  give  thee  up  ? 
Lets  the  lifted  thunder  drop. 
There  for  me  the  Saviour  stands, 
Shows  His  wounds,  and  spreads  His  hands. 
God  is  love  !  I  know,  I  feel ; 
Jesus  weeps,  and  loves  me  still. 
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R.  Huntington  Woodman 
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Be    -  cause        I      knew  not    when  my    life        was      good, 
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2  Because  I  held  upon  my  selfish  road, 
And  left  my  brother  wounded  by  the  way, 
And  called  ambition  duty,  and  pressed  on,  — 

O  Lord,  I  do  repent ! 

3  Because  I  spent  the  strength  Thou  gavest  me 
In  struggle  which  Thou  never  didst  ordain. 
And  have  but  dregs  of  life  to  offer  Thee,  — 

O  Lord,  I  do  repent ! 

4  Because  I  was  impatient,  would  not  wait, 

But  thrust  my  impious  hand  across  Thy  threads, 
And  marred  the  pattern  drawn  out  for  my  life,  — 
O  Lord,  I  do  repent ! 

5  Because  Thou  hast  borne  with  me  all  this  while, 
Hast  smitten  me  with  love  until  I  weep, 

Hast  called  me  as  a  mother  calls  her  child,  — 
O  Lord,  I  do  repent ! 
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When,  o    -    ver- whelmed  with  grief,       My    heart  with  -  in        me    dies,     Help 
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lief,    To  Heaven  I       lift     mine  eyes.      A  -  men. 
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2  O,  lead  me  to  the  Rock 
That 's  high  above  my  head, 

And  make  the  covert  of  Thy  wings 
My  shelter  and  my  shade. 
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x  My  Father  bids  me  come, 

O,  why  do  I  delay  ? 
He  calls  the  wandering  spirit  home, 

And  yet  from  Him  I  stay. 

2  Father,  the  hinderance  show 
Which  I  have  failed  to  see, 

And  let  me  now  consent  to  know 
What  keeps  me  far  from  Thee. 
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1  Oppressed  with  sin  and  woe, 
A  burdened  heart  I  bear; 

Opposed  by  many  a  mighty  foe, 
Hut  I  will  not  despair. 

2  With  this  polluted  heart 
1  dare  to  come  to  Thee, 

Holy  and  mighty  as  Thou  art, 
For  Thou  wilt  pardon  me. 
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3  Within  Thy  presence,  Lord, 

Forever  I  '11  abide ; 
Thou  art  the  tower  of  my  defence. 

The  refuge  where  I  hide. 

Isaac  Watts 


3  Searcher  of  hearts,  in  mine 
Thy  trying  powers  display ; 

Into  its  darkest  corners  shine, — 
Take  every  veil  away. 

4  In  me  the  hinderance  lies: 
The  fatal  bar  remove, 

And  let  me  see,  in  sweet  surprise, 
Thy  full  redeeming  love. 

Charles  Wesley 


3  I  feel  that  I  am  weak, 
And  prone  to  every  sin ; 

But  Thou,  who  givest  to  those  who  seek, 
Wilt  give  me  strength  within. 

4  I  need  not  fear  my  foes, 
I  need  not  yield  to  care, 

1  need  not  sink  beneath  my  woes, 
For  Thou  wilt  answer  prayer. 


5  In  my  Redeemer's  name, 
I  give  myself  to  Thee ; 

And,  al!  unworthy  as  I  am, 
My  God  will  welcome  me. 
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To  Thine  e  -  ter  -  nal  arms,   O    God,        Take   us,  Thine  err  -  ing  chil-dren,  in; 
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From  dangerous  paths  too  bold-ly  trod,  From  wand'ring  tho'ts  and  dreams  of  sin.    A -men 


2  Those  arms  were  round  our  childhood's  ways, 

A  guard  through  helpless  years  to  be ; 
0,  leave  not  our  maturer  days, 
We  still  are  helpless  without  Thee. 

3  We  trusted  hope  and  pride  and  strength  : 

Our  strength  proved  false,  our  pride  was  vain, 
Our  dreams  have  faded  all  at  length, — 
We  come  to  Thee,  O  Lord,  again. 

4  A  guide  to  trembling  steps  yet  be  ! 

Give  us  of  Thine  eternal  power ! 
So  shall  our  paths  all  lead  to  Thee, 
And  life  still  smile,  like  childhood's  hour. 

Thomas  Wentworth  Higgrason 
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Show    me      my -self,     O        ho   -  ly   Ix>rd,      Help    me       to     look    with-  in; 
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2  Not  mine,  the  purity  of  heart 

That  shall  at  last  see  God ; 
Not  mine,  the  following  in  the  steps 
The  Saviour  trod ; 

3  Not  mine,  the  life  I  thought  to  live 

When  first  I  took  His  name : 
Mine,  but  the  right  to  weep  and  grieve 
Over  my  shame. 


4  Yet,  Lord  !  I  thank  Thee  for  the  sight 

Thou  hast  vouchsafed  to  me ; 
And,  humbled  to  the  dust,  I  shrink 
Closer  to  Thee. 

5  And  if  Thy  love  will  not  disown 

So  frail  a  heart  as  mine, 
Chasten  and  cleanse  it  as  Thou  wilt, 
But  keep  it  Thine  ! 
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O,       for     a    clos  -  er  walk  with  God !    A      calm  and  heav'n  •  ly  frame  1 
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light    to  shine   up  -  on    the  road     That  leads    me 
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1  Where  is  the  blessedness  I  knew 
When  first  I  saw  the  Lord  ? 
Where  is  the  soul-refreshing  view 
Of  Jesus  and  His  word? 

3  What  peaceful  hours  I  once  enjoyed  ! 
How  sweet  their  memory  still ! 
But  they  have  left  an  aching  void 
The  world  can  never  fill. 


4  Return,  O  holy  Dove,  return, 

Sweet  messenger  of  rest ; 
I  hate  the  sins  that  made  Thee  mourn, 
And  drove  Thee  from  my  breast. 

5  The  dearest  idol  I  have  known, 

Whatever  that  idol  be, 
Help  me  to  tear  it  from  Thy  throne, 
And  worship  only  Thee. 


6  So  shall  my  walk  be  close  with  God, 
Calm  and  serene  my  frame : 
So  purer  light  shall  mark  the  road 
That  leads  me  to  the  Lamb. 

WUUam  Ccmpet 
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Lamb  of  God !  whose  bleeding  love  We  now     re  -  call    to    mind, 
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Send  the    an  -  swer  from  a  -  bove,  And   let       us    mer  -  cy      find. 
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Think  on  us  who  think  on  Thee,      Kv-'ry  struggling  soul  re  -  lease ;      O,     re-mem-ber 
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Cal  -  va  -  ry,      And       bid     us      go     in    peace. 
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2  By  Thine  agonizing  pain 

And  bloody  sweat,  we  pray, 
By  Thy  dying  love  to  man. 

Take  all  our  sins  away. 
Burst  our  bonds,  and  set  us  free. 

From  iniquity  release : 
O,  remember  Calvary, 

And  bid  us  go  in  peace ! 


■  Org.  between  the  verses  I 


3  Let  Thy  blood,  by  faith  applied, 
The  sinners'  pardon  seal ; 
Speak  us  freely  justified, 

And  all  our  sickness  heal: 
By  Thy  passion  on  the  tree, 

Let  our  griefs  and  troubles  cease; 
O,  remember  Calvary, 
And  bid  us  go  in  peace ! 

Chubs  Wa*f 
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Virgil  C.  Taylor 


O      that     my  load  of     sin     were  gone,  O    that     I      could  at     last    sub  -  mit 
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\t      Je    -    sus' feet  to    lay      it   down,  To    lay     my  soul   at   Je- sus' feet!  A  -  men. 
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i  shall  mine  eyes  behold  the  Lamb,  4  Break  off  the  yoke  of  inbred  sin, 

2  God  of  my  salvation  see  ?  And  fully  set  my  spirit  free ; 

y,  O  Lord,  Thou  knowest  I  am;  I  cannot  rest  till  pure  within, 

;  still  I  cannot  come  to  Thee.  Till  1  am  wholly  lost  in  Thee. 


pa 


for  my  soul  1  long  to  find : 
•iour,  if  mine  indeed  Thou  art, 
me  Thy  meek  and  lowly  mind, 
i  stamp  Thine  image  on  my  heart. 


5  Fain  would  I  learn  of  Thee,  my  God ; 
Thy  light  and  easy  burden  prove, 
The  cross,  all  stained  with  hallowed  blood, 
The  labor  of  Thy  dying  love. 


6  I  would,  but  Thou  must  give  the  power, 
My  heart  from  every  sin  release  ; 
Bring  near,  bring  near  the  joyful  hour, 
And  fill  me  with  Thy  perfect  peace. 

Charles  Wesley 
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the  God  of  truth  and  light, 
ft  the  God  who  gave  me  breath, 
inder  in  the  wilds  of  night, 
i  perish  in  the  snares  of  death. 

:  was  His  service,  and  His  yoke 
s  light  and  easy  to  be  borne : 
igh  all  His  bonds  of  love  I  broke, 
1st  away  His  gifts  with  scorn. 


4  Lo,  through  the  gloom  of  guilty  fears, 

My  faith  discerns  a  dawn  of  grace ; 
The  Sun  of  Righteousness  appears 
In  Jesus'  reconciling  face  ! 

5  My  suffering,  slain,  and  risen  Lord, 

In  sore  distress  I  turn  to  Thee ; 
I  claim  acceptance  on  Thy  word  : 
My  God  !  my  God  !  forsake  not  me  ! 


-broken,  friendless,  poor,  cast  down,  6  Prostrate  before  the  mercy-seat, 
ere  shall  the  chiefs  of  sinners  fly,  I  dare  not,  if  I  would,  despair; 

;hty  Vengeance,  from  Thy  frown,  None  ever  perished  at  Thy  feet, 

rnal  Justice,  from  Thine  eye  ?  And  I  will  lie  forever  there. 
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i£^^^£-^=E^f 


— ^2:J 


to  the  skies  Scarce  we  lift   our  weep-ing  eyes, —  O,   by     all    the  pains  and  woe  Suf-fered 

0      J  !        J      i 


■?■  J&-+— -0—*. 


r,-p-  v-  -t 


1 


r        I  '  =i=±rrtz 


once  for  man  below, Mending  from  Thy  throne  on  high,  Hear  our  solemn  lit-a  -    ny.      A-MEN. 
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2  By  Thy  helpless  infant  years ; 
Bv  Thv  life  of  want  and  tears : 
By  Thy  days  of  sore  distress 
In  the  savage  wilderness; 

By  the  dread  mysterious  hour 
Of  the  insulting  Tempter's  power,  — 
Turn,  O,  turn  a  favoring  eye  ; 
Hear  our  solemn  litany. 

3  By  the  sacred  griefs  that  wept 
O'er  the  grave  where  Lazarus  slept; 
By  the  boding  tears  that  flowed 
Over  Salem's  loved  abode  : 

By  the  anguished  sigh  that  told 
Treachery  lurked  within  Thy  fold,  — 
From  Thv  seat  above  the  skv. 
Hear  our  solemn  litanv. 
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4  By  Thine  hour  of  dire  despair; 
By  Thine  agony  of  prayer ; 

By  the  cross,  the  nail,  the  thorn, 
Piercing  spear,  and  torturing  scorn; 
By  the  gloom  that  veiled  the  skies 
O'er  the  dreadful  sacrifice,  — 
Listen  to  our  humble  cry  ; 
Hear  our  solemn  litany. 

5  By  Thy  deep  expiring  groan ; 
By  the  sad  sepulchral  stone  ; 
Bv  the  vault,  whose  dark  abode 
Held  in  vain  the  rising  God,  — 
O,  from  earth  to  Heaven  restored, 
Mighty  re-ascended  Lord, 
Listen,  listen  to  the  cry 

Of  our  solemn  litany. 

Robert  Grant 
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While  the  near  -  er     wa  -    ters  roll, 
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Till       the    storm   of    life      be      past; 
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Safe    in  -  to    the    ha  -  ven    guide, 
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O,       re-ceive  my  soul      at  last !      A  -  men. 

-4-  s~  I    1 


t? 


5=^ 


Other  refuge  have  I  none : 

Hangs  my  helpless  soul  on  Thee : 
Leave,  ah !  leave  me  not  alone, 

Still  support  and  comfort  me. 
All  my  trust  on  Thee  is  stayed. 

All  my  help  from  Thee  I  bring : 
Zover  my  defenceless  head 

With  the  shadow  of  Thy  wing. 

Thou,  O  Christ,  art  all  I  want : 
More  than  all  in  Thee  I  find : 

Raise  the  fallen,  cheer  the  faint, 
Heal  the  sick,  and  lead  the  blind. 


Just  and  holy  is  Thy  name: 
I  am  all  unrighteousness : 

False  and  full  of  sin  I  am ; 
Thou  art  full  of  truth  and  grace. 

4  Plenteous  grace  with  Thee  is  found, 

Grace  to  cover  all  my  sin : 
Let  the  healing  streams  abound ; 

Make  and  keep  me  pure  within. 
Thou  of  life  the  fountain  art, 

Freely  let  me  take  of  Thee ; 
Spring  Thou  up  within  mj 

Rise  to  all  eternit* 
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Shame   on       us,      Chris -tian     breth   -   ren,         His     name    and    sign    who 
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2  O  Jesus,  Thou  art  knocking; 

And  lo.  that  hand  is  scarred. 
And  thorns  Thy  brow  encircle, 

And  tears  Thy  face  have  marred. 
O  love  that  passeth  knowledge, 

So  patiently  to  wait ! 
O  sin  that  hath  no  equal. 

So  fast  to  bar  the  gate ! 


Consecration 


3  0  Jesus,  Thou  art  pleading 

In  accents  meek  and  low: 
"  I  died  for  you,  My  children 

And  will  ye  treat  me  so  ? " 
O  Lord,  with  shame  and  sorrow, 

We  open  now  the  door : 
Dear  Saviour,  enter,  enter, 

And  leave  us  nevermore. 

William  W.  How 
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In      low  -  ly         pa  -  tience    wait    -    ing        To    pass    the     thresh  -  old      o'er : 
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Shame  on      us,  Chris  -  tian   breth  -  ren,       His    name    and      sign 
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O  shame,  thrice  shame  up    -    on      us,       To  keep  Him  stand-ing  there !      A-  men. 
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Just  as      I      am,  with  -  out  one  plea      But  that  Thy  blood  was  shed    for    me, 


Sj"3^3 


J    J    J 


I 


*-r— ! — t 


&- 


f 


^ 


J_A 


& 


~S~T. 


1 — r 


d 


-&-: 


\ 


rail. 


And  that  Thou  bid'st  me  come  to  Thee,   O  Lamb  of  God,   I  come, 
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2  Just  as  I  am,  and  waiting  not  5  Just  as  I  am,  Thou  wilt  receive, 

To  rid  my  soul  of  one  dark  blot,  Wilt  welcome,  pardon,  cleanse,  relieve; 

To  Thee,  whose  blood  can  cleanse  each  spot,      Because  Thy  promise  I  believe, 


O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come ! 

3  Just  as  I  am,  though  tossed  about 
With  many  a  conflict,  many  a  doubt, 
Fightings  and  fears  within,  without, 

O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come  ! 

4  Just  as  I  am,  poor,  wretched,  blind,  — 
Sight,  riches,  healing  of  the  mind, 
Yea,  all  I  need,  in  Thee  to  find, 

O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come! 


WOODWORTH     8,  8,  8,  6,  or  L.  M. 


O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come ! 

6  Just  as  I  am,  —  Thy  love  unknown 
Has  broken  every  barrier  down; 
Now,  to  be  Thine,  yea,  Thine  alone, 

O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come  ! 

7  Just  as  I  am,  of  that  free  love  [p: 
The  breadth,  length,  depth,  and  height 
Here  for  a  season,  then  above, 

O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come  ! 

Charlotte  Elliott 


William  B.  Bradbury 
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Just      as        I      am,  with  -  out  one  plea   But     that    Thy  blood  was  shed  for  me, 
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And  that  Thou  bid'st  me  come  to  Thee,  O  Lamb  of  (rod,   I  come,  I       come ! 
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251     PASCAL    8,8,8,6 


Edward  J.  Hopkins 


God    of     my  life,    Thy  boundless  grace  Chose,  pardoned,  and      a  -  dopt  -  ed       me  ; 
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My      rest,  my    home,   my    dwell-ing  -  place,  Fa  -  ther  !   I      come  to      Thee.      A -men. 


1/      1/        1       ' 


2  Jesus,  my  hope,  my  rock,  my  shield,  3  Spirit  of  glory  and  of  God, 

Whose  precious  blood  was  shed  for  me,  Long  hast  Thou  deigned  my  guide  to  be; 

Into  Thy  hands  my  soul  I  yield :  Now  be  Thy  comfort  sweet  bestowed: 

Saviour,  I  come  to  Thee.  My  God,  I  come  to  Thee. 

4  I  come  to  join  that  countless  host 

Who  praise  Thy  name  unceasingly ; 
Blest  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 
My  God,  I  come  to  Thee. 

Charlotte  Elliott 


252    8,8,8,6 


1  O  Holy  Saviour,  Friend  unseen,  4  Though  faith  and  hope  awhile  be  tried, 
Since  on  Thine  arm  Thou  bidst  me  lean,         I  ask  not,  need  not,  aught  beside; 
Help  me,  throughout  life's  varying  scene,        How  safe,  how  calm,  how  satisfied, 
By  faith,  to  cling  to  Thee.  The  souls  that  cling  to  Thee ! 


2  Blest  with  this  fellowship  divine. 
Take  what  Thou  wilt,  shall  I  repine. 
When,  as  the  branches  to  the  vine, 

My  soul  may  cling  to  Thee? 

3  What  though  the  world  deceitful  prove, 
And  earthly  friends  and  joys  remove  ? 
With  patient,  uncomplaining  love. 

Still  would  I  cling  to  Thee. 


5  They  fear  not  life's  rough  storms  to  brave, 
Since  Thou  art  near,  and  strong  to  save : 
Nor  shudder  e'en  at  death's  dark  wave. 

Because  they  cling  to  Thee. 

6  Blest  is  my  lot,  whatever  befall : 
What  can  disturb  me,  who  appall. 
While,  as  my  strength,  my  rock,  my  aU\ 

Saviour,  \  c\\yv^  \.o  TVvfcfc"*. 


Consecration 


253     ABBOTSFORD    8,  7,  D. 

Unison  cr, 
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Je  -  sus,       I      my  cross  have   ta  -  ken,  All    to  leave  and  fol  -  low  Thee ;  Des 
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rich    is     my    con  -  di  -  tion!    God     and  Heav'n  are     still       my    own.  A     m 
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Let  the  world  despise  and  leave  me, 

They  have  left  my  Saviour  too; 
Human  hearts  and  looks  deceive  me,  — 

Thou  art  not,  like  man,  untrue ; 
And  while  Thou  shalt  smile  upon  me, 

God  of  wisdom,  love,  and  might, 
Foes  may  hate,  and  friends  may  shun  me, 

Show  Thy  face,  and  all  is  bright. 

Go  then,  earthly  fame  and  treasure ! 

Come,  disaster,  scorn,  and  pain  ! 
In  Thy  service,  pain  is  pleasure ; 

With  Thy  favor,  loss  is  gain. 
2  have  called  Thee,  Abba  Father ! 

I  have  stayed  my  heart  on  Thee : 
Storms  may  howl,  and  clouds  may  gather, 

All  must  work  for  good  to  me. 

IVian  may  trouble  and  distress  me, 
?T  will  but  drive  me  to  Thy  breast ; 

Life  with  trials  hard  may  press  me, 
Heaven  will  bring  me  sweeter  rest 


O,  't  is  not  in  grief  to  harm  me, 
While  Thy  love  is  left  to  me ; 

O,  't  were  not  in  joy  to  charm  me, 
Were  that  joy  unmixed  with  Thee. 

5  Take,  my  soul,  thy  full  salvation, 

Rise  o'er  sin,  and  fear,  and  care ; 
Joy  to  find  in  every  station 

Something  still  to  do  or  bear. 
Think  what  Spirit  dwells  within  thee  ; 

What  a  Father's  smile  is  thine ; 
What  a  Saviour  died  to  win  thee  : 

Child  of  Heaven,  shouldst  thou  repine  ? 

6  Haste  then  on  from  grace  to  glory, 

Armed  by  faith,  and  winged  by  prayer ; 
Heaven's  eternal  day 's  before  thee, 

God's  own  hand  shall  guide  thee  there. 
Soon  shall  close  thy  earthly  mission, 

Swift  shall  pass  thy  pilgrim  days, 
Hope  soon  change  to  glad  fruition, 

Faith  to  sight,  and  prayer  to  praise. 

Henry  F.  Lyte 
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Lewis  T.  Downes 
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Strip  me    of    the     robe    of    pride,   Clothe  me       with   hu  -  mil  -  i  -  ty.      A  -  MEN. 
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2  Meekly  may  my  soul  receive 
All  Thy  Spirit  hath  revealed; 
Thou  hast  spoken  :  I  believe, 
Though  the  prophecy  were  sealed. 


3  Quiet  as  a  little  child, 

Weaned  from  the  mother's  breast. 
By  no  subtlety  beguiled, 
On  Thy  faithful  word  I  rest. 


4  Saints,  rejoicing  evermore, 
In  the  Lord  Jehovah  trust; 
Him  in  all  His  ways  adore, 
Wise  and  wonderful  and  just. 


James  MotWtomer} 
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J.  Baptiste  Calkin 
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2  I  lay  my  wants  on  Jesus  : 

All  fulness  dwells  in  Him  ; 
He  heals  all  my  diseases. 

He  doth  my  soul  redeem. 
I  lay  my  griefs  on  Jesus. 

Mv  burdens  and  mv  cares: 
He  from  them  all  releases, 

He  all  my  sorrows  shares. 

3  I  rest  my  soul  on  Jesus, 

This  weary  soul  of  mine ; 
His  right  hand  me  embraces, 
I  on  His  breast  recline. 


I  love  the  name  of  Jesus,  — 
Kmmanuel,  Christ  the  Lord ; 

Like  fragrance  on  the  breezes, 
His  name  abroad  is  poured. 

4  I  long  to  be  like  Jesus,  — 

Meek,  loving,  lowly,  mild  ; 
I  long  to  be  like  Jesus, 

The  Father's  Holy  Child ; 
I  long  to  be  with  Jesus 

Amid  the  heavenly  throng, 
To  sing  with  saints  His  praises, 

To  learn  the  angels1  song. 

Hondas  Borar 
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James  W.  Elliott 


t± 


±r* 


£ 


t 


r 


o 


I 


pp#p 


Je  -    sus,      I       have     prom    -  ised      To       serve  Thee      to      the     end ; 
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me,       My      Mas  -  ter     and      my    Friend ! 
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Nor     wan -der  from  the  path    -    way,    If    Thou  wilt       be      my  Guide.      A-men. 
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2  O,  let  me  feel  Thee  near  me,  — 

The  world  is  ever  near ; 
I  see  the  sights  that  dazzle, 

The  tempting  sounds  I  hear. 
My  foes  are  ever  near  me, 

Around  me,  and  within  ; 
But,  Jesus,  draw  Thou  nearer, 

And  shield  my  soul  from  sin. 

3  O  Jesus,  Thou  hast  promised, 

To  all  who  follow  Thee, 
That  where  Thou  art  in  glory, 
There  shall  Thy  servant  be ; 
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And,  Jesus,  I  have  promised 
To  serve  Thee  to  the  end ; 

O,  give  me  grace  to  follow 
My  Master  and  my  Friend  ! 

4  O,  let  me  see  Thy  foot-marks. 

And  in  them  plant  mine  own : 
My  hope  to  follow  duly 

Is  in  Thy  strength  alone. 
O,  guide  me,  call  me,  draw  me, 

Uphold  me  to  the  end ; 
And  then  in  Heaven  receive  me, 

My  Saviour  and  my  Friend. 
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p  Solo  or  unison 
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I      heard  the    voice    of        Je  -  sus    say,    "Come  un  -   to      Me,     and     rest: 
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Lay  down,  thou    wea  -  ry      one,    lay  down    Thy    head     up   -   on      My      breast 
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Wea    -    ry    and  worn    and       sad: 


1/  1  •       1  i^  ^ 

I   found     in    Him     a        rest  -  ing-place,     And    He   has  made  me  glad.        A  -  MEN- 

J 


2  1  heard  the  voice  of  Jesus  say, 

"  Hehold,  I  freely  give 
The  living  water :  thirsty  one, 

Stoop  down  and  drink  and  live." 
I  came  to  Jesus,  and  I  drank 

Of  that  life-giving  stream  ; 
My  thirst  was  quenched,  my  soul  revived, 

And  now  1  live  in  Him. 
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3  I  heard  the  voice  of  Jesus  say, 

"  I  am  this  dark  world's  Light ; 
Look  unto  Me,  thy  morn  shall  rise, 

And  all  thy  day  be  bright." 
I  looked  to  Jesus,  and  I  found 

In  Him  my  star,  my  sun; 
And  in  that  light  of  life  I  '11  walk 

Till  travelling  days  are  done. 
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And    didst    Thou     love     the    race      that  loved     not     Thee  ?      And   didst  Thou 
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take  to  Heaven  a      hu  -  man      brow  ?    Dost  plead      with  man's  voice    by       the 
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•  Small  notes  for  first  verse 


No  interludes  between  verses  a,  3,  4 


2  O  God  !  O  Kinsman  loved,  but  not  enough  ! 

O  Man !  with  eyes  majestic  after  death, 
Whose  feet  have  toiled  along  our  pathways  rough, 
Whose  lips  drawn  human  breath,  — 

3  By  that  one  likeness  which  is  ours  and  Thine, 

By  that  one  nature  which  doth  hold  us  kin, 
By  that  high  Heaven,  where  sinless  Thou  dost  shine, 
To  draw  us  sinners  in ; 

4  By  Thy  last  silence  in  the  judgment-hall, 

By  long  fore-knowledge  of  the  deadly  tree, 
By  darkness,  by  the  wormwood  and  the  gall,  — 
I  pray  Thee  visit  me. 

5  Come,  lest  this  heart  should,  cold  and  cast  away, 

Die  ere  the  Guest  adored  she  entertain,  — 
Lest  eyes  which  never  saw  Thine  earthly  day 
Should  miss  Thy  heavenly*  reign. 

3  era  VckgjbVm 
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Arr.  from  J.  G.  Walton 
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Je  -  sus !  Thy  bound-less    love       to    me     No  thought  can  reach,  no  tongue 
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Thine  wholly,  Thine  a  -  lone,    I     am ;    Be  Thou  a  •  lone   my  con-stant  flame.     A 
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2  O,  #rant  that  nothing  in  my  soul 

M  ay  dwell,  but  Thy  pure  love  alone ; 
O,  may  Thy  love  possess  me  whole, 
My  joy,  my  treasure,  and  my  crown : 
Strange  fires  far  from  my  heart  remove , 
My  every  act,  word,  thought,  be  love ! 

3  O  Love !  how  cheering  is  Thy  ray! 
All  pain  before  Thy  presence  flies ; 
Care,  anguish,  sorrow,  melt  away, 
Where'er  Thy  healing  beams  arise  : 
O  Jesus !  nothing  may  I  see, 
Nothing  hear,  feel,  or  think,  but  Thee ! 


4  Still  let  Thy  love  point  out  my  way ! 
How  wondrous  things  Thy  love  hath  wrouj 
Still  lead  me,  lest  I  go  astray ; 

Direct  my  word,  inspire  my  thought : 

And  if  1  fall,  soon  may  I  hear 

Thy  voice,  and  know  that  love  is  near. 

5  In  suffering  be  Thy  love  my  peace; 
In  weakness  be  Thy  love  my  power; 
And  when  the  storms  of  life  shall  cease, 
O  Jesus,  in  that  solemn  hour, 

In  death,  as  life,  be  Thou  my  Guide, 
And  save  me,  who  for  me  hast  died. 

Paul  Gerhard* 
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1  Thou  hidden  Love  of  God,  whose  height,    2  'T  is  mercy  all,  that  Thou  hast  brought 


Whose  depth  unfathomed,  no  man  knows, 

I  see  from  far  Thy  beauteous  light, 

Inly  I  sigh  for  Thy  repose : 

My  heart  is  pained,  nor  can  it  be 

At  rest  till  it  finds  rest  in  Thee. 


My  mind  to  seek  her  peace  in  Thee ; 
Yet  while  I  seek,  but  find  Thee  not, 
No  peace  my  wandering  soul  shall  see : 
O,  when  shall  all  my  wanderings  end, 
And  all  my  steps  to  Thee-ward  tend! 


Consecration 


ere  a  thing  beneath  the  sun 

:  strives  with  Thee  my  heart  to  share, 

tear  it  thence,  and  reign  alone, 

Lord  of  every  motion  there ; 

i  shall  my  heart  from  earth  be  free, 

:n  it  hath  found  repose  in  Thee. 


4  O  Love,  Thy  sovereign  aid  impart, 
To  save  me  from  low-thoughted  care ; 
Chase  this  self-will  through  all  my  heart, 
Through  all  its  latent  mazes  there ; 
Make  me  Thy  duteous  child,  that  I 
Ceaseless  may  "  Abba,  Father,"  cry. 

Gerhard  Terateegen 
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1  creatures  have  their  rest,      But  Je  -  sus  had  not  where  to  lay   His  head.  A  -   MSN. 
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1  yet  He  came  to  give 
iry  and  the  heavy-laden  rest ; 
bid  the  sinner  live, 
>the  our  griefs  to  slumber  on  His 
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at,  then,  am  I,  my  God, 

id  thus  the  paths  of  peace  to  tread,  — 

ce  purchased  by  the  blood 

who  had  not  where  to  lay  His  head  ? 


5  O,  why  should  I  have  peace  ? 

Why  but  for  that  unchanged,  undying  love 

Which  would  not,  could  not  cease 
Until  it  made  me  heir  of  joys  above ! 

6  Let  the  birds  seek  their  nest, 

Foxes  their  holes,  and  man  his  peaceful  bed 

Come,  Saviour,  in  my  breast 
Deign  to  repose  Thine  oft-rejected  head. 


•ho  once  made  Him  grieve  ;  7  Come,  give  me  rest,  and  take 

►nee  bade  His  gentle  spirit  mourn ;  The  only  rest  on  earth  Thou  lovest,  —  within 

ose  hand  essayed  to  weave  A  heart  that  for  Thy  sake 

meek  brow  the  cruel  crown  of  thorn !  Lies  bleeding,  broken,  penitent  for  sin. 

John  S.  E.  tfcr 
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Still  all    my  song  shall  be :   Near  -  er,    my  God,  to  Thee,  Near  -  er      to    Thee.  A-m 


2  Though  like  a  wanderer, 

The  sun  gone  down, 
Darkness  be  over  me, 

My  rest  a  stone,  — 
Yet  in  my  dreams  I  'd  be 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 

Nearer  to  Thee ! 

3  There  let  the  way  appear, 

Steps  unto  Heaven ; 
All  that  Thou  sendest  me, 

In  mercy  given; 
Angels  to  beckon  me 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 

Nearer  to  Thee  ! 


BETHANY     [American]     6,4 

feci-* 


4  Then,  with  my  waking  thoughts 

Bright  with  Thy  praise, 
Out  of  mv  stony  griefs 

Bethef  I  '11  raise ; 
So  by  my  woes  to  be 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 

Nearer  to  Thee! 

5  Or  if  on  joyful  wing, 

Cleaving  the  sky. 
Sun,  moon,  and  stars  forgot, 

Upward  I  fly,  — 
Still  all  my  song  shall  be . 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 

Nearer  to  Thee ! 

Sarah  F  Adams 
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(  Near-er,  mv  God,  to  Thee,  Near  -  er    to   Thee !  /      ,r,    .       .       Al 
JE'entho'it     be    a    cross  j      rhat   ™*-eth   me. 


Still  all  my  song  shal 
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Near  -  er,     my  God,  to  Thee,  Near  -  er,  my  God,  to  Thee,   Near  -  er       to  Thee. 
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My    God,    ac  -  cept      my    heart     this     day,     And    make    it  al  •    ways  Thine; 
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That  I      from  Thee  no     more    may  stray,  No    more  from  Thee    de  -  cline.     A-men. 


2  Before  the  Cross  of  Him,  who  died, 
Behold,  I  prostrate  fall ; 
Let  every  sin  be  crucified, 
And  Christ  be  All  in  all. 
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Lord,  it  belongs  not  to  my  care 

Whether  I  die  or  live ; 
To  love  and  serve  Thee  is  my  share, 

And  this  Thy  grace  must  give. 

If  life  be  long,  I  will  be  glad 

That  I  may  long  obev ; 
If  short,  yet  why  should  I  be  sad 

To  soar  to  endless  day  ? 


3  Let  ever}*  thought  and  work  and  word 
To  Thee  be  ever  given ; 
Then  life  shall  be  Thy  service,  Lord, 
And  death  the  gate  of  Heaven. 

Matthew  Bridges 


4  Come,  Lord,  when  grace  hath  made  me  meet, 

Thy  blessed  face  to  see ; 
For  if  Thv  work  on  earth  be  sweet, 
What  will  Thy  glory  be ! 

5  Then  shall  I  end  mv  sad  complaints, 

And  wean*,  sinfuf  days, 
And  join  with  the  triumphant  saints 
That  sing  Jehovah's  praise. 


Christ  leads  me  through  no  darker  rooms  6  My  knowledge  of  that  life  is  small, 

Than  He  went  through  before ;  The  eye  of  faith  is  dim ; 

He  that  into  God's  kingdom  comes,  But 't  is  enough  thai  CYtraXYxtiro*  "aS^ 

Must  enter  by  this  door.  And  1  sYiau  be  -wVta  Wytcv. 
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William  Knapp 


f*rJ.JiJrJjiJ,£#f 


(( 


Lift  up  your  hearts !  "  Yes,  I        will  lift       My  heart    and  soul,  dear  Lord,    to  Thee, 
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Who  ev  -  ery  good  and  per  -  feet     gift  Vouchsaf 'st  so  lav  -  ish-ly      and  free.  A  -  men. 


±S±U.MA 


W^mm^mtti  f  ifjf  i-.r  r  « 


2  All  that  is  best,  from  Thee  comes  down 
On  us,  with  rich  and  ample  store ; 
Thy  bounteous  hands  our  wishes  crown 
With  good,  increasing  more  and  more. 


3  'T  was  Thou  that  gave  us  life  and  breath* 
It  is  Thy  hand  that  holds  us  still, 
That  keeps  us  from  the  sleep  of  death, 
And  shelters  us  from  every  ill. 


4  All  Thou  hast  given  is  Thine  ;  then  take 
Me,  Thine  own  gift,  for  all  Thine  own, 
And  teach  me  every  day  to  make 
New  vows  of  love  to  Thee  alone ! 
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i    Lift  up  your  heads,  ye  mighty  gates  ! 
Behold,  the  King  of  glory  waits ; 
The  King  of  kings  is  drawing  near, 
The  Saviour  of  the  world  is  here. 

2  The  Lord  is  just,  a  helper  tried ; 
Mercy  is  ever  at  His  side; 

His  kingly  crown  is  holiness, 
His  sceptre,  pity  in  distress. 

3  O,  blest  the  land,  the  city  blest, 
Where  Christ,  the  ruler  is  confessed ! 
O,  happy  hearts  and  happy  homes 
To  whom  this  King  of  triumph  comes. 


4  Fling  wide  the  portals  of  your  heart, 
Make  it  a  temple  set  apart 

From  earthly  use  for  Heaven's  employ* 
Adorned  with  prayer  and  love  and  j°y# 

5  Redeemer,  come  !  I  open  wide 

My  heart  to  Thee :  here,  Lord,  abid*  • 
Let  me  Thy  inner  presence  feel, 
Thy  grace  and  love  in  me  reveal. 

6  So  come,  my  Sovereign !  enter  in; 
Let  new  and  nobler  life  begin : 
Thy  Holy  Spirit  guide  us  on, 
Until  the  glorious  crown  be  won. 

Georft  Wi 


Consecration 


CASTBLAR    p.  M. 


Henry  Holden  Huss 
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Our  faith  springs  like   the        ea    -      gle's,  Who  soars    to      meet  the      sun, 
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And  cries  ex  -  ult  -  ing     un  -    to  Thee,  "  O    Ix>rd,  Thy  will    be     done."    A  -  men. 
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2   When  tyrant  feet  are  trampling 

Upon  the  common  weal, 
Thou  dost  not  bid  us  bend  and  writhe 

Beneath  the  iron  heel. 
In  Thy  name  we  assert  our  right 

By  sword,  or  tongue,  or  pen, 
And  even  the  headsman's  axe  may  flash 

Thy  message  unto  men. 


3  Thy  will !  it  bids  the  weak  be  strong ; 

It  bids  the  strong  be  just : 
No  lip  to  fawn,  no  hand  to  beg, 

No  brow  to  seek  the  dust. 
Wherever  man  oppresses  man 

Beneath  the  liberal  sun, 
O  Lord,  be  there,  ThVti*  ^rrevxttaAfcX^x^ 

Thy  righteous  vj\\\\>fc  foraX 
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Quartet  .     . 


Joseph  Barnby 

IS 


Thou  didst  leave  Thy  throne  and  Thy  kingly  crown  When  Thou  earnest  to  earth  for  me; 
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But  in   Beth  -  lehem's  home  there  was  found  no  room      For  Thy  ho  -  ly  na-tiv  -  i   *   ty. 


Chorus    {Congregation) 


O,   come  to  my  heart,  Lord  Je  -  sus,  There  is  room  in  my  heart  for  Thee  I    Amen. 
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2  Heaven's  arches   rang  when   the   angels  4  Thou  earnest,  O  Lord,  with  the  living  worc^ 


sang, 
Proclaiming  Thy  royal  degree  ; 
But  in  lowly  birth  Thou  didst  come  to  earth, 
And  in  great  humility  : 
O,  come,  etc. 


That  should  set  Thy  people  free ; 
But  with  mocking  scorn,  and  with  crotf*~~ 
of  thorn, 
They  bore  Thee  to  Calvary. 
O,  come,  etc. 


3  The  foxes  found  rest,  and  the  birds  their  5  When  Heaven's  arches  shall  ring  and  h 


nest 
In  the  shade  of  the  forest  tree : 


choir  shall  sing 
At  Thy  coming  to  victory, 


But  Thy  couch  was  the  sod,  O  Thou  Son  of  Let  Thy  voice  call  me  home,  saying,  "Yi 

God,  there  is  room, 

In  the  deserts  of  Galilee.  There  is  room  at  My  side  for  thee!" 

O.  come,  etc.  O,  come,  etc. 

Emily  E.  S.  Elliott 
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ask  Thee  for      a 
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2  I  ask  Thee  for  a  thoughtful  love, 
Through  constant  watching  wise, 
To  meet  the  glad  with  joyful  smiles, 

To  wipe  the  weeping  eyes ; 

A  heart  at  leisure  from  itself 

To  soothe  and  sympathize. 

3  I  would  not  have  the  restless  will 

That  hurries  to  and  fro, 
Seeking  for  some  great  thing  to  do, 

Or  secret  thing  to  know ; 
I  would  be  treated  as  a  child, 

And  guided  where  I  go. 


4  Wherever  in  the  world  I  am, 

In  whatsoe'er  estate, 
I  have  a  fellowship  with  hearts 

To  keep  and  cultivate ; 
A  work  of  lowly  love  to  do 

For  Him  on  whom  I  wait. 

5  I  ask  Thee  for  the  daily  strength, 

To  none  that  ask  denied, 
A  mind  to  blend  with  outward  life, 

While  keeping  at  Thy  side. 
Content  to  fill  a  little  space, 

If  Thou  be  glorified. 


6  In  service  which  Thy  will  appoints 

There  are  no  bonds  for  me ; 
My  inmost  heart  is  taught  the  truth 

That  makes  Thy  children  free ; 
A  life  of  self-renouncing  love 

Is  one  of  liberty. 

Anna  L.  Wvttai 
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Rock     of     A    -   ges,      cleft    for   me,        Let     me  hide  my  •  self      in  Thee ! 

^2=ft  f>     i  -E— — — ^TT3   *  *> 


Et4=t 


f 


•ftg- 


?E 


F 


izfz^zXtg^zzz^^EJ- 


H- 


p#ffij= 


/> 


f 


lg 


^ 


the  wa  -  ter  and      the  blood,      From  Thy  riv    -   en     side  which  flowed, 
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Be      of  sin     the  do  a  -   ble   cure,   Cleanse   me  from    its    guilt  and  power.    A- MEN. 
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2  Not  the  labors  of  my  hands 
Can  fulfil  the  law's  demands ; 
Could  my  zeal  no  respite  know, 
Could  my  tears  forever  flow, 
All  for  sin  could  not  atone : 
Thou  must  save,  and  Thou  alone  ! 


3  Nothing  in  my  hand  I  bring ; 
Simply  to  Thy  Cross  I  cling ; 
Naked,  come  to  Thee  for  dress ; 
Helpless,  look  to  Thee  for  grace; 
Foul,  I  to  Thy  fountain  fly : 
Wash  me,  Saviour,  or  I  die ! 


4  While  I  draw  this  fleeting  breath, 
When  mine  eyelids  close  in  death, 
When  I  soar  to  worlds  unknown, 
See  Thee  on  Thy  judgment-throne, 
Rock  of  Ages,  cleft  for  me, 
Let  me  hide  myself  in  Thee. 

Augustus  M.  Toplady 
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Be    of     sin       the   dou  -  ble   cure,     Cleanse  me  from    its  guilt  and  power.     A-men. 
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Let    the   wa  -  ter    and   the  blood,     From  Thy       riv  -  en      side   which   flowed, 
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Be  of  sin   the  dou -ble  cure,      Cleanse  me  from  its     guilt  and  power.     A-men. 


By  permiMMoa 
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2  Our  outward  lips  confess  the  name 

All  other  names  above ; 
Love  only  knoweth  whence  it  came, 
And  comprehendeth  love. 

3  Blow,  winds  of  God,  awake,  and  blow 

The  mists  of  earth  away  ! 
Shine  out,  O  Light  Divine,  and  show 
How  wide  and  far  we  stray ! 

Part  II. 

1  We  may  not  climb  the  heavenly  steeps 

To  bring  the  Lord  Christ  down  ; 

In  vain  we  search  the  lowest  deeps, 

For  Him  no  depths  can  drown. 

2  The  letter  fails,  and  systems  fall, 

And  every  symbol  wanes ; 
The  Spirit  over-brooding  all, 
Eternal  Love  remains. 

3  I  n  joy  of  inward  peace,  or  sense 

Of  sorrow  over  sin, 
He  is  His  own  best  evidence, 
His  witness  is  within. 

I  For  warm,  sweet,  tender,  even  yet 

A  present  help  is  He  ; 
And  faith  has  still  its  Olivet, 
And  love  its  Galilee. 


5  The  healing  of  His  seamless  dress 
Is  by  our  beds  of  pain  ; 
We  touch  Him  in  life's  throng  and  press, 
And  we  are  whole  again. 

Part  III. 

1  Our  Lord,  and  Master  of  us  all ! 

Whate'er  our  name  or  sign, 
We  own  Thy  sway,  we  hear  Thy  call, 
We  test  our  lives  by  Thine. 

2  Thou  judgest  us ;  Thy  purity 

Does  all  our  lusts  condemn  ; 
The  love  that  draws  us  nearer  Thee 
Is  hot  with  wrath  to  them. 

3  Our  thoughts  lie  open  to  Thy  sight ; 

And,  naked  to  Thy  glance, 

Our  secret  sins  are  in  the  light 

Of  Thy  pure  countenance. 

4  Yet,  weak  and  blinded  though  we  be. 

Thou  dost  our  service  own  ; 
We  bring  our  varying  gifts  to  Thee, 
And  Thou  rejectest  none. 

5  Who  hates,  hates  Thee ;  who  loves,becomes 

Therein  to  Thee  allied ; 
All  sweet  accords  of  hearts  and  homes 
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Deep  strike  Thy  roots,  O  Heavenly  Vine,  4  The  homage  that  we  render  Thee 

Within  our  earthly  sod,  Is  still  our  Father's  own ; 

Most  human  and  yet  most  divine,  No  jealous  claim  or  rivalry 

The  flower  of  man  and  God !  Divides  the  Cross  and  Throne. 


Part  IV. 

O  Love  !  O  Life  !  Our  faith  and  sight 

Thy  presence  maketh  one, 
As  through  transfigured  clouds  of  white 

We  trace  the  noonday  sun. 

So,  to  our  mortal  eyes  subdued, 
Flesh-veiled,  but  not  concealed, 

We  know  in  Thee  the  fatherhood 
And  heart  of  God  revealed. 

We  faindy  hear,  we  dimly  see, 
In  differing  phrase  we  pray; 

But,  dim  or  clear,  we  own  in  Thee 
The  Light,  the  Truth,  the  Way ! 


5  Apart  from  Thee  all  gain  is  loss, 

All  labor  vainly  done ; 
The  solemn  shadow  of  Thy  Cross 
Is  better  than  the  sun. 

6  Our  Friend,  our  Brother,  and  our  Lord, 

What  may  Thy  service  be  ? 
Nor  name,  nor  form,  nor  ritual  word, 
But  simply  following  Thee. 

7  Thy  litanies,  sweet  offices 

Of  love  and  gratitude ; 
Thy  sacramental  liturgies, 
The  joy  of  doing  good. 

John  Greenleaf  Whittier 
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Time  was,  I  shrank  from  what  was  right,  3  So,  when  my  Saviour  calls,  I  rise, 

From  fear  of  what  was  wrong ;  And  calmly  do  my  best ; 

*    would  not  brave  the  sacred  fight,  Leaving  to  Him,  with  silent  eyes 

Because  the  foe  was  strong.  Of  hope  and  fear,  the  rest. 


» ut  now  I  cast  that  finer  sense 
And  sorer  shame  aside ; 

tich  dread  of  sin  was  indolence, 
Such  aim  at  Heaven  was  pride. 


4  I  step,  I  mount  where  He  has  led ; 
Men  count  my  haltings  o'er;  — 
I  know  them ;  yet,  though  self  I  dread, 
I  love  His  precept  more. 

Cardinal  Newman 
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Iieneath  the  shadow  of  the  cross, 
As  earthly  hopes  remove, 

His  new  commandment  Jesus  gives, 
His  blessed  word  of  love. 


2  O  bond  of  union,  strong  and  deep  ! 
O  bond  of  perfect  peace  ! 
Not  even  the  lifted  cross  can  harm. 
If  we  but  hold  to  this. 


3  Then,  Jesus,  be  Thy  spirit  ours, 
And  swift  our  feet  shall  move 
To  deeds  of  pure  self-sacrifice, 
And  the  sweet  tasks  of  love. 
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O     hap  -  py,     if        ye     hun  -  ger        As    Je  -  sus  hungered  then. 
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2  The  Cross  that  Jesus  carried, 

He  carried  as  your  due ; 
The  Crown  that  Jesus  weareth, 

He  weareth  it  for  vou. 
The  faith  by  which  ye  see  Him, 

The  hope  in  which  ye  yearn, 
The  love  that  through  all  trouble 

To  Him  alone  will  turn, — 


3  What  are  they,  but  forerunners 

To  lead  you  to  His  sight  ? 
What  are  they,  save  the  effluence 

Of  uncreated  light  ? 
The  trials  that  beset  you, 

The  sorrows  ye  endure, 
The  manifold  temptations 

That  death  alone  can  cure,  — 
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4  What  are  they,  but  His  jewels 

Of  right  celestial  worth  ? 
What  are  they,  but  the  ladder 

Set  up  to  Heaven  on  earth  ? 
O  happy  band  of  pilgrims, 

Look  upward  to  the  skies, 
Where  such  a  light  affliction 

Shall  win  you  such  a  prize. 

John  M.  Neale 
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is      hard      to     work  for  God,      To      rise  and  take  His  part        Up 
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>  though  there  were  no  God ; 
s  least  seen  when  all  the  powers 
:  ill  are  most  abroad. 

God  is  other  than  we  think ; 

s  ways  are  far  above, 

leyond  reason's  height,  and  reached 

lly  by  childlike  love. 

kman  of  God,  O,  lose  not  heart, 
it  learn  what  God  is  like ; 
in  the  darkest  battle-field, 
iou  shalt  know  where  to  strike. 


5  Thrice  blest  is  he  to  whom  is  given 

The  instinct  that  can  tell 
That  God  is  on  the  field  when  He 
Is  most  invisible. 

6  Then  learn  to  scorn  the  praise  of  men, 

And  learn  to  lose  with  God ; 
For  Jesus  won  the  world  through  shame, 
And  beckons  thee  His  road. 

7  God's  glory  is  a  wondrous  thing, 

Most  strange  in  all  its  ways, 
And  of  all  things  on  earth,  least  like 
What  men  agree  to  praise. 


8  For  right  is  right,  since  God  is  God  ; 
And  right  the  day  must  win : 
To  doubt  would  be  disloyalty, 
To  falter  would  be  sin. 

Frederick  W.  Faber 
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2  Let  all  your  lamps  be  bright, 
And  trim  the  golden  flame ; 

Gird  up  your  loins  as  in  His  sight, 
For  awful  is  His  name. 


3  Watch,  —  't  is  your  Lord's  command ; 

And  while  we  speak,  He  's  near ; 
Mark  the  first  signal  of  His  hand, 

And  ready,  all  appear. 


4  O,  happy  servant  he 

I  n  such  a  posture  found  ! 
He  shall  His  Lord  with  rapture  see, 

And  be  with  honor  crowned. 

Philip  Doddridge 
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i  A  charge  to  keep  I  have  ; 

A  God  to  glorify  ; 
A  never-dying  soul  to  save, 

And  fit  it  for  the  sky. 

2  To  serve  the  present  age, 

My  calling  to  fulfil ; 
O,  may  it  all  my  powers  engage, 

To  do  my  Master's  will ! 
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1  Teach  me,  my  God  and  King, 
In  all  things  Thee  to  see; 

And  what  I  do  in  anything, 
To  do  it  as  for  Thee  ! 

2  To  scorn  the  senses1  sway, 
While  still  to  Thee  I  tend ; 

In  all  I  do,  be  Thou  the  way. 
In  all,  be  Thou  the  end. 


3  Arm  me  with  jealous  care, 
As  in  Thy  sight  to  live ; 

And  O,  thy  servant,  Lord,  prepare 
A  strict  account  to  give ! 

4  Help  me  to  watch  and  pray, 
And  on  Thyself  rely ; 

Assured  if  I  my  trust  betray, 
I  shall  forever  die. 

Charles  Wesley 


3  All  may  of  Thee  partake ; 
Nothing  so  mean  can  be, 

But  draws,  when  acted  for  Thy  sake, 
Greatness  and  worth  from  Thee. 

4  If  done  beneath  Thy  laws, 
E'en  servile  labors  shine ; 

Hallowed  all  toil,  if  this  the  cause: 
The  meanest  work,  divine. 

Herbert  and  Wester 


'Cj    EDINA    6,5,0. 


£ 


i!=l 


Service 


i 


Herbert  S.  Oakeley 


?* 


t 


I 


Pur 


s 


, 


-ev 


f  f  f  r  rT 

er     yet      and     pur 

-J— i- 


er 


T 


1 


P 


-e5- 


S- 


would  be      in     mind,  Dear-er     yet  and 


iEF?=r 


mm 


$_d— 


n 


-j^fe 


t  j  t 


-&■ 


m 


f= 


s 


«r 


^ 


rrr? 


?= 


dear  -  er  Ev  -  ery       du  -    ty      find ;  Hop  -  ing     still,  and  trust  -  ing    God   with  - 


I 


i^t 


r=f 


t=t 


-Of- 


i^Pp^^^^ 


^ 


£feI 


-^-      -^-  -^- 


Pa-tient  -  ly     be- lie v  -    ing      He  will  make  all  clear.    A-men. 


2  Calmer  yet  and  calmer 

In  the  hours  of  pain, 
Surer  yet  and  surer 

Peace  at  last  to  gain ; 
Suffering  still  and  doing, 

To  His  will  resigned, 
And  to  God  subduing 

Heart  and  will  and  mind. 


3  Higher  yet  and  higher 

Out  of  clouds  and  night 
Nearer  yet  and  nearer 

Rising  to  the  light,  — 
Light  serene  and  holy. 

Where  my  soul  may  rest, 
Purified  and  lowly, 

Sanctified  and  blest. 


4  Swifter  yet  and  swifter 

Ever  onward  run. 
Firmer  vet  and  firmer 

Step  as  I  go  on. 
Oft  these  earnest  longings 

Swell  within  my  breast ; 
Yet  their  inner  meaning 

Ne'er  can  be  expressed. 

Johann  W.  von  Goethe 
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Go,      )a-bor    on :  spend,  and   be  spent, — Thy  joy     to      do    the    Fa-   ther's  will ; 
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It    is   the  way  the  Mas  -  ter  went:  Should  not  the  ser-vant  tread  it  still?  A -men. 
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2  Go,  labor  on  :  't  is  not  for  nought ;  4  Men  die  in  darkness  at  thy  side, 

Thy  earthly  loss  is  heavenly  gain ;  Without  a  hope  to  cheer  the  tomb ; 

Men  heed  thee,  love  thee,  praise  thee  not ;      Take  up  the  torch  and  wave  it  wide,  — 
The  Master  praises :  what  are  men  ?  The  torch  that  lights  time's  thickest  gloom. 


3  Go,  labor  on :  enough  while  here, 

If  He  shall  praise  thee,  if  He  deign 
Thy  willing  heart  to  mark  and  cheer; 
No  toil  for  Him  shall  be  in  vain. 
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5  Toil  on,  and  in  thy  toil  rejoice , 

For  toil  comes  rest,  for  exile  home ; 
Soon  shalt  thou  hear  the  Bridegroom's  voice, 
The  midnight  peal,  " Behold,  I  come." 

Horacius  Booar 
Lord  Mornington 
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canst  not  toil  in  vain ; 
heat,  and  moist,  and  dry, 
ster  and  mature  the  grain 
arners  in  the  sky. 


3  Thence,  when  the  glorious  end, 

The  day  of  God,  is  come, 
The  angel-reapers  shall  descend, 

And  Heaven  cry,  "  Harvest  Home." 

James  Montgomery 
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O      Mas  -  ter,  let    me    walk  with  Thee   In      low  -  ly  paths  of       ser  -  vice  free ; 
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e  the  slow  of  heart  to  move 
e  clear,  winning  word  of  love ; 
ne  the  wayward  feet  to  stay, 
ide  them  in  the  homeward  way. 


3  Teach  me  Thy  patience  ;  still  with  Thee 
In  closer,  dearer  company, 
In  work  that  keeps  faith  sweet  and  strong, 
In  trust  that  triumphs  over  wrong. 


4  In  hope  that  sends  a  shining  ray 
Far  down  the  future's  broadening  way ; 
In  peace  that  only  Thou  canst  give, 
With  Thee,  O  Master,  let  me  live. 

Washington  Gladden 
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>d,  in  whom  we  live  and  move, 
ove  is  law,  Thy  law  is  love  ; 
Dresent  Spirit  waits  to  fill 
>oul  which  comes  to  do  Thy  will. 

Thy  children's  spirits  teach 
love,  beyond  the  powers  of  speech ; 
make  them  know,  with  joyful  awe, 
mcircling  presence  of  Thy  law. 


3  Its  patient  working  doth  fulfil 

Man's  hope,  and  God's  all-perfect  will, 
Nor  suffers  one  true  word  or  thought, 
Or  deed  of  love,  to  come  to  nought. 

4  Such  faith,  O  God !  our  spirits  fill, 
That  we  may  work  in  patience  still : 
Who  works  for  justice,  works  for  Thee 
Who  works  in  love.  Thy  child  shall  be. 
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So  let  our  works  and   vir  -  tues  shine,  To  prove  the  doc-trine     all    di  -  vine.    Amen. 
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2  Thus  shall  we  best  proclaim  abroad 
The  honors  of  our  Saviour  God, 
When  the  salvation  reigns  within, 
And  grace  subdues  the  power  of  sin. 
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3  Religion  bears  our  spirits  up 

While  we  expect  that  blessed  hope,— 
The  bright  appearing  of  the  Lord ; 
And  faith  stands  leaning  on  His  word. 

Isaac  Waits 
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1  Forth  in  Thy  name,  O  Lord,  I  go, 

My  daily  labor  to  pursue, 
Thee,  only  Thee,  resolved  to  know 
In  all  I  speak,  or  think,  or  do. 

2  The  task  Thy  wisdom  hath  assigned, 

O,  let  me  cheerfully  fulfil ; 
In  all  my  works  Thy  presence  find, 
And  prove  Thy  good  and  perfect  will. 


3  Thee  may  I  set  at  my  right  hand, 

Whose  eyes  mine  inmost  substance  sec, 
And  labor  on  at  Thy  command, 
And  offer  all  my  works  to  Thee. 

4  Give  me  to  bear  Thy  easy  yoke, 

And  every  moment  watch  and  pray; 
And  still  to  things  eternal  look, 
And  hasten  to  Thy  glorious  day. 

Charle*  Wtfhf 
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Prayer  and   Aspiration 


1  My  God,  permit  me  not  to  be 

A  stranger  to  myself  and  Thee : 
Amid  a  thousand  thoughts  I  rove, 
Forgetful  of  my  highest  love. 

2  Why  should  my  passions  mix  with  earth, 
And  thus  debase  my  heavenly  birth  ? 
Why  should  I  cleave  to  things  below, 
And  let  my  God,  my  Saviour,  go? 


3  Call  me  away  from  flesh  and  sense; 
One  sovereign  word  can  draw  me  then*1 
I  would  obey  the  voice  divine, 

And  all  inferior  joys  resign. 

4  Be  earth,  with  all  her  scenes,  withdrawn 5 
Let  noise  and  vanity  be  gone : 

In  secret  silence  of  the  mind 
My  Heaven,  and  there  my  God,  I  find- 
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Prayer  and  Aspiration 


L.M. 


O  Thou,  to  whose  all-searching  sight  4  When  rising  floods  my  soul  o'erflow, 

The  darkness  shineth  as  the  light,  When  sinks  my  heart  in  waves  of  woe,  — 

Search,  prove  my  heart ;  it  pants  for  Thee ;      Jesus,  Thy  timely  aid  impart, 
O,  burst  these  bonds,  and  set  it  free.  And  raise  my  head,  and  cheer  my  heart 


^    Wash  out  its  stains,  refine  its  dross  , 
Nail  my  affections  to  the  cross; 
Hallow  each  thought ;  let  all  within 
Be  clean,  as  Thou,  my  Lord,  art  clean. 

3   If  in  this  darksome  wild  I  stray, 

Be  Thou  my  light,  be  Thou  my  way : 

No  foes,  no  violence,  I  fear. 

No  fraud,  while  Thou,  my  God,  art  near. 


5  Saviour,  where'er  Thy  steps  I  see, 
Dauntless,  untired,  I  follow  Thee; 
O,  let  Thy  hand  support  me  still, 
And  lead  me  to  Thy  holy  hill. 

6  If  rough  and  thorny  be  my  way, 
My  strength  proportion  to  my  day ; 
Till  toil  and  grief  and  pain  shall  cease 
Where  all  is  calm,  and  joy,  and  peace. 

Charles  Wesley 
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Ho   -  ly     chant  and    psalm.      Amen 
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2  Light  of  lights!  with  morning,  shine; 
Lift  on  us  thy  Light  Divine, 
And  let  charity  benign 

Breathe  on  us  her  balm. 


3  Light  of  lights !  when  falls  the  even, 
Let  it  sink  on  sin  forgiven : 
Fold  us  in  the  peace  of  Heaven; 
Shed  a  holy  calm. 


4  Life  of  life,  our  Father  be ; 
May  we  live  and  die  to  Thee ; 
Till  with  saints  hereafter  we 
Bear  the  glorious  palm. 

Rorison  and  Hunter 
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Dear      Lord      and  Fa  -  ther        of      man   kind,      For  -  give       our  fever  -  ish    ways 
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2  In  simple  trust  like  theirs  who  heard, 

Beside  the  Syrian  sea, 
The  gracious  calling  of  the  Lord, 
Let  us,  like  them,  without  a  word, 

Rise  up  and  follow  Thee. 

3  O  Sabbath  rest  by  Galilee  ! 

O  calm  of  hills  above  ! 
Where  Jesus  knelt  to  share  with  Thee 
The  silence  of  eternity. 

Interpreted  by  love  ! 


4  With  that  deep  hush  subduing  all 

Our  words  and  works  that  drown 
The  tender  whisper  of  Thy  call, 
As  noiseless  let  Thy  blessing  fall 

As  fell  Thy  manna  down. 

5  Drop  Thy  still  dews  of  quietness, 

Till  all  our  strivings  cease ; 
Take  from  our  souls  the  strain  and 
And  let  our  ordered  lives  confess 

The  beauty  of  Thy  peace. 


6  Breathe  through  the  heats  of  our  desire 

Thy  coolness  and  Thy  balm  : 
Let  sense  be  dumb,  let  flesh  retire  : 
Speak  through  the  earthquake,  wind,  and  fire, 

O  still  small  voice  of  calm  ! 

John  Greenleaf  Whittitr 
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Be      like  the  night-dew's  cool-ing  balm    Up  -  on  earth's  fe-vered  brow.      A  -  men. 
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Calm  me,  my  God,  and  keep  me  calm, 
Soft  resting  on  Thy  breast ; 

Soothe  me  with  holy  hymn  and  psalm, 
And  bid  my  spirit  rest. 

Calm  me,  my  God,  and  keep  me  calm ; 

Let  Thine  outstretched  wing 
Be  like  the  shade  of  Elim's  palm 

Beside  her  desert  spring. 


4  Calm  in  the  hour  of  buoyant  health, 

Calm  in  the  hour  of  pain, 
Calm  in  my  poverty  or  wealth, 
Calm  in  my  loss  or  gain, 

5  Calm  in  the  sufferance  of  wrong, 

Like  Him  who  bore  my  shame, 
Calm  'mid  the  threatening, taunting  throng 
Who  hate  Thy  holy  name. 


6  Calm  as  the  ray  of  sun  or  star 
Which  storms  assail  in  vain, 
Moving  unruffled  through  earth's  war 
The  eternal  calm  to  gain. 

Horatius  Bonar 
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*     Searcher  of  hearts!  from  mine  erase 
All  thoughts  that  should  not  be, 
And  in  its  deep  recesses  trace 
My  gratitude  to  Thee  ! 


2  Hearer  of  prayer!  O,  guide  aright 
Each  word  and  deed  of  mine ; 
Life's  battle  teach  me  how  to  fight, 
And  be  the  victory  Thine. 


3  Father  and  Son  and  Holy  Ghost, 
Thou  glorious  Three  in  One  ! 
Thou  knowest  best  what  I  need  most, 
And  let  Thy  will  be  done. 

George  P.  Morris 


Prayer  and  Aspiration 

292     BBATITUDO    CM. 


John  B.  Dykes 


sgpg 


O    Thou,  from  whom    all    good  -  ness  flows, 


I     lift    my  heart      to  Thee; 
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In     all    my    sor-rows,  con-flicts,  woes,  Good  Lord,  re-mem-ber    me!        A  -  MEN. 
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2  While  on  my  aching,  burdened  heart 

My  sins  lie  heavily, 
My  pardon  speak,  new  peace  impart ; 
Good  Lorci,  remember  me ! 

3  Temptations  sore  obstruct  my  way, 

To  shake  my  faith  in  Thee ; 
O,  let  my  strength  be  as  my  clay : 
Good  Lord,  remember  me  ! 

4  If  on  my  face,  for  Thy  dear  name, 

Shame  and  reproacnes  be, 
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All  hail  reproach,  and  welcome  shame : 
Good  Lord,  remember  me ! 

5  When,  in  the  solemn  hour  of  death, 

I  wait  Thy  just  decree, 
Be  this  the  prayer  of  my  last  breath : 
Good  Lord,  remember  me ! 

6  And  when  before  Thy  throne  I  stand, 

And  lift  my  soul  to  Thee, 
Then,  with  tne  saints  at  Thy  right  hand. 
Good  Lord,  remember  me ! 

Haweis  and  CotteriH 
Lowell  Mason 
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Fa  -  ther,  whate'er        of       earth  -  ly     bliss       Thy  sov  -  'reign  hand     de  -  nies, 


*  ._J_  A 


j 


1 


-&-•-+-   <4 


1 — r 


<&- 


.a. 


-&> 


i§^ 


& 


mi 


Ac-cept-ed      at      Thy     throne  of    grace,     Let   this    pe  -  ti   -  tion    rise:     A-MEN. 
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Prayer  and  Aspiration 


2  Give  me  a  calm,  a  thankful  heart, 
From  every  murmur  free; 
The  blessings  of  Thy  grace  impart, 
And  let  me  live  to  Thee. 


3  Let  the  sweet  hope  that  Thou  art  mine, 
My  path  of  life  attend; 
Thy  presence  through  my  journey  shine, 
And  bless  its  happy  end. 

Anne  Steele 
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1  Lord,  as  to  Thy  dear  cross  we  flee, 

And  plead  to  be  forgiven, 
So  let  Thy  life  our  pattern  be, 
And  form  our  souls  for  Heaven. 

2  Help  us,  through  good  report  and  ill, 

Our  daily  cross  to  bear ; 
Like  Thee,  to  do  our  Father's  will, 
Our  brethren's  griefs  to  share. 

3  Let  grace  our  selfishness  expel, 

Our  earthliness  refine, 
And  kindness  in  our  bosoms  dwell, 
As  free  and  true  as  Thine. 
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4  If  joy  shall  at  Thy  bidding  fly, 

And  griefs  dark  day  come  on, 

We,  in  our  turn,  would  meekly  cry, 

"  Father !  Thy  will  be  done !  " 

5  Should  friends  misjudge,  or  foes  defame, 

Or  brethren  faithless  prove, 
Then,  like  Thine  own,  be  all  our  aim 
To  conquer  them  by  love. 

6  Kept  peaceful  in  the  midst  of  strife, 

Forgiving  and  forgiven, 
O,  may  we  lead  the  pilgrim's  life, 
And  follow  Thee  to  Heaven ! 

John  H.  Gurney 
John  Zundel 
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{  As  the  hart,  with  ea  -  ger  looks,     Pant-eth  for  the  wa-ter  brooks,  (  w,        n     ,  ... 

)  So  my  soul,  a  -  thirst  for  Thee,     Pants  the  liv  -  ing  God  to  see ;     J  w  nen' u,v*  nen»WIin 
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fil  -  ial  fear,   Lord,  shall  I   to  Thee  draw  near  ?  Lord,  shall  I  to  Thee  draw  near  ?  A-MEN. 
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2  Why  art  thou  cast  down,  my  soul  ? 
Cod,  thv  Cod,  shall  make  thee  whole. 
Why  art  thou  disquieted  ? 
Cod  shall  lift  thv  fallen  head. 
And  His  countenance  benign 
Be  the  saving  health  of  thine. 


Prayer  and  Aspiration 
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Rise,  my     soul,  and     stretch  thy  wings,       Thy      bet    -   ter      por   -  tion    trace; 
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Rise    from  tran  -  si    -     to   -   ry       things  Towards  Heaven,  thy      na  •  tive    place: 


i=±=U 


i 


r 


m 


$ 


^ 


jO. 


FTTU 

Ji.      ■  »  ■  1  — -J 


m-iP/o,'!/  0/  1^0,1 


Sun    and    moon  and  stars     de    -    cay;   Time    shall  soon  this     earth    re  -   more: 
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Rise,  my  soul,  and  haste  a  -  way       To      seats    pre  -  pared    a    -      bove.     A  -  MEN. 
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2  Rivers  to  the  ocean  run. 

Nor  stay  in  all  their  course; 
Fire,  ascending,  seeks  the  sun  ; 

Both  speed  them  to  their  source: 
So  my  soul,  derived  from  God, 

Pants  to  view  His  glorious  face, 
Forward  tends  to  His  abode, 

To  rest  in  His  embrace. 


3  Fly  me,  riches!  fly  me,  carest 

Whilst  I  that  coast  explore; 
Flattering  world,  with  all  thy  snares, 

Solicit  me  no  more  I 
Pilgrims  fix  not  here  their  home; 

Strangers  tarry  but  a  night: 
When  the  last  dear  morn  is  come, 

They  '11  rise  to  joyful  light 
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Prayer  and  Aspiration 

4  Cease,  ye  pilgrims,  cease  to  mourn, 
Press  onward  to  the  prize ; 
Soon  our  Saviour  will  return 

Triumphant  in  the  skies ! 
Yet  a  season,  and  you  know 

Happy  entrance  will  be  given, 
All  our  sorrows  left  below, 
And  earth  exchanged  for  Heaven. 

Robert  Seagrave 
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Thou  whose  al-might  •  y  word  Cha  •  os    and  darkness  heard,  And  took  their  flight, 
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Hear  us,  we       humbly  pray,  And  where  the  gospel's  day  Sheds  not    its  glorious    ray, 


Let  there  be      light. 
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2  Thou  who  didst  come  to  bring 
On  Thy  redeeming  wing 

Healing  and  sight. 
Health  to  the  sick  in  mind, 
Sight  to  the  inly  blind, 
O,  now  to  all  mankind 

Let  there  be  light. 


3  Spirit  of  truth  and  love. 
Life-giving.  Holy  Dove, 

Speed  forth  Thy  flight ; 
Move  on  the  waters'  face, 
Bearing  the  lamp  of  grace, 
And  in  earth's  darkest  place 
Let  there  be  light. 


4  Holy  and  blessed  Three ! 
Glorious  Trinity ! 

Wisdom!  Love!  Might! 
Boundless  as  ocean's  tide 
Rolling  in  fullest  pride, 
Through  the  earth,  far  and  wide* 

Lei  there  Y>£  Y\^c\\.. 
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Prayer  and  Aspiration 
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Charles  H.  Morse 
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O,    cease,  my     wand  -  'ring     soul,         On     rest  -  less     wing       to       roam ; 
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All    the  wide  world,   to     eith  -  er    pole,     Has  not    for    thee    a    home.    A  •  MEN. 
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Copyright,  1893,  by  Charles  H.  Morse 

2  Behold  the  Ark  of  God, 
Behold  the  open  door ! 

Hasten  to  gain  that  dear  abode, 
And  rove,  my  soul,  no  more. 


3  There,  safe  thou  shalt  abide, 
There,  sweet  shall  be  thv  rest, 

And  every  longing  satisfied, 
With  full  salvation  blest. 


4  And  when  the  waves  of  ire 

Again  the  earth  shall  fill, 
The  Ark  shall  ride  the  sea  of  fire, 

Then  rest  on  Zion's  hill. 

William  A.  Muhlenberg 


299 


S.  M. 


i  O,  where  shall  rest  be  found,  — 

Rest  for  the  weary  soul  ? 
'T  were  vain  the  ocean-depths  to  sound, 

Or  pierce  to  either  pole. 

2  The  world  can  never  give 
The  bliss  for  which  we  sigh ; 

'T  is  not  the  whole  of  life  to  live, 
Nor  all  of  death  to  die. 


3  Beyond  this  vale  of  tears 
There  is  a  life  above, 

Unmeasured  by  the  flight  of  years, 
And  all  that  life  is  love. 

4  Here  would  we  end  our  quest: 
Alone  are  found  in  Thee 

The  life  of  perfect  love,  the  rest 
Of  immortality. 

James  Montgomery 
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1   My  spirit,  on  Thy  care, 

Blest  Saviour,  I  recline  ; 
Thou  wilt  not  leave  me  to  despair, 
For  Thou  art  love  divine. 


2  In  Thee  I  place  my  trust, 

On  Thee  I  calmly  rest ; 

I  kwov;  Thee  gpod,  I  know  Thee  j 

And  co\rc\XTVv^  Oaavcfc.  tat\*&\» 


Prayer  and  Aspiration 


3  Whatever  events  betide, 
Thy  will  they  all  perform ; 

Safe  in  Thy  breast  my  head  I  hide, 
Nor  fear  the  coming  storm. 


[OI     TINTERN    ABBEY     p.m. 
Unison,  or  Harmony 


4  Let  good  or  ill  befall, 

It  must  be  good  for  me; 
Secure  of  having  Thee  in  all, 

Of  having  all  in  Thee. 

Henry  F.  Lyte 
Ernest  Abbott 
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Lead    us,    Heavenly        Fa  -  ther,  lead  us     O'er  the  world's  tempestuous    sea  ; 
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Guard    us,  guide    us,      keep    us,    feed      us,       For  we    have  no     help  but  Thee ; 
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Yet    pos-sess  -  ing    ev  -  *ry  bless-ing,       If    our  God    our     Fa  -   ther  be.       A  -  men. 


££^g 


^n^^iiy 


^Jr 


y  •fi' 


2  Saviour,  breathe  forgiveness  o'er  us: 
All  our  weakness  Thou  dost  know : 
Thou  didst  tread  this  earth  before  us ; 

Thou  didst  feel  its  keenest  woe ; 
Lone  and  drearr,  faint  and  weary, 
Through  the  desert  Thou  didst  go. 


3  Spirit  of  our  God,  descending, 

Fill  our  hearts  with  heavenly  joy, 

Love  with  every  passion  blewdvcv.^— 
Pleasure  ttasA.  c^rn  tancc  c\os  \ 

Thus  provided,  pardoned,  ^>i\dftd„ 
Nothing  can  out  ^peara.  dsssfcca^ 


Prayer  and  Aspiration 
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John  Zundel 
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O  God,  thou  art    my  God     a  -  lone  ;    Ear  -  ly      to  Thee  my  soul  shall  cry, 
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pil-grim    in        a    land   unknown,   A    thirs  -  ty  land  where  springs  are  dry.      A-MEN. 
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2  Yet,  through  this  rough  and  thorny  maze,  3  Thee,  in  the  watches  of  the  night, 

I  follow  hard  on  Thee,  my  God ;  When  I  remember  on  my  bed, 

Thine  hand  unseen  upholds  my  ways,  Thy  presence  makes  the  darkness  light, 

I  safely  tread  where  Thou  hast  trod.  Thy  guardian  wings  are  round  my  head. 

4  Better  than  life  itself  Thy  love, 
Dearer  than  all  beside  to  me ; 
For  whom  have  I  in  Heaven  above, 
Or  what  on  earth  compared  with  Thee  ? 
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James  Montgomery 


Henry  W.  Baker 


St*** 


ffi^^?#^ 


7 


^P 


O  Son    of  Man,  Thy  -  self  once  crossed  By  ev  -  ery  suffering  here    be  -  low, 
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Who  taught'st  Thy  noble   mar-tyr  host     To  fol-low   in     Thy  path    of  woe,  —  A  -men. 
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Prayer  and  Aspiration 


Be  ours  the  faith  that  sees  Thee  stand 
Beside  the  throne  of  God  on  high, 

To  succor  with  Thy  strong  right  hand 
Thy  soldiers  when  to  Thee  they  cry ; 


3  Be  ours  the  hope,  resigned  and  meek, 
That  trusts  the  spirit  to  Thy  care, 
That  longs  Thy  face  In  Heaven  to  seek, 
And  dwell  with  Thee  in  glory  there  ; 


4  Be  ours  the  love,  divine  and  free, 

Which  asks  forgiveness  for  our  foes, 
Which  draws,  in  life,  its  life  from  Thee, 
And,  dying,  finds  in  Thee  repose. 
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O   Love  di-vine,  how  sweet  Thou  art !     When   shall  I     find   my     will  -  ing  heart 


Henry  Hiles 
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All      ta  -  ken      up       by    Thee? 
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The  greatness  of     re  -  deem-ing  love,  — The  love  of  Christ  to  me. 
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2  Stronger  His  love  than  death  or  hell ; 
Its  riches  are  unsearchable : 

The  first-born  sons  of  light 
Desire  in  vain  its  depths  to  see ; 
They  cannot  reach  the  mystery, 

The  length  and  breadth  and  height. 


3  God  only  knows  the  love  of  God : 
O  that  it  now  were  shed  abroad 

In  this  poor  stony  heart ! 
For  love  I  sigh,  for  love  I  pine ; 
This  only  portion,  Lord,  be  mine, 

Be  mine  this  better  part. 

CharlM  Wetta 
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Prayer  and  Aspiration 


A.  Lowe 
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Light    of  those  whose  drea  -  ry     dwell  -  ing    Bor  •  ders      on       the  shades  of  death, 
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Come,  and  by  Thy  love   re  -  veal  -  ing,    Dis  -si  -  pate  the  clouds  be  -  neath.    A  -  men. 
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2  The  new  Heaven  and  earth's  Creator, 

In  our  deepest  darkness  rise, 
Scattering  all  the  night  of  nature, 
Pouring  day  upon  our  eyes. 

3  Still  we  wait  for  Thine  appearing : 

Life  and  joy  Thy  beams  impart, 
Chasing  all  our  fears,  and  cheering 
Every  poor  benighted  heart. 


4  Save  us,  in  Thy  great  compassion, 

O  Thou  mild,  pacific  Prince ! 

Give  the  knowledge  of  salvation, 

Give  the  pardon  of  our  sins. 

5  By  Thine  all-restoring  merit, 

Every  burdened  soul  release ; 
Every  weary,  wandering  spirit 
Guide  into  Thy  perfect  peace. 

Charles  Wesley 
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SNOWDEN    l.  m. 


Joseph  Barnby 
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O  Thou,  who  hast    at   Thy  com-mand    The  hearts  of       all      men     in  Thy  hand, 
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Our  way -ward,  err -ing  hearts  incline       To   have   no   oth  -  er    will   but  Thine.  A-men. 
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Prayer  and  Aspiration 


2  Our  wishes,  our  desires,  control ;  3  Twice  blest  will  all  our  blessings  be, 

Mould  every  purpose  of  the  soul ;  When  we  can  look  through  them  to  Thee, 

O'er  all  may  we  victorious  be,  When  each  glad  heart  its  tribute  pays 

That  stands  between  ourselves  and  Thee.  Of  love  and  gratitude  and  praise. 

4  And  while  we  to  Thy  glory  live, 
May  we  to  Thee  all  glory  give, 
Until  the  joyful  summons  come, 
That  calls  Thy  willing  servants  home. 


307    SPOHR    CM 


Jane  Cotterill 


I 


r 


P^EpppPP^ 


-12. 


Louis  Spohr 
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As      pants   the      hart    for      cool  -  ing  streams,  When  heat  -  ed        in       the    chase, 
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So  longs  my    soul,     O    God,  for  Thee,   And  Thy       re  -  fresh  -  ing  grace.  A  -  men. 


2  For  Thee,  my  God,  —  the  living  God,  — 

My  thirsty  soul  doth  pine ; 
O,  when  shall  I  behold  Thy  face, 
Thou  Majesty  Divine ! 

3  Why  restless,  why  cast  down,  my  soul  ? 

Trust  God,  who  will  employ 
His  aid  for  thee,  and  change  these  sighs 
To  thankful  hymns  of  joy. 
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i  The  bird  let  loose  in  eastern  skies, 
When  hastening  fondly  home, 
Ne'er  stoops  to  earth  her  wing,  nor  flies 
Where  idle  warblers  roam. 

2  But  high  she  shoots  through  air  and  light, 
Above  all  low  delay, 
Where  nothing  earthly  bounds  her  flight, 
Nor  shadow  dims  her  way. 


4  God  of  my  strength,  how  long  shall  I, 

Like  one  forgotten,  mourn, 

Forlorn,  forsaken,  and  exposed 

To  my  oppressor's  scorn  ? 

5  Why  restless,  why  cast  down,  my  soul  ? 

Hope  still ;  and  Thou  shalt  sing 
The  praise  of  Him  who  is  Thy  God, 
Thy  health's  eternal  spring. 

Tate  and  Brady 


3  So  grant  me.  Lord,  from  every  care 

And  stain  of  passion  free, 
Aloft  through  virtue's  purer  air 
To  hold  my  course  to  Thee. 

4  No  sin  to  cloud,  no  lure  to  stay 

My  soul,  as  home  she  springs; 
Thy  sunshine  on  her  joyful  wa^, 
Thy  freedom  vcv\vsx  wTt^. 


Prayer  and  Aspiration 

309    AURELIA    7,  6,D.  Samuel  S.  Wesley 
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I      need  Thee,  pre    cious    Je    •    sus,        For        I        am     ver  -  y     poor; 
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A      stran  -  ger    and       a       pil         grim,  I       have    no     earth  -  ly     store. 
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I      need    the    love      of       Je 
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To    cheer     me    on      my      way, 
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To    guide  my  doubt-ing  foot   -   steps,    To    be        my  strength  and  stay         A-men. 
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2  I  need  Thee,  precious  Jesus, 

I  need  a  Friend  like  Thee,  — 
A  Friend  to  soothe  and  pity, 

A  Friend  to  care  for  me. 
I  need  the  heart  of  Jesus 

To  feel  each  anxious  care, 
To  tell  my  every  trouble, 

And  all  my  sorrows  share. 


3  I  need  Thee,  precious  Jesus, 

I  need  Thee  day  by  day, 
To  fill  me  with  Thy  fulness, 

To  lead  me  on  my  way. 
I  need  Thy  Holy  Spirit 

To  teach  me  what  I  am, 
To  show  me  more  of  Jesus, 

To  point  me  to  the  Lamb. 
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Prayer  and  Aspiration 


C.  H.  A.  Malan 
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Prince  of  Peace,  con-trol  my  will ;     Bid  this  struggling  heart  be     still ;  Bid  my  fears  and 
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doub tings  cease ;  Hush  my  spir-it    in  -  to  peace,  Hush  my      spir-it        in -to  peace.   Amen. 

Hush  my 
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s  Thou  hast  bought  me  with  Thy  blood, 
Opened  wide  the  gate  to  God  : 
Peace  I  ask ;  but  peace  must  be, 
Lord,  in  being  one  with  Thee. 


I 

3  May  Thy  will,  not  mine,  be  done ; 
May  Thy  will  an(l  mine  be  one ; 
Chase  these  doubtings  from  my  heart; 
Now  Thy  perfect  peace  impart 


4  Saviour,  at  Thy  feet  I  fall ; 
Thou  my  life,  my  God,  my  all ! 
Let  Thy  happy  servant  be 
One  for  evermore  with  Thee  ! 


Mary  S.  B.  Shindler 
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Christ,  of  all  my  hopes  the  ground,  - 
Christ,  the  spring  of  all  my  joy ! 

Still  in  Thee  may  I  be  found, 
Still  for  Thee  my  powers  employ. 

Fountain  of  o'erflowing  grace, 
Freely  from  Thy  fulness  give ; 

"Till  I  close  my  earthly  race, 
May  I  prove  it  Christ  to  live ! 


3  Firmly  trusting  in  Thy  blood, 

Nothing  shall  my  heart  confound; 
Safely  I  shall  pass  the  flood, 
Safely  reach  Emmanuel's  ground. 

4  When  I  touch  the  blessed  shore, 

Back  the  closing  waves  shall  roll ; 
Death's  dark  stream  shall  nevermore 
Part  from  Thee  my  ravished  soul. 


5  Thus,  O,  thus  an  entrance  give 
To  the  land  of  cloudless  sky ; 
Having  known  it  Christ  to  live, 
Let  me  know  it  gain  to  die. 
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in    my  heart  to  reign,  For    I      am  weak,  and  struggle  has  been  vain.       A  -  men. 
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2  The  days  are  gone  when  far  and  wide  my  will 

Drove  me  astray ; 
And  now  I  fain  would  climb  the  arduous  hill. 

That  narrow  way 
Which  leads  through  mist  and  rocks  to  Thine  abode ; 
Toiling  for  man,  and  Thee,  Almighty  God. 

3  Whatever  of  pain  Thy  loving  hand  allot, 

I  gladly  bear ; 
Only,  O  Lord,  let  peace  be  not  forgot. 

Nor  yet  Thy  care, 
Freedom  from  storms  and  wild  desires  within. 
Peace  from  the  fierce  oppression  of  my  sin. 

4  So  may  I,  far  away,  when  evening  falls 

On  life  and  love, 
Arrive  at  last  the  holy,  happy  halls, 

With  Thee  above  ;  — 
Wounded,  yet  healed  ;  sin-laden,  yet  forgiven ; 
And  sure  that  goodness  is  my  only  Heaven. 


Stopfoid  A.  Brooks 
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2  With  forbidden  pleasures 

Should  this  vain  world  charm, 
Or  its  tempting  treasures 

Spread,  to  work  me  harm,  — 
Bring  to  my  remembrance 

Sad  Gethsemane, 
Or,  in  dark  resemblance, 

Cross-crowned  Calvary. 
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3  Should  Thy  mercy  send  me 

Sorrow,  toil,  and  woe, 
Or  should  pain  attend  me 

On  my  path  below,  — 
Grant  that  I  may  never 

Fail  Thy  hand  to  see ; 
Grant  that  I  may  ever 

Cast  my  care  on  Thee. 

4  When  my  last  hour  cometh, 

Fraught  with  strife  and  pain ; 
When  my  dust  returneth 

To  the  dust  again,  — 
On  Thy  truth  relying 

Through  that  mortal  strife, 
Lord,  receive  me,  dying, 

To  eternal  life. 
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Let  Thy  good  -  ness  nev  -  er  fail    us,      Lead  us  in      Thy  per -feet    way.     A-MEK. 
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2  In  the  hour  of  pain  and  anguish, 

In  the  hour  when  death  draws  near, 
Suffer  not  our  hearts  to  languish,  — 

Suffer  not  our  souls  to  fear ; 
And,  when  mortal  life  is  ended, 

Bid  us  in  Thine  arms  to  rest, 
Till,  by  angel-bands  attended, 

We  awake  among  the  blest. 

Thomas  Hastings 
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Teach  me,  Lord,  my  true  condition, 

Bring  me  childlike  to  Thy  knee, 
Stripped  of  every  low  ambition, 

Willing  to  be  led  by  Thee. 
Guide  me  by  Thy  Holy  Spirit, 

Feed  me  from  Thy  blessed  word : 
All  my  wisdom,  all  my  merit, 

Borrowed  from  Thyself,  O  Lord. 
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2  Like  a  little  babe,  confiding. 

Simple,  docile,  let  me  be ; 
Trusting  still  to  Thy  providing, 

Willing  to  be  led  by  Thee. 
Thus  my  all  to  Thee  submitting, 

I  am  Thine,  and  not  my  own ; 
And  when  earthly  hopes  are  flitting, 

Rest  secure  on  God  alone. 

Henry  F.  Lyte 
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Guide  me,      O    Thou  great  Je  -  ho  -  vah,     Pil  -  grim  thro'  this  bar  -  ren  land ; 
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I     am  weak,  but  Thou  art    might  -  y,       Hold    me    with  Thy    powerful     hand : 
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pen  now  the  crystal  fountain. 
Whence  the  healing  streams  do  flow; 
et  the  fiery,  cloudy  pillar 
Lead  me  all  my  journey  through  : 

Strong  Deliverer, 
Be  Thou  still  my  strength  and  shield  ! 


3  When  I  tread  the  verge  of  Jordan, 
Bid  my  anxious  fears  subside ; 
Death  of  deaths  and  hell's  destruction ! 
Land  me  safe  on  Canaan's  side : 

Songs  of  praises 
I  will  ever  give  to  Thee. 
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How    high  Thou   art !    Our 
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2  How  pure  Thou  art!  Our  hands  are  dyed  4  How  kind  Thou  art!   Thou  didst  not  choose 

With  curses  red  with  murder's  hue;  To  joy  in  Him  forever  so; 

But  He  hath  stretched  His  hands  to  hide  But  that  embrace  Thou  wouldst  not  lose 

The  sins,  that  pierced  them,  from  Thy  view.  For  vengeance,  didst  for  love  forego ! 


3  How  strong  Thou  art !     We  tremble  lest 
The  thunders  of  Thine  arm  be  moved ; 

But  He  is  lying  on  Thy  breast, 
And  Thou  must  clasp  Thy  Best-beloved  ! 
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5  High  God,  and  pure,  and  strong,  and  kind   J 
The  low,  the  foul,  the  feeble,  spare ! 
The  brightness  in  His  face  we  find,  — 
Behold  our  darkness  onlv  there  ! 

Elizabeth  Barrett  Browning 

Charles  H.  Morse 
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But  still  the  Son's  ex  -  pir  -  ing  groan  Is    vo  -  cal     in      the   Fa  -  ther's  ear.      A -men. 
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i  O  Source  Divine,  and  Life  of  all, 

The  Fount  of  being's  wondrous  sea ! 
Thy  depth  would  every  heart  appall, 
That  saw  not  Love  supreme  in  Thee. 


2  We  shrink  before  Thy  vast  abyss, 

Where  worlds  on  worlds  eternal  brood ; 
We  know  Thee  truly  but  in  this, 
That  Thou  bestowest  all  our  good. 
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In   Doubt  and  Sorrow 
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i  The  past  is  dark  with  sin  and  shame, 
The  future  dim  with  doubt  and  fear ; 
But,  Father,  yet  we  praise  Thy  name, 
Whose  guardian  love  is  always  near. 

2  For  man  has  striven  ages  long 

With  faltering  steps  to  come  to  Thee, 
And  in  each  purpose  high  and  strong 
The  influence  of  Thy  grace  could  see. 


3  He  could  not  breathe  an  earnest  prayer, 

But  Thou  wast  kinder  than  he  dreamed, 
As  age  by  age  brought  hopes  more  fair, 
And  nearer  still  Thy  kingdom  seemed. 

4  But  never  rose  within  his  breast 

A  trust  so  calm  and  deep  as  now ; 
Shall  not  the  weary  find  a  rest  ? 
Father,  Preserver,  answer  Thou. 


5  'T  is  dark  around,  't  is  dark  above, 

But  through  the  shadow  streams  the  sun; 
We  cannot  doubt  Thy  certain  love : 
And  man's  true  aim  shall  yet  be  won. 

Thomas  Went  worth  Higginson 
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1  No  human  eves  Thv  face  mav  see,               4  Vet  Thou  wilt  turn  them  not  aside 

No  human  thought  Thy  form  may  know;  Who  cannot  solve  Thv  life  divine, 

But  all  creation  dwells  in  Thee,  But  would  give  up  all  reason's  pride 

And  Thy  great  life  through  all  doth  flow.  To  know  their  hearts  approved  by  Thine. 

2  And  yet,  O  strange  and  wondrous  thought !  5  And  Thine  unceasing  love  gave  birth 

Thou  art  a  God  who  nearest  prayer ;  To  our  dear  Lord,  Thy  holy  Son, 

And  every  heart  with  sorrow  fraught.  Who  left  a  perfect  proof  on  earth 

To  seek  Thy  present  aid  may  dare.  That  duty,  love,  and  trust  are  one. 


3  And  though  most  weak  our  efforts  seem, 
Into  one  creed  these  thoughts  to  bind, 
And  vain  the  intellectual  dream 

To  see  and  know  the  Eternal  Mind : 


6  So,  though  we  faint  on  life's  dark  hill, 

And  thought  grow  weak,  and  knowledge 
Yet  faith  shall  teach  us  courage  still,     [flee* 
And  love  shall  guide  us  on  to  Thee. 
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Thou  hid  -  den  Source  of    calm     re  -  pose,  Thou  all    suf  -  fi    -  cient  Love     di  -  vine, 
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My  help  and    ref  •   uge     from    my    foes,     Se  -  cure    I      am     while  Thou  art  mine : 
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And  lo!  from  sin  and  grief  and  shame,  I  hide  me,  Je  -  sus,    in     Thy  name.  A  -  men. 
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2  Thy  mighty  name  salvation  is. 

And  keeps  my  happy  soul  above ; 
Comfort  it  brings,  and  power  and  peace 

And  joy  and  everlasting  love : 
To  me,  with  Thy  great  name,  are  given 
Pardon  and  holiness  and  Heaven. 

3  Jesus,  my  all  in  all  Thou  art,  — 

My  rest  in  toil,  my  ease  in  pain : 
The  medicine  of  my  broken  heart ; 

In  war,  my  peace ;  in  loss,  my  gain ; 
My  smile  beneath  the  tyrant's  frown ; 
In  shame,  mv  glorv  and  mv  crown ; 

4  In  want,  my  plentiful  supply ; 

In  weakness,  my  almighty  power; 
In  bonds,  my  perfect  liberty ; 

My  light,  in  Satan's  darkest  hour; 
In  grief,  my  joy  unspeakable  ; 
My  life  in  death  ;  my  all  in  all. 

Charles  Wesley 
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O        Thou  who  driest  the    mourn  -  er's     tear,       How     dark   this  world  would  be, 
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If,  when   de  -  ceived  and  wounded  here.  We  could  not      fly 
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^  nt  Thou  wilt  heal  the  broken  heart,        4  O,  who  would  bear  life's  stormy  doom, 
Which,  like  the  plants  that  throw  Did  not  Thy  wing  of  love 

^lieir  fragrance  from  the  wounded  part,      Come,  brightly  wafting  through  the  gloom, 
Breathes  sweetness  out  of  woe.  Our  peace-branch  from  above  ? 


VHien  joy  no  longer  soothes  or  cheers, 
And  e'en  the  hope  that  threw 

^     moment's  sparkle  o'er  our  tears 
Is  dimmed  and  vanished  too, — 


5  Then  sorrow,  touched  by  Thee,  grows  bright, 
With  more  than  rapture's  ray, 
As  darkness  shows  us  worlds  of  light 
We  never  saw  by  day. 

Thomas  Moore 


3     C.  M. 

Dear  Refuge  of  my  weary  soul, 
On  Thee,  when  sorrows  rise,  — 

On  Thee,  when  waves  of  trouble  roll,  — 
My  fainting  hope  relies. 

To  Thee  I  tell  each  rising  grief, 
For  Thou  alone  canst  heal ; 

"Thy  word  can  bring  a  sweet  relief 
For  every  pain  I  feel. 


3  But,  O,  when  gloomy  doubts  prevail, 

I  fear  to  call  Thee  mine ; 
The  springs  of  comfort  seem  to  fail, 
And  all  my  hopes  decline. 

4  Yet,  gracious  God,  where  shall  I  flee  ? 

Thou  art  my  only  trust ; 
And  still  my  soul  would  cleave  to  Thee, 
Though  prostrate  in  the  dust. 


5  Thy  mercy-seat  is  open  still : 
Here  let  my  soul  retreat, 
With  humble  hope  attend  Thy  will. 
And  wait  beneath  Thy  feet. 

Anne  Steele 
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O  Lamb    of  God,  that  tak'st  a   -   way     Our     sin,  and  bidd'st  our    sor  •  row  cease, 
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Turn  Thou,  O,     turn    this    night    to      day,    Grant    us       Thy   peace!       A -men. 
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2  The  troubled  world  hath  war  without ;     .  4  Probe  deep  the  wound  if  so  Thou  wilt, 
The  restless,  wayward  heart  within  If  pain  must  wake  us.     Purge  our  dross ; 
Hath  fear  and  weariness  and  doubt,  Help  us  to  lay  our  load  of  guilt 

And  death  and  sin.  Beneath  Thy  cross, 

3  And  there  are  needs  that  none  can  know,  5  That  we,  amid  the  toil  and  strife, 
And  tears  no  eyes  but  Thine  can  see ;  And  storms  that  never  end  below, 
Hopes  nought  can  satisfy  below :  Through  all  the  chance  and  change  of  life, 

We  look  to  Thee.  Thy  peace  may  know. 

Alessie  Faassett 
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Be    still,  my  heart  I  these  anx  -  ious  cares      To  thee   are  bur-dens,  thorns, and  snares; 
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They  cast  dis  -  hon  -  or      on     thy  Lord,     And  con-tra-dict     His  gra-cious  word.   A-men. 
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In  Doubt  and  Sorrow 


2  Brought  safely  by  His  hand  thus  far, 
Why  wilt  thou  now  give  place  to  fear  ? 
How  canst  thou  want,  if  He  provide, 
Or  lose  thy  way,  with  such  a  guide  ? 

3  When  first  before  His  mercy-seat 
Thou  didst  to  Him  thy  all  commit, 
He  gave  thee  warrant  from  that  hour 
To  trust  His  wisdom,  love,  and  power. 
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I  We  have  no  tears  Thou  wilt  not  dry ; 
We  have  no  wounds  Thou  wilt  not  heal ; 
No  sorrows  pierce  our  human  hearts 
That  Thou,  dear  Saviour,  dost  not  feel 


4  Did  ever  trouble  yet  befall, 
And  He  refuse  to  hear  thy  call? 
And  has  He  not  His  promise  passed, 
That  thou  shalt  overcome  at  last  ? 

5  Though  rough  and  thorny  be  the  road, 
It  leads  thee  home,  apace,  to  God ; 
Then  count  thy  present  trials  small, 
For  Heaven  will  make  amends  for  all. 

John  Newton 


2  Thy  pity  like  the  dew  distils, 
And  Thy  compassion,  like  the  light, 
Our  every  morning  over-fills, 
And  crowns  with  stars  our  every  night. 

Harriet  MacE.  Kimball 
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W.  A.  Mozart 
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The  God  who  loves  our  race  has  shown       A  blessing  for      the  eyes  that  weep 
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2  The  light  of  smiles  shall  fill  again 

The  lids  that  overflow  with  tears; 
And  weary  hours  of  woe  and  pain 
Are  promises  of  happier  years. 

3  O,  there  are  days  of  sunny  rest 

For  every  dark  and  troubled  night ; 

And  grief  may  bide  an  evening  guest, 

But  joy  shall  come  with  early  light. 


4  Nor  let  the  good  man's  trust  depart. 

Though  life  its  common  gifts  deny, 
Though  with  a  pierced  and  broken  heart, 
And  spurned  of  men,  he  goes  to  die ; 

5  For  God  has  marked  each  sorrowing  day, 

And  numbered  every  secret  tear, 
And  Heaven's  long  age  of  bliss  shall  pay 
For  all  His  children  suffer  here. 
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When  our    heads  are  bowed    with  woe,    When  our     bit    -  ter    tears     o'er  -  flow, 
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When  we  mourn  the       lost,  the  dear,     Je    -  sus,    Son  of       Ma 
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2  Thou  our  throbbing  flesh  hast  worn, 
Thou  our  mortal  griefs  hast  borne, 
Thou  hast  shed  the  human  tear : 
Jesus,  Son  of  Mary,  hear ! 

3  When  the  solemn  death-bell  tolls 
For  our  own  departed  souls ; 
When  our  final  doom  is  near, 
Jesus,  Son  of  Mary,  hear ! 


iff 


17,  hear!    Amen. 
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4  Thou  hast  bowed  the  dving  head ; 
Thou  the  blood  of  life  nast  shed ; 
Thou  hast  filled  a  mortal  bier : 
Jesus,  Son  of  Mary,  hear! 

5  When  the  heart  is  sad  within 
With  the  thought  of  all  its  sin  ; 
When  the  spint  shrinks  with  fear, 
Jesus,  Son  of  Mary,  hear! 
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6  Thou  the  shame,  the  grief  hast  known, 
Though  the  sins  were  not  Thine  own ; 
Thou  hast  deigned  their  load  to  bear: 
Jesus,  Son  of  Mary,  hear! 

Dean  Milman 
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God     of       mer  -  cy,  throned  on      high.    Lis  -  ten    from  Thy     lof  -  ty       seat ; 

-J-    J  .j      1      ,    ,      .    J   J   J      1 


Wife 


-JF--I—  i-r 


rV-j— H 


t 


1 


M 


Hear,  O,    hear  our     low  -  ly      cry!  Guide,  O,  guide  our  wandering      feet!  Amen. 


f 


1 


rTr  r  f 


a: 


t 


Doubts  and   Difficulties 


2  When  perplexed  in  danger's  snare, 
Thou  alone  our  guide  canst  be ; 
When  oppressed  with  deepest  care, 
Whom  have  we  to  trust  but  Thee  ? 
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3  Saviour,  give  us  faith,  and  pour 
Hope  and  love  on  every  soul : 
Hope,  till  time  shall  be  no  more ; 
Love,  while  endless  ages  roll. 

Henry  Neele 


Lead,  kindly  Light,  amid  th'encircling  gloom,        Lead  Thou  me        on !        The  night  is 
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dark,  and  I   am  far  from  home  :    Lead  Thou  me   on!     Keep  Thou  my       feet;   I     do  not 
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The  dis  -    tant  scene :  one  step  e  -nough  for  me.  Amen. 
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2  I  was  not  ever  thus,  nor  prayed  that  Thou 

Shouldst  lead  me  on ; 
I  loved  to  choose  and  see  my  path ;  but  now 

Lead  Thou  me  on  ! 
I  loved  the  garish  day ;  and,  spite  of  fears, 
Pride  ruled  my  will :  remember  not  past  years ! 

3  So  long  Thy  power  hath  blest  me,  sure  it  still 

Will  lead  me  on, 
O'er  moor  and  fen,  o'er  crag  and  torrent,  till 

The  night  is  gone ; 
And  with  the  morn  those  angel  faces  smile 
Which  I  have  loved  long  since,  and  lost  awhile ! 


Cardinal  N«wtkk& 
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When    thro'  the       torn  sail      the  wild  tem-pest    is  streaming,    When  o'er  the  dark 
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cher-ish,        We  fly       to  our  Mak  -  er :        Help,  Lord,  or    we    per  -  ish  ! 
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2  O  Jesus,  once  tossed  on  the  breast  of  the  billow, 
Aroused  by  the  shriek  of  despair  from  Thy  pillow, 
Now,  seated  in  glory,  the  mariner  cherish, 

Who  cries  in  his  anguish,  Help,  Lord,  or  we  perish ! 

3  And,  O,  when  the  whirlwind  of  passion  is  raging, 
When  sin  in  our  hearts  its  wild  warfare  is  waging, 
Arise  in  Thy  strength,  Thy  redeemed  to  cherish ; 
Rebuke  the  destroyer :    Help,  Lord,  or  we  perish ! 
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O,      grant      us       light,       that     we 
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2  O,  grant  us  light,  that  we  may  see 
Where  error  lurks  in  human  lore, 
And  turn  our  doubting  minds  to  Thee, 
And  love  Thy  simple  word  the  more. 

3  O,  grant  us  light,  that  we  may  learn 
How  dead  is  life  from  Thee  apart, 
How  sure  is  joy  for  all  who  turn 
To  Thee  an  undivided  heart. 


4  O,  grant  us  light,  in  grief  and  pain, 
To  lift  our  burdened  hearts  above, 
And  count  the  very  cross  a  gain, 
And  bless  our  Father's  hidden  love. 

5  O,  grant  us  light,  when,  soon  or  late, 
All  earthly  scenes  shall  pass  away, 
In  Thee  to  find  the  open  gate 

To  deathless  home  and  endless  day. 

Lawrence  Tuttiett 
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*  Jesus,  and  shall  it  ever  be,  4  Ashamed  of  Jesus,  that  dear  Friend 

A  mortal  man  ashamed  of  Thee  ?  On  whom  my  hopes  of  Heaven  depend ! 

Ashamed  of  Thee,  whom  angels  praise,  No,  when  I  blush,  be  this  my  shame, 

Whose  glories  shine  through  endless  days?      That  I  no  more  revere  His  name. 


3  Ashamed  of  Jesus  !  sooner  far 
Let  evening  blush  to  own  a  star : 
He  sheds  the  beams  of  light  divine 
O'er  this  benighted  soul  of  mine. 

5  Ashamed  of  Jesus  !  just  as  soon 
Let  midnight  be  ashamed  of  noon  : 
T  is  midnight  with  my  soul  till  He, 
Bright  Morning  Star,  bids  darkness  flee. 


5  Ashamed  of  Jesus  !  yes,  I  may. 
When  I  Ve  no  guilt  to  wash  away, 
No  tear  to  wipe,  no  good  to  crave, 
No  fear  to  quell,  no  soul  to  save. 

6  Till  then,  nor  is  my  boasting  vain, 
Till  then  I  boast  a  Saviour  slain; 
And  O,  may  this  my  glory  be, 
That  Christ  is  not  ashamed  of  me. 
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Thou  knowest,  Lord,  the  wea-ri-ness  and  sor  -  row    Of  the    sad  heart  that  comes  to  Thee  for  rest ; 
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Cares    of  to-day,     and  bur-dens  for  to  -  mor-row,    Blessings  implored,  and  sins  to  be  confessed : 
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We    come  be  -  fore   Thee       at    Thy    gra-cious  word,        And    lay    them    at    Thy  feet :  Thou 

*     *   *     J     *       J      :    ♦_  ♦.   -J-        J     A      J   J     J     J 


?j±± 


I 


r~r  t  t 


ili 


^ 


fS 


r 


HIP 


-f5^ 


know    est.     Lord.         A  •  men. 


m 


-&- 


■b-p 


F=f 


a- 


lis 


2  Thou  knowest  all  the  past :  how  long  and  blindly 
On  the  dark  mountains  the  lost  wanderer  strayed 
How  the  good  Shepherd  followed,  and  how  kindly 

He  bore  it  home,  upon  His  shoulders  laid, 
And  healed  the  bleeding  wounds,  and  soothed  the 
And  brought  back  life  and  hope  and  strength  again 
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3  Thou  knowest  all  the  present :  each  temptation, 

Each  toilsome  duty,  each  foreboding  fear; 
All  to  each  one  assigned  of  tribulation, 

Or  to  beloved  ones  than  self  more  dear ; 
All  pensive  memories,  as  we  journey  on, 
Longings  for  vanished  smiles  and  voices  gone. 

4  Thou  knowest  all  the  future :  gleams  of  gladness 

By  stormy  clouds  too  quickly  overcast ; 
Hours  of  sweet  fellowship  and  parting  sadness, 

And  the  dark  river  to  be  crossed  at  last 
O,  what  could  hope  and  confidence  afford 
To  tread  that  path,  but  this,  Thou  knowest,  Lord ! 
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5  Therefore  we  come,  Thy  gentle  call  obeying, 
And  lay  our  sins  and  sorrows  at  Thy  feet, 

On  everlasting  strength  our  weakness  staying, 
Clothed  in  Thy  robe  of  righteousness  complete  ; 

Then,  rising  and  refreshed,  we  leave  Thy  throne,  . 

And  follow  on,  to  know  as  we  are  known. 

Jane  Borthwlck 
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Oft    when  the  waves  of     pas  -  sion  rise,     And  storms  of    life    con-ceal  the  skies, 
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And    o'er    the       o  •   cean  sweep,    Tossed  in       the    long  tern  -  pes  -  tuous  night, 
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We      feel    no    ray    of  heaven-ly    light      To  cheer  the  lone  -  ly        deep. 
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2  But  lo  !  in  our  extremitv, 

The  Saviour  walking  on  the  sea,  — 

E'en  now  He  passes  by. 
He  silences  our  clamorous  fear, 
And  mildly  says,  "  Be  of  good  cheer, 
Be  not  afraid ;  *t  is  I  ! " 

Ah,  Lord !  if  it  be  Thou  indeed, 
So  near  us  in  our  time  of  need, 

So  good,  so  strong  to  save,  — 
Speak  the  kind  word  of  power  to  me, 
Bid  me  believe,  and  come  to  Thee, 

Swift-walking  on  the  wave. 


4  He  bids  me  come !  His  voice  I  know, 
And  boldly  on  the  waters  go, 

And  brave  the  tempest's  shock ; 
O'er  rude  temptations  now  I  bound ; 
The  billows  yield  a  solid  ground, 

The  wave  is  firm  as  rock ! 

5  Come  in,  come  in.  Thou  Prince  of  Peace, 
And  all  the  storms  of  sin  shall  cease, 

And  fall,  no  more  to  rise  ! 
O,  if  Thy  Spirit  still  remain, 
Our  rest  on  distant  shores  we  gain, 
Our  haven  in  the  skies ! 
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Sweet   was     the      time  when   first      I       felt      The     Sa  -  viour's  pard  - 'ning     blood, 
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Ap-plied  to    cleanse  my    soul  from  guilt,  And  bring  me  home    to    God.     A     men. 
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2  Soon  as  the  morn  the  light  revealed, 

His  praises  tuned  my  tongue  : 
And,  when  the  evening  shade  prevailed, 
His  love  was  all  my  song. 

3  In  prayer,  my  soul  drew  near  the  Lord, 

And  saw  His  glory  shine  : 
And  when  I  read  His  holy  word, 
I  called  each  promise  mine. 


4  Now  when  the  evening  shade  prevails, 

My  soul  in  darkness  mourns; 
And  when  the  morn  the  light  reveals. 
No  light  to  me  returns. 

5  Rise,  Saviour,  help  me  to  prevail, 

And  make  my  soul  Thy  care; 
I  know  Thy  mercy  cannot  fail,  — 
Let  me  that  mercy  share. 

John  Newton 
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1  O  God,  whose  thoughts  are  brightest  light, 

Whose  love  runs  always  clear, 
To  whose  kind  wisdom  sinning  souls 
Amidst  their  sins  are  dear,  — 

2  Sweeten  my  bitter-thoughted  heart 

With  charitv  like  Thine, 
Till  self  shall  be  the  only  spot 
On  earth  which  does  not  shine. 


3  Hard-heartedness  dwells  not  with  sot*^* 

Round  whom  Thine  arms  are  draw  ^ 

And  dark  thoughts  fade  away  in  gi 

Like  cloud-spots  in  the  dawn. 


4  For  they  have  caught  the  way  of 
To  whom  self  lies  displayed 
In  such  clear  vision  as  to  cast 
O'er  others*  faults  a  shade. 


5  All  bitterness  is  from  ourselves, 
All  sweetness  is  from  Thee  ; 
O  God,  for  evermore  be  Thou 
Fountain  and  fire  in  me ! 

Frederick  W.  Fabtr 
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fail       to      take       My       par  -  don,    full     and     free. 
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I      sought  to       put     my       sins      a  -    way,       I        strove  to       do     Thy       will , 
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And      yet,  when-e'er       I       tried   to    pray,    My    heart  was  doubting    still.       A  -  men. 
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2  I  thought  that  Thou  with  jealous  eyes 

Wast  watching  me  alway, 
My  deeds  to  mark,  my  steps  to  spy, 

Whene'er  I  went  astray ; 
I  hoped  that  when,  by  days  and  years 

Of  service  and  of  prayer, 
I  had  besought  Thy  grace  with  tears, 

Thy  mercy  I  might  share. 


3  Forgive,  O  Father,  this  my  sin, 

This  jealous,  doubting  heart ; 
For  when  men  seek  Thy  love  to  win, 

And  choose  the  better  part, 
I  know  that,  swifter  than  the  light 

Leaps  earthward  from  the  sun, 
Thy  pardoning  love,  Thy  rescuing  might, 

Speed  down  to  every  one. 
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Onward,  Christian    sol      diers,   Marching     as   to    war,     With  the  cross  of     Je   •  sus 
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Go-ing    on      be  -  fore.     Christ,  the      roy   -  al    Mas  -  ter,       Leads  against  the     foe; 
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With      the  cross  of    Je  -  sus 
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With     the  cross  of    Je  -  sus 


2  At  the  sign  of  triumph 
Satan's  host  doth  flee  ; 
On,  then,  Christian  soldiers, 

On  to  victory  ! 
Hell's  foundations  quiver 
At  the  shout  of  praise  ; 
Brothers,  lift  vour  voices, 
Loud  your  anthems  raise. 
Onward,  etc. 


3  Like  a  mighty  army 

Moves  the  Church  of  God ; 
Brothers,  we  are  treading 

Where  the  saints  have  trod. 
We  are  not  divided, 

All  one  body  we,  — 
One  in  hope  and  doctrine, 
One  in  charity. 

Onward,  etc 


Warfare 


4  Crowns  and  thrones  may  perish. 
Kingdoms  rise  and  wane : 
But  the  Church  of  Jesus 
Constant  will  remain. 
Gates  of  hell  can  never 

'Gainst  that  Church  prevail ; 
We  have  Christ's  own  promise, 
And  that  cannot  faiL 
Onward,  etc. 


5  Onward,  then,  ye  people. 
Join  our  happy  throng. 
Blend  with  ours  tout  voices 

In  the  triumph-song ; 
Glory,  laud,  and  honor 

Unto  Christ  the  King,  — 
This  through  countless  ages 
Men  and  angels  sing. 
Onward,  etc. 
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Be      not    dis  -  mayed,  thou    lit  -   tie  flock.     Although  the  foe's  fierce  hat-tie    shock 
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Their    tri-umph  can  -  not    long    en-dure:     Let    not   thy   cour-age   fail     thee.       A-men. 
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2  Thy  cause  is  God's  :  go  at  His  call, 
And  to  His  hand  commit  Thy  all ; 

Fear  thou  no  ill  impending  . 
His  Gideon  shall  arise  for  thee, 
God's  Word  and  people  manfully, 

In  God's  own  time,  defending. 
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3  Our  hope  is  sure  in  Jesus'  might ; 
Against  themselves  the  godless  fight, 

Themselves,  not  us,  distressing ; 
Shame  and  contempt  their  lot  shall  be : 
God  is  with  us,  with  Him  are  we, 

To  us  belongs  His  blessing. 
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Stand  up!  stand  up  for      Je    -    sus!    Ye      sol-diersof    the      cross;  Lift    high  His 
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2  Stand  up!  stand  up  for  Jesus! 

The  trumpet  call  obey : 
Forth  to  the  mighty  conflict, 

In  this  His  glorious  day. 
•*  Ye  that  are  men,  now  serve  Him  " 

Against  unnumbered  foes ; 
Let  courage  rise  with  danger, 

And  strength  to  strength  oppose. 


3  Stand  up  !  stand  up  for  Jesus ? 

Stand  in  His  strength  alone 
The  arm  of  flesh  will  fail  you, 

Ye  dare  not  trust  vour  own. 
Put  on  the  gospel  armor, 

Each  piece  put  on  with  prayer ; 
Where  duty  calls,  or  danger, 

Be  never  wanting  there. 

4  Stand  up  \  stand  up  for  Jesus ! 

The  strife  will  not  be  long ; 
This  day  the  noise  of  battle, 

The  next,  the  victor's  song. 
To  him  that  overcometh, 

A  crown  of  life  shall  be ; 
He  with  the  King  of  Glory 

Shall  reign  eternally  ! 
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A   safe  stronghold  our  God  is    still,   A    trust  -  y  shield  and  weap  -  on ;  He  Ml  help  us 
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Hath  risen  with  purpose   fell;  Strong  mail  of  craft  and  power      He   weareth    in   this  hour: 
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On  earth  is  not  his   fel  -    low.  A-MEN. 


2    With  force  of  arms  we  nothing  can, 
Full  soon  were  we  down-ridden ; 
But  for  us  fights  the  proper  Man, 
Whom  God  Himself  hath  bidden. 
Ask  ye,  who  is  this  same  ? 
Christ  Jesus  is  His  name, 
The  Lord  Sabaoth's  Son ; 
He,  and  no  other  one, 
Shall  conquer  in  the  battle. 


3  And  were  this  world  all  devils  o'er, 

And  watching  to  devour  us, 
We  lay  it  not  to  heart  so  sore ; 
Not  they  can  overpower  us. 
And  let  the  prince  of  ill 
Look  grim  as  e'er  he  will, 
He  harms  us  not  a  whit; 
For  why  ?  his  doom  is  writ ; 
A  word  shall  quickly  slay  him. 

4  God's  word,  for  all  their  craft  and  force, 

One  moment  shall  not  linger, 
But,  spite  of  hell,  shall  have  its  course ; 
'T  is  written  by  His  finger. 

And,  though  they  take  our  life, 
Goods,  honor,  children,  wife, 
Yet  is  their  profit  small ; 
These  things  shall  vanish  all, 
The  city  of  God  remaineth. 
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Up -lift      the   ban-nerl    Let       it    float     Skyward    and  seaward,  high  and  wide; 
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The  sun  shall  light  its   shin  -  ing  folds,  The  cross  on  which  the  Sav-iour  died.     A-men. 


)BsM£g^B£^4±±fctnm 


2  Uplift  the  banner  !     Angels  bend 
In  anxious  silence  o'er  the  sign. 
And  vainly  seek  to  comprehend 
The  wonder  of  the  love  divine. 
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4  Uplift  the  banner  !     Let  it  float 

Skyward  and  seaward,  high  and  wide: 
Our  glory  only  in  the  cross, 
Our  only  hope  the  Crucified. 


3  Uplift  the  banner  !     Heathen  lands  5  Uplift  the  banner!     Wide  and  high, 

Shall  see  from  far  the  glorious  sight,  Seaward  and  skyward,  let  it  shine : 

And  nations,  gathering  at  the  call,  Nor  skill,  nor  might,  nor  merit  ours ; 

Their  spirits  kindle  in  its  light.  We  conquer  only  in  that  sign. 

George  Washington  Doai*^ 
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2  O,  watch  and  fight  and  pray  ! 

The  battle  ne'er  give  o'er ; 
Renew  it  boldly  every  day, 

And  help  divine  implore. 


3  Ne'er  think  the  victory  won, 
Nor  once  at  ease  sit  down ; 

Thy  arduous  work  will  not  be  done 
Till  thou  obtain  thy  crown. 


4  Fight  on,  my  soul,  till  death 
Shall  bring  thee  to  thy  God ! 

He  '11  take  thee,  at  thy  parting  breath, 
Up  to  His  blest  abode. 

George  Heath 


$45     LEIGHTON     s.  M. 


rrt 


H.  \V.  Greatorex 


^-^= 


mm 


A 


1      1.        *      N      !*> 

y»y  4     -Hzl— u    f -U- 


^ 


J. 


r 


Sol  -  diers        of  Christ,  a   -  rise,        And    put      your      ar  -  mor      on,        Strong 
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in     the  strength  which  God  supplies  Through  His      e  -  ter   -  nal   Son.        A  -  men. 
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2  Strong  in  the  Lord  of  hosts. 

And  in  His  mighty  power. 
Who  in  the  strength  of  Jesus  trusts. 

Is  more  than  conqueror. 

3  Stand,  then,  in  His  great  might. 
With  all  His  strength  endued, 

-And  take,  to  arm  you  for  the  fight. 
The  panoply  of  God,  — 


4  That,  having  all  things  done, 
And  all  your  conflicts  past, 

You  may  o'ercome  through  Christ  alone, 
And  stand  entire  at  last. 

5  From  strength  to  strength  go  on  •, 
Wrestle  and  fight  and  pray  ; 

Tread  all  the  powers  of  darkness  down, 
And  win  the  well-fought  day. 


6  Still  let  the  Spirit  cry. 

In  all  His  soldiers,  Come  ! 
Till  Christ  the  Lord  descends  from  high, 

And  takes  the  conquerors  home. 

Charles  Ww\q 
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For -ward!   be      our    watch  •  word,      Steps    and    voi  -  ces        joined;  Seek   the 
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2  Forward,  flock  of  Jesus, 

Salt  of  all  the  earth, 
Till  each  yearning  purpose 

Spring  to  glorious  birth. 
Sick,  they  ask  for  healing, 

Blind,  they  grope  for  day : 
Pour  upon  the  nations 

Wisdom's  loving  ray. 
Forward,  out  of  error, 

Leave  behind  the  night ; 
Forward,  through  the  darkness, 

Forward,  into  Light ! 

3  Glories  upon  glories 

Hath  our  God  prepared, 
By  the  souls  that  love  Him, 

One  day  to  be  shared ; 
Eye  hath  not  beheld  them, 

Ear  hath  never  heard, 
Nor  of  these  have  uttered 

Thought  or  speech  a  word. 
Forward,  marching  eastward 

Where  the  heaven  is  bright, 
Till  the  veil  be  lifted, 

Till  our  faith  be  sight ! 
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4  Far  o'er  yon  horizon 

Rise  the  city  towers, 
Where  our  God  abideth : 

That  fair  home  is  ours. 
Flash  the  streets  with  jasper, 

Shine  the  gates  with  gold; 
Flows  the  gladdening  river, 

Shedding  joys  untold. 
Thither,  onward  thither, 

In  Jehovah's  might ; 
Pilgrims  to  your  country, 

Forward  into  Light ! 

5  To  the  Father's  glory 

Loudest  anthems  raise ; 
To  the  Son  and  Spirit 

Echo  songs  of  praise ; 
To  the  Lord  Jehovah, 

Blessed  Three  in  One, 
Be  by  men  and  angels 

Endless  honor  done. 
Weak  are  earthly  praises, 

Dull  the  songs  of  night ; 
Forward  into  triumph, 

Forward  into  Light ! 

Dean  Alford 
An*,  by  John  P.  Wilkes 
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Fight  the  fight,  main  -  tain   the  strife,  Strengthened  with  the   bread  of     life. 
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Onward.  Christian,  onward  go  ! 
Join  the  war,  and  face  the  foe : 
Will  you  flee  in  danger's  hour  ? 
Know  you  not  your  Captain's  power? 

Let  your  drooping  hearts  be  glad ; 
March,  in  heavenly  armor  clad  ; 
Fight,  nor  think  the  battle  long ; 
Victory  soon  shall  tune  your  song. 


4  Let  not  sorrow  dim  your  eye ; 
Soon  shall  every  tear  be  dry : 

Let  not  fears  your  course  impede ; 
Great  your  strength,  if  great  your  need. 

5  Onward,  then,  to  battle  move  ! 
More  than  conquerors  ye  shall  prove ; 
Though  opposed  by  many  a  foe, 
Christian  soldiers,  onward  go  ! 
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In     a  grand  and  aw    -   ful    time; 
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Hark  I    the    wak  -  ing    up     of         na  -  tions,  Gog    and       Ma  -  gog      to    the     fray. 
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Hark  !   what  soundeth     is  ere  -  a-tion's  Groaning  for  its    lat  -  ter  day.         Amen. 


2  Will  ye  play,  then,  will  ye  dally. 

With  your  music  and  your  wine  ? 
Up,  it  is  Jehovah's  rally  ! 

God?s  own  arm  hath  need  of  thine. 
Hark,  the  onset !  will  ve  fold  vour 

Faith-clad  arms  in  lazy  lock  ? 
Up,  O,  up,  thou  drowsy  soldier; 

Worlds  are  charging  to  the  shock. 


3  Magog  leadeth  many  a  vassal,  — 

Christ  His  few,  His  little  ones; 
But  about  our  leaguered  castle, 

Rear  and  vanguard,  are  His  sons ! 
Sealed  to  blush,  to  waver  never ; 

Crossed,  baptized,  and  born  again, 
Sworn  to  be  Christ's  soldiers  ever, 

Let  us,  Lord,  at  least  be  men. 


4  Worlds  are  charging,  Heaven  beholding ; 

Thou  hast  but  an  hour  to  fight ; 
Now,  the  blazoned  cross  unfolding, 

On,  right  onward,  for  the  right. 
O,  let  all  the  soul  within  you 

For  the  truth's  sake  go  abroad  ! 
Strike  !  let  every  nerve  and  sinew 

Tell  on  ages,  —  tell  for  God. 

Arthur  Cleveland  Coze 
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In       an      age      on        a       ges      tell  -  ing,    To      be     liv  -  ing        is       sub  •  lime. 
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Hark !  the    wak  -  ing      up       of       na  -  tions,  Gog    and      Ma  -  gog      to      the  fray 
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Hark !  what soundeth    is     ere  -  a  -   tion's  Groaning  for    its    lat  -  ter    day.       A -men. 
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wake,  my    soul,  stretch    ey  -    ery  nerve,    And     press    with    vig  -  or 
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And        an      im  -  mor  -  tal     crown.        A    men. 
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2  A  cloud  of  witnesses  around 

Hold  thee  in  full  survey ; 
Forget  the  steps  already  trod, 
And  onward  urge  thy  way. 

3  'T  is  God's  all-animating  voice 

That  calls  thee  from  on  high ; 
'T  is  His  own  hand  presents  the  prize 
To  thine  aspiring  eye,  — 
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1  Am  I  a  soldier  of  the  cross, 

A  follower  of  the  Lamb, 
And  shall  I  fear  to  own  His  cause, 
Or  blush  to  speak  His  name  ? 

2  iMust  I  be  carried  to  the  skies 

On  flowery  beds  of  ease, 
While  others  fought  to  win  the  prize, 
And  sailed  through  bloody  seas  ? 

3  Are  there  no  foes  for  me  to  face  ? 

Must  I  not  stem  the  flood? 
Is  this  vile  world  a  friend  to  grace, 
To  help  me  on  to  God  ? 


4  That  prize  with  peerless  glories  bright, 

Which  shall  new  lustre  boast 
When  victors'  wreaths  and  monarchs'  gems 
Shall  blend  in  common  dust. 

5  Blest  Saviour,  introduced  by  Thee, 

Have  I  my  race  begun  ; 
And,  crowned  with  victory,  at  Thy  feet 
I  '11  lay  my  honors  down. 

Philip  Doddridge 


4  Sure  I  must  fight,  if  I  would  reign: 

Increase  my  courage,  Lord; 
I  '11  bear  the  toil,  endure  the  pain, 
Supported  by  Thy  word. 

5  Thy  saints,  in  all  this  glorious  war, 

Shall  conquer,  though  they  die ; 
They  view  the  triumph  from  afar, 
And  seize  it  with  their  eye. 

6  When  that  illustrious  day  shall  rise, 

And  all  Thy  armies  shine, 
In  robes  of  victory,  through  the  skies. 
The  glory  shall  be  Thine. 

Watt* 
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SAFE  HOME    H.  M. 
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Safe   home,   safe  home  in     port !       Rent    cord  -  age,  shat  -  tered  deck, 
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The  prize,  the  prize  secure ! 

The  athlete  nearly  fell, 
Bare  all  he  could  endure, 

And  bare  not  always  well, 
ut  he  may  smile  at  troubles  gone, 
rho  sets  the  victor-garland  on. 

No  more  the  foe  can  harm ; 

No  more  the  leaguered  camp, 
And  cry  of  night-alarm, 

And  need  of  ready  lamp, 
rid  yet  how  nearly  he  had  failed,  — 
ow  nearly  had  that  foe  prevailed ! 


4  The  lamb  is  in  the  fold, 

In  perfect  safety  penned ; 
The  lion  once  had  hold, 

And  thought  to  make  an  end ; 
But  One  came  by  with  wounded  side, 
And  for  the  sheep  the  Shepherd  died. 

5  The  exile  is  at  home ! 

O  nights  and  days  of  tears, 
O  longings  not  to  roam, 

O  sins  and  doubts  and  fears,  — 
What  matter  now  when,  so  men  say, 
The  King  has  wiped  those  tears  away  ? 


6  O  happy,  happy  Bride  ! 

Thy  widowed  hours  are  past, 
The  Bridegroom  at  thy  side, 

Thou  all  His  own  at  last! 
The  sorrows  of  thy  former  cup 
In  full  fruition  swallowed  up. 
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To  put  on  th'im-mor  -  tal.      A-men. 
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3  Faith  they  had  that  knew  not  shame, 

Love  that  could  not  languish ; 
And  eternal  hope  overcame 

Momentary  anguish. 
He  who  trod  the  self-same  road 

Death  and  hell  defeated ; 
Wherefore  these  their  passions  showed 

Calvary  repeated. 


2  Never  flinched  they  from  the  flame, 

From  the  torture,  never ; 
Vain  the  foeman's  sharpest  aim, 

Satan's  best  endeavor : 
For  by  faith  they  saw  the  land 

Decked  in  all  its  glory, 
Where  triumphant  now  they  stand 

With  the  victor's  story. 


4  Up  and  follow,  Christian  men ! 
Press  through  toil  and  sorrow ; 
Spurn  the  night  of  fear,  and  then, 

O,  the  glorious  morrow  ! 
Who  will  venture  on  the  strife  ? 

Who  will  first  begin  it  ? 
WTho  will  seize  the  land  of  life? 
Warriors,  up  and  win  it ! 

St.  Jotephtht  HynMgppfa* 
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Of       the       ho-    ly    Cross.       A -men. 
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2  Christian,  dost  thou  feel  them, 

How  they  work  within, 
Striving,  tempting,  luring, 

Goading  into  sin  ? 
Christian,  never  tremble, 

Never  be  downcast; 
Gird  thee  for  the  battle ; 

Watch  and  pray  and  fast. 


3  Christian,  dost  thou  hear  them, 

How  they  speak  thee  fair  ? 
"  Always  fast  and  vigil  ? 

Always  watch  and  prayer?" 
Christian,  answer  boldly, 

"While  I  breathe  I  pray;" 
Peace  shall  follow  battle, 

Night  shall  end  in  day. 

4  "  Well  I  know  thy  trouble, 

0  My  servant  true ; 
Thou  art  very  weary,  — 

1  was  wean*  too ; 

But  that  toil  shall  make  thee 
Some  day  all  Mine  own, 

And  the  end  of  sorrow 
Shall  be  near  My  throne." 
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Who    is      on    the  Lord's  side ?  Who  will  serve  the   King?  Who  will  be    His  help- ers 
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Oth  •  er  lives   to    bring  ?   Who  will  leave  the  world's  side  ?     Who  will  face  the      foe  ? 
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Who  is      on    the  Lord's  side  ?  Who  will  for      Him 
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By   Thy  grace  di  -  vine,     We  are  on    the  Lord's  side,     Sav-iour,  we    are  Thine.   A-MKK. 
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2  Not  for  weight  of  glory, 
Nor  for  crown  and  palm, 
Enter  we  the  army. 

Raise  the  warrior  psalm  : 
But  for  love  that  claimeth 

Lives  for  whom  He  died, 
He  whom  Jesus  nameth 
Must  be  on  His  side. 
By  Thy  love  constraining, 

By  Thy  grace  divine, 
We  are  on  the  Lord's  side, 
Saviour,  we  are  Thine. 
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3  Jesus,  Thou  hast  bought  us. 
Not  with  gold  or  gem, 
But  with  Thine  own  life-blood, 

For  Thy  diadem. 
With  Thy  blessing  filling 

Each  who  comes  to  Thee, 
Thou  hast  made  us  willing. 
Thou  hast  made  us  free. 
By  Thy  grand  redemption, 

By  Thy  grace  divine, 
We  are  on  the  Lord's  side. 
Saviour,  we  are  Thine. 
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4  Fierce  may  be  the  conflict, 
Strong  may  be  the  foe ; 
But  the  King's  own  army 

None  can  overthrow. 
Round  His  standard  ranging, 

Victory  is  secure ; 
For  His  truth  unchanging 
Makes  the  triumph  sure. 
Joyfully  enlisting 

By  Thy  grace  divine, 
We  are  on  the  Lord's  side, 
Saviour,  we  are  Thine. 
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5  Chosen  to  be  soldiers 
In  an  alien  land, 
Chosen,  called,  faithful, 

For  our  Captain's  band,  — 
In  the  service  royal, 

Let  us  not  grow  cold ; 
Let  us  be  right  loyal, 
Noble,  true,  and  bold. 
Master,  Thou  wilt  keep  us, 

By  Thy  grace  divine, 
Always  on  the  Lord's  side, 
Saviour,  always  Thine. 

Frances  R.  Havergal 
William  H.  Monk 
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2  Principalities  and  powers, 

Mustering  their  unseen  array, 
Wait  for  thy  unguarded  hours; 
Watch  and  pray. 

3  Gird  Thy  heavenly  armor  on, 

Wear  it  ever  night  and  day ; 
Near  thee  lurks  the  Evil  One ; 
Watch  and  pray. 


4  Hear  the  victors  who  overcame  ; 

Still  they  watch  each  warrior's  way ; 
All  with  one  deep  voice  exclaim. 
Watch  and  pray. 

5  Hear,  above  all  these,  thy  Lord, 

Him  thou  lovest  to  obey ; 
Hide  within  thy  heart  His  word, 
Watch  and  pray. 


6  Watch,  as  if  on  that  alone 
Hung  the  issue  of  the  day ; 
Pray  that  help  may  be  sent  down  ; 
Watch  and  pray. 
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2  The  martyr  first,  whose  eagle  eye 

Could  pierce  beyond  the  grave ; 
Who  saw  his  Master  in  the  sky, 

And  called  on  Him  to  save; 
Like  Him,  with  pardon  on  his  tongue, 

In  midst  of  mortal  pain, 
He  prayed  for  them  that  did  the  wrong : 

Who  follows  in  his  train  ? 


3  A  glorious  band,  the  chosen  few, 

On  whom  the  Spirit  came; 
Twelve  valiant  saints,  their  hope  they 

And  mocked  the  cross  and  flame. 
They  met  the  tyrant's  brandished  st 

The  lion's  gory  mane ; 
They  bowed  their  necks  the  death  t< 

Who  follows  in  their  train  ? 


A  noble  army,  men  and  boys, 

The  matron  and  the  maid, 
Around  the  Saviour's  throne  rejoice 

In  robes  of  light  arrayed. 
They  climbed  the  steep  ascent  of  H 

Through  peril,  toil,  and  pain : 
O  God,  to  us  may  grace  be  given 

To  follow  in  their  train ! 

Reginald  Heber 
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Ascribed  to  William  Croft 


O     God       of      Truth,  whose  liv  -  ing     word    Up  -  holds  what  -  e'er    hath  breath, 
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Look  down  on     Thy  ere    •    a  -  tion,  Lord,  En  -  slaved  by      sin    and  death. 
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*    Set  up  Thy  standard,  Lord,  that  we, 
Who  claim  a  heavenly  birth, 
May  march  with  Thee  to  smite  the  lies 
That  vex  Thy  groaning  earth. 

3  Then,  God  of  truth,  for  whom  we  long, 
Thou  who  wilt  hear  our  prayer, 
Do  Thine  own  battle  in  our  hearts, 
And  slay  the  falsehood  there. 
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4  Still  smite  !  still  burn !  till  nought  is  left 

But  God's  own  truth  and  love ; 
Then,  Lord,  as  morning  dew  come  down, 
Rest  on  us  from  above. 

5  Yea,  come  !  then,  tried  as  in  the  fire, 

From  every  lie  set  free, 
Thy  perfect  truth  shall  dwell  in  us, 
And  we  shall  live  in  Thee. 

Thomas  Hughe* 
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1  God  moves  in  a  mysterious  way 

His  wonders  to  perform  ; 
He  plants  His  footsteps  in  the  sea, 
And  rides  upon  the  storm. 

2  Deep  in  unfathomable  mines 

Of  never-failing  skill. 
He  treasures  up  His  bright  designs, 
And  works  His  sovereign  will. 

3  Ye  fearful  saints,  fresh  courage  take, 

The  clouds  ve  so  much  dread 
Are  big  with  mercy,  and  shall  break 
In  blessings  on  your  head. 


4  Judge  not  the  Lord  by  feeble  sense, 

But  trust  Him  for  His  grace ; 
Behind  a  frowning  providence 
He  hides  a  smiling  face. 

5  His  purposes  will  ripen  fast, 

Unfolding  every  hour; 
The  bud  may  have  a  bitter  taste, 
But  sweet  will  be  the  flower. 

6  Blind  unbelief  is  sure  to  err, 

And  scan  His  work  in  vain ; 
God  is  His  own  interpreter, 
And  He  will  make  it  plain. 

William  Cowper 
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Lord  Mornington 


i 


i— t 


rf 


"  For  -  ev  -  er      with  the     Lord !  "   A 


men,   so 


let      it      be;      Life  from  the 


C 


T=* 


^^$mmm 


dead 


is 


■v 
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2  Here  in  the  body  pent, 
Absent  from  Him  I  roam, 

Yet  nightly  pitch  my  moving  tent 
A  day's  march  nearer  home. 

3  My  Father's  house  on  high, 
Home  of  my  soul,  how  near, 

At  times,  to  faith's  far-seeing  eye, 
Thy  golden  gates  appear. 

4  "  Forever  with  the  Lord  !  " 
Father,  if  't  is  Thy  will, 

The  promise  of  that  faithful  word 
E'en  here  to  me  fulfil. 
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1  Jesus,  my  strength,  my  hope, 
On  Thee  I  cast  my  care, 

With  humble  confidence  look  up, 
And  know  Thou  hear'st  my  prayer. 

2  Give  me  on  Thee  to  wait 
Till  I  can  all  things  do,  — 

On  Thee,  almighty  to  create. 
Almighty  to  renew. 

3  I  want  a  godly  fear, 

A  quick-discerning  eye 
That  looks  to  Thee  when  sin  is  near, 
And  sees  the  Tempter  fly. 


5  Be  Thou  at  my  right  hand, 
Then  can  I  never  fail ; 

Uphold  Thou  me,  and  I  shall  stand ; 
Fight,  and  I  must  prevail. 

6  So  when  my  latest  breath 
Shall  rend  the  veil  in  twain, 

By  death  I  shall  escape  from  death, 
And  life  eternal  gain. 

7  Knowing  as  I  am  known, 
How  shall  I  love  that  word, 

And  oft  repeat  before  the  throne, 
"  Forever  with  the  Lord ! " 

James  Montgooer"30 


4  A  spirit  still  prepared, 

And  armed  with  jealous  care, 
Forever  standing  on  its  guard, 
And  watching  unto  prayer. 

5  I  rest  upon  Thy  word ; 
The  promise  is  for  me  ; 

My  succor  and  salvation,  Lord, 
Shall  surely  come  from  Thee. 

6  But  let  me  still  abide, 
Nor  from  my  hope  remove, 

Till  Thou  my  patient  spirit  guide 
Into  Thy  perfect  love. 
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i  To  God  the  only  wise, 
Our  Saviour  and  our  King, 

Let  all  the  saints  below  the  skies 
Their  humble  praises  bring. 

i  'T  is  His  almighty  love, 
His  counsel,  and  His  care 

Preserves  us  safe  from  sin  and  death, 
And  every  hurtful  snare. 


3  He  will  present  our  souls, 
Unblemished  and  complete, 

Before  the  glory  of  His  face, 
With  joys  divinely  great 

4  To  our  Redeemer  God, 
Wisdom  with  power  belongs ; 

Immortal  crowns  of  majesty. 
And  everlasting  songs. 
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I  Who  points  the  clouds  their 
Whom  winds  and  seas  obey,  — 

He  shall  direct  thy  wandering  feet, 
He  shall  prepare  thy  way. 

3  No  profit  canst  thou  gain 
liy  self-consuming  care ; 

To  Him  commend  thy  cause;  his  ear 
Attends  the  softest  prayer. 

4  When  Thou  arisest,  Lord, 
What  shall  Thy  work  withstand? 

When  all  Thy  children  want.  Thou  givest ; 
And  who  shall  stay  Thy  hand  ? 

Part  II. 
I  Give  to  the  winds  thy  fears, 

Hope,  and  be  undismayed ; 
God  hears  thy  sighs,  and  counts  thy  tears, 

God  shall  lift  up  thy  head. 


z  Through  waves  and  clouds  and  storms 

He  gently  clears  thy  way  ; 
Wait  thou  His  time ;  so  shall  the  night 

Soon  end  in  joyous  day. 

3  Still  heavy  is  thy  heart  ? 
Still  sink  thy  spirits  down  ? 

Cast  off  the  weight,  let  fear  depart, 
Bid  every  care  begone. 

4  What  though  thou  rulest  not, 
Yet  Heaven  and  earth  and  hell 

Proclaim.  God  sitteth  on  the  throne, 
And  ruleth  all  things  well. 

5  Far,  far  above  thy  thought 
His  counsel  shall  appear, 

When  fully  He  the  work  hatH  wrought 
That  caused  thy  needless  £e»t. 
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How  firm  a  foun  -  da  -  tion,  ye  saints  of  the  Lord,      Is     laid  for  your    faith  in  His  ex   - 
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Je  -  sus  for  ref-uge  have  fled  ?   You  who    un  -  to  Je  -  sus  for  ref-uge  have  fled  ?  A-MEN. 
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2  "  Fear  not,  I  am  with  thee,  O,  be  not  dismaved, 
For  I  am  thy  God,  and  will  still  give  thee  aid ; 

I  '11  strengthen  thee,  help  thee,  and  cause  thee  to  stand, 
Upheld  by  My  righteous,  omnipotent  hand. 

3  "  When  through  the  deep  waters  I  call  thee  to  go, 
The  rivers  of  woe  shall  not  thee  overflow ; 

For  I  will  be  with  thee,  thy  troubles  to  bless, 
And  sanctify  to  thee  thy  deepest  distress. 

4  "  When  through  fiery  trials  thy  pathway  shall  lie, 
My  grace,  all-sufficient,  shall  be  thy  supply; 
The  flame  shall  not  hurt  thee, —  I  only  design 
Thy  dross  to  consume,  and  thy  gold  to  refine. 

5  "  Even  down  to  old  age  all  My  people  shall  prove 
My  sovereign,  eternal,  unchangeable  love ; 

And  when  hoary  hairs  shall  their  temples  adorn, 
Like  lambs,  they  shall  still  in  My  bosom  be  borne. 

6  "  The  soul  that  on  Jesus  hath  leaned  for  repose, 
I  will  not,  I  will  not  desert  to  his  foes : 

That  soul,  though  all  hell  should  endeavor  to  shake, 
I  '11  never,  no  never,  no  never  forsake  !  " 

George  Keith 
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Ho  -  ly       Fa-ther,  Thou  hast  taught  me       I    should  live    to     Thee    a  -   lone , 
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Year    by    year,  Thy  hand   hath  brought  me  On  through  dan  -  gers    oft      un  -  known. 
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When     I       wandered,    Thou   hast  found   me ;  When    I       doubt-ed,      sent    me    light ; 
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Still  Thine  arm  has  been    a  -  round  me,    All      my  paths  were  in   Thy  sight     A  -  MEN. 
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n  the  world  will  foes  assail  me, 

Craftier,  stronger  far  than  I  ; 
nd  the  strife  mav  never  fail  me, 

Well  I  know,  before  I  die. 
lierefore,  Lord,  I  come,  believing 

Thou  canst  give  the  power  I  need  : 
li  rough  the  prayer  of  faith  receiving 

Strength,  —  the  Spirit's  strength  indeed. 
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3  I  would  trust  in  Thy  protecting, 

Wholly  rest  upon  Thine  arm, 
Follow  wholly  Thy  directing, 

Thou,  mine  only  guard  from  harm  ! 
Keep  me  from  mine  own  undoing, 

Help  me  turn  to  Thee  when  tried ; 
Still  my  footsteps,  Father,  viewing, 

Keep  me  ever  at  Thy  side. 
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2  In  holy  contemplation, 

We  sweetly  then  pursue 
The  theme  of  God's  salvation, 

And  find  it  ever  new ; 
Set  free  from  present  sorrow, 

We  cheerfullv  can  sav, 
Let  the  unknown  to-morrow 

Bring  with  it  what  it  may ! 
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3  It  can  bring  with  it  nothing, 

15 ut  He  will  bear  us  throuq 
Who  gives  the  lilies  clothing, 

Will  clothe  His  people  too. 
Beneath  the  spreading  heavei 

No  creature  but  is  fed ; 
And  He  who  feeds  the  raven! 

Will  give  His  children  bres 
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4  Though  vine,  nor  fig-tree  neither, 

Their  wonted  fruit  should  bear, 
Though  all  the  field  should  wither, 

Nor  flocks  nor  herds  be  there ; 
Yet  God,  the  same  abiding, 

His  praise  shall  tune  my  voice, 
For,  while  in  Him  confiding, 

I  cannot  but  rejoice. 

William  Cowper 
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Fa-ther  1  the   light  and  dark-ness    Are  both  a  -  like    to  Thee ;  Then,  to  Thy  waiting 
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shroud ;  But   noth-ing  doubt,  nor  trem  -  ble  :     God's  bow  is      in    the    cloud. 


A-MEN. 
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2  To  Him  I  yield  my  spirit: 

On  Him  I  lav  mv  load  : 
Fear  ends  with  death  :  beyond  it 

I  nothing  see  but  God. 
Thus  moving  towards  the  darkness, 

I  calmly  wait  His  call. 
Seeing  and  fearing  nothing. 

Hoping  and  trusting  all. 

Samuel  Gres 
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Lord,  Thou  hast  searched  and  seen  me  thro' ;  Thine  eye  commands,  with  piercing  view, 
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My  ris-ing  and  my  rest  -  ing  hours,  My  heart  and  flesh,  with     all  their  powers.  A-men. 
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2  My  thoughts,  before  they  are  my  own,  4  Amazing  knowledge,  vast  and  great! 

Are  to  my  God  distinctly  known ;  What  large  extent,  what  lofty  height ! 

He  knows  the  words  I  mean  to  speak  My  soul,  with  all  the  powers  I  boast, 

Ere  from  my  opening  lips  they  break.  Is  in  the  boundless  prospect  lost. 


3  Within  Thy  circling  power  I  stand ; 
On  every  side  I  find  Thy  hand ; 
Awake,  asleep,  at  home,  abroad, 
I  am  surrounded  still  with  God. 


368 


L.  M. 


i  No  more,  my  God,  I  boast  no  more 
Of  all  the  duties  I  have  done ; 
I  quit  the  hopes  I  held  before, 
To  trust  the  merits  of  Thv  Son. 

2  Now,  for  the  love  I  bear  His  name, 
What  was  my  gain  I  count  my  loss; 
My  former  pride  I  call  my  shame, 
And  nail  my  glory  to  His  cross. 
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1  There  's  not  a  bird  with  lonely  nest, 
In  pathless  wood  or  mountain  crest, 
Nor  meaner  thing,  which  does  not  share, 
O  God,  in  Thy  paternal  care. 


5  O,  may  these  thoughts  possess  my  breast, 
Where'er  I  rove,  where'er  I  rest, 
Nor  let  my  weaker  passions  dare 
Consent  to  sin,  for  God  is  there. 

Isaac  Watt 


3  Yes,  and  I  must  and  will  esteem 
All  things  but  loss  for  Jesus'  sake; 
O,  may  my  soul  be  found  in  Him, 
And  of  His  righteousness  partake! 

4  The  best  obedience  of  my  hands 
Dares  not  appear  before  Thy  throne ; 
But  faith  can  answer  Thy  demands 
By  pleading  what  my  Lord  has  done. 

Isaac  Wat' 


3  In  busy  mart  or  crowded  street, 
No  less  than  in  the  still  retreat, 
Thou,  Lord,  art  near,  our  souls  to  bless 
With  all  a  parent's  tenderness ! 


2  Each  barren  crag,  each  desert  rude,  4  And  even-  moment  still  doth  bring 

Holds  Thee  within  its  solitude;  Thy  blessings  on  its  loaded  wing; 

And  Thou  dost  bless  the  wanderer  there,  Widely  they  spread  through  earth  and  sk. 

Who  makes  his  solitary  prayer.  And  last  through  all  eternity ! 
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5  And  we,  where'er  our  lot  is  cast, 
While  life  and  thought  and  feeling  last, 
Through  all  our  years,  in  every  place, 
Will  bless  Thee  for  Thy  boundless  grace. 
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i  O  Thou,  by  long  experience  tried, 
Near  whom  no  grief  can  long  abide, 
My  Lord,  how  full  of  sweet  content 
My  years  of  pilgrimage  are  spent ! 

2  To  me  remains  nor  place  nor  time ; 
My  country  is  in  every  clime  ; 
I  can  be  calm  and  free  from  care 
On  any  shore,  since  God  is  there. 


3  While  place  we  seek,  or  place  we  shun, 
The  soul  finds  happiness  in  none ; 

But  with  our  God  to  guide  our  way, 
'T  is  equal  joy  to  go  or  stay. 

4  Ah,*hen  to  His  embrace  repair ! 
My  soul,  thou  art  no  stranger  there : 
There  love  divine  shall  be  thy  guard. 
And  peace  and  safety  thy  reward. 

Jeanne  M.  B.  de  la  Mothe  Guyon 
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Arr.  by  Lowell  Mason 
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God     is  the     ref-uge    of    His  saints  When  storms  of      sharp    dis-tress     in  -vade: 
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Ere    we  can    of  -  fer  our  complaints,  Be-hold  Him  pre  -  sent  with    His  aid. 


Let  mountains  from  their  seats  be  hurled  4  There  is  a  stream,  whose  gentle  flow 
Down  to  the  deep,  and  buried  there ;  Supplies  the  city  of  our  God,  — 

Convulsions  shake  the  solid  world,  —  Life,  love,  and  joy  still  gliding  through, 

Our  faith  shall  never  yield  to  fear.  And  watering  our  divine  abode. 


Loud  may  the  troubled  ocean  roar ; 

In  sacred  peace  our  souls  abide; 
^Vhile  every  nation,  every  shore, 

Trembles  and  dreads  the  swelling  tide. 


5  That  sacred  stream,  Thy  holy  word, 
Our  grief  allays,  our  fear  controls; 
Sweet  peace  Thy  promises  afford, 
And  give  new  strength  to  fainting  souls. 


6  Zion  enjoys  her  Monarch's  love, 

Secure  against  a  threatening  hour ; 
Nor  can  her  firm  foundation  move, 

Built  on  His  truth,  and  armed  with  power. 
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2  Nor  doth  it  yet  appear 
How  great  we  must  be  made ; 

But  when  we  see  our  Saviour  here, 
We  shall  be  like  our  Head. 

3  A  hope  so  much  divine 
May  trials  well  endure, 

May  purge  our  souls  from  sense  and  sin, 
As  Christ,  the  Lord,  is  pure. 
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i  Your  harps,  ye  trembling  saints, 
Down  from  the  willows  take  ; 

Loud  to  the  praise  of  love  divine 
Bid  everything  awake. 

2  Though  in  a  foreign  land, 
We  are  not  far  from  home, 

And  nearer  to  our  house  above 
We  every  moment  come. 

3  Or  should  the  surges  rise, 
And  peace  delay  to  come, 

Blest  be  the  sorrow,  kind  the  storm, 
That  drives  us  nearer  home. 

4  His  grace  will  to  the  end 
Stronger  and  brighter  shine  ; 

XT^»-  nresent  things,  nor  things  to  come, 
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4  If  in  my  Father's  love 
I  share  a  filial  part, 

Send  down  Thy  Spirit,  like  a  dove, 
To  rest  upon  my  heart. 

5  We  would  no  longer  lie 

Like  slaves  beneath  the  throne ; 
Our  faith  shall  Abba,  Father,  cry, 
And  Thou  the  kindred  own. 

Isaac  Watt* 


5  When  we  in  darkness  walk, 
Nor  feel  the  heavenly  flame, 

Then  is  the  time  to  trust  our  God, 
And  rest  upon  His  name. 

6  Soon  shall  our  doubts  and  fears 
Subside  at  His  control ; 

His  loving-kindness  shall  break  throu 
The  midnight  of  the  soul. 

7  Tarry  His  leisure,  then, 
Although  He  seem  to  stay ; 

A  moment's  intercourse  with  Him 
Thy  grief  will  overpay. 

8  Blest  is  the  man,  O  God, 
That  stavs  himself  on  Thee ! 

Who  waits  for  Thy  salvation,  Lon 
Shall  Thy  salvation  see. 
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2  The  soul  by  faith  reclined 
On  his  Redeemer's  breast, 

Midst  raging  storms,  exults  to  find 
An  everlasting  rest. 


3  Sorrow  and  fear  are  gone, 
Whene'er  Thy  face  appears ; 

It  stills  the  sighing  orphan's  moan, 
And  dries  the  widow's  tears. 


4  It  hallows  every  cross, 

It  sweetly  comforts  me, 
And  makes  me  now  forget  my  loss, 

And  lose  myself  in  Thee. 

Charles  Wesley 
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1  The  Lord  my  Shepherd  is, 
I  shall  be  well  supplied  ; 

Since  He  is  mine,  and  I  am  His, 
What  can  I  want  beside  ? 

2  He  leads  me  to  the  place 
Where  heavenly  pasture  grows, 

Where  living  waters  gently  pass, 
And  full  salvation  flows. 

(If  e'er  I  go  astray, 

He  doth  my  soul  reclaim, 
*\nd  guides  me  in  His  own  right  way 

For  His  most  holy  name. 


4  While  He  affords  His  aid, 

I  cannot  yield  to  fear ;  [shade, 

Though  I  should  walk  through  death's  dark 
My  Shepherd  's  with  me  there. 

5  In  spite  of  all  my  foes, 
Thou  dost  my  table  spread  ; 

My  cup  with  blessings  overflows, 
And  joy  exalts  my  head. 

6  The  bounties  of  Thy  love 
Shall  crown  my  following  days ; 

Nor  from  Thy  house  will  I  remove, 
Nor  cease  to  speak  Thy  praise. 
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2  I  have  but  Thee,  my  Father !  let  Thy  spirit 

Be  with  me  then  to  comfort  and  uphold ; 
No  gate  of  pearl,  no  branch  of  palm  I  merit, 

Nor  street  of  shining  gold. 
Suffice  it  if  —  my  good  and  ill  unreckoned, 

And  both  forgiven  through  Thy  abounding  grace  — 
I  find  myself  by  hands  familiar  beckoned 
Unto  my  fitting  place,  — 

3  Some  humble  door  among  Thy  many  mansions, 

Some  sheltering  shade  where  sin  and  striving  cease, 
And  flows  forever  through  Heaven's  green  expansions 

The  river  of  Thy  peace. 
There,  from  the  music  round  about  me  stealing, 

I  fain  would  learn  the  new  and  holy  song, 
And  find  at  last,  beneath  Thy  trees  of  healing, 
The  life  for  which  I  long. 

John  Greenleaf  Whittier 


Andro  Hart's  Psalter 


Under  the  shadow  of  Thy  throne 
Thy  saints  have  dwelt  secure ; 

Sufficient  is  Thine  arm  alone, 
And  our  defence  is  sure. 

Before  the  hills  in  order  stood, 
Or  earth  received  her  frame, 

From  everlasting  Thou  art  God, 
To  endless  years  the  same. 


4  A  thousand  ages  in  Thy  sight 

Are  like  an  evening  gone ; 
Short  as  the  watch  that  ends  the  night 
Before  the  rising  sun. 

5  Time,  like  an  ever-rolling  stream. 

Bears  all  its  sons  away ; 
They  fly  forgotten,  as  a  dream 
Dies  at  the  opening  day. 


6  Our  God,  our  help  in  ages  past, 

Our  hope  for  years  to  come, 

Be  Thou  our  guard  while  life  shall  last, 

And  our  eternal  home. 

Isaac  Watts 
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2  He  strengthens  my  spirit  He  shows  me  the  path 
Where  the  arms  of  His  love  shall  enfold  me ; 
And  when  I  walk  through  the  dark  valley  of  death, 
His  rod  and  His  staff  will  uphold  me ! 

William  Knox 
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1  O,  tell  me,  Thou  life  and  delight  of  my  soul, 

Where  the  flock  of  Thy  pasture  are  feeding : 
I  seek  Thy  protection,  I  need  Thy  control, 
I  would  go  where  my  Shepherd  is  leading. 

2  O,  tell  me  the  place  where  Thy  flock  are  at  rest, 

Where  the  noontide  will  find  them  reposing : 
The  tempest  now  rages,  my  soul  is  distressed, 
And  the  pathway  of  peace  I  am  losing. 
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3  O,  why  should  I  stray  with  the  flocks  of  Thy  foes, 

'Mid  the  desert  where  now  they  are  roving, 
Where  hunger  and  thirst,  where  afflictions  and  woes, 
And  temptations  their  ruin  are  proving  ? 

4  O,  when  shall  my  woes  and  my  wanderings  cease, 

And  the  follies  that  fill  me  with  weeping? 
Thou  Shepherd  of  Israel,  restore  me  that  peace 
Thou  dost  give  to  the  flock  Thou  art  keeping. 

5  A  voice  from  the  Shepherd  now  bids  thee  return 

By  the  way  where  the  footprints  are  lying ; 
No  longer  to  wander,  no  longer  to  mourn : 
O  fair  one,  now  homeward  be  flying ! 

Thomas  Hastings 


LINCOLN     5,  io,  io,  6 


Sumner  Salter 


O    Mer    -  ci     f  ul  One !      When  men  are  farthest,  then  art  Thou  most     near ;  When 

When 


i  Jl    j^iJ 


I  tH  i  t  g  *rN-V  ;g  i~tf  r  *r;  *r¥^ 


v    v    \/ 

nds  pass  by  me,  and  my  weakness  shun,  Thy    char  -  iot  then    I 


t  1  1  J:  1 


2  Thy  glorious  face 

Is  leaning  toward  me ;  and  its  holy  light 
Shines  in  upon  my  lonely  dwelling-place, 
And  there  is  no  more  night. 

3  On  my  bended  knee 

I  recognize  Thy  purpose  clearly  shown ; 
My  vision  Thou  hast  dimmed,  that  I  may 
Thyself,  —  Thyself  alone. 

4  I  have  nought  to  fear ; 

This  darkness  is  the  shadow  of  Thy  wing ; 

Beneath  it  I  am  almost  sacred ;  here 

Can  come  no  evil  thi"" 
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He  sees  my  wants,  al-  lays   my  fears,      And  counts  and  treasures  up  my  tears.   A-  MEN. 
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2  If  aught  should  tempt  my  soul  to  stray 
From  heavenly  wisdom's  narrow  way ; 
To  fly  the  good  I  would  pursue, 

Or  do  the  sin  I  would  not  do,  — 
Still  He,  who  felt  temptation's  power. 
Shall  guard  me  in  that  dangerous  hour. 

3  If  wounded  love  my  bosom  swell, 
Deceived  by  those  I  prized  too  well, 
He  shall  His  pitying  aid  bestow, 
Who  felt  on  earth  severer  woe,  — 
At  once  betrayed,  denied,  or  fled, 

By  those  who  shared  His  daily  bread. 
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1  The  Lord  my  pasture  shall  prepare, 
And  feed  me  with  a  shepherd's  care; 
His  presence  shall  my  wants  supply, 
And  guard  me  with  a  watchful  eve: 
My  noonday  walks  He  shall  attend, 
And  all  my  midnight  hours  defend. 


4  When,  sorrowing,  o'er  some  stone  I  bend 
Which  covers  what  was  once  a  friend 
And  from  his  voice,  his  hand,  his  smile, 
Divides  me  for  a  little  while,  — 
Thou,  Saviour,  mark'st  the  tears  I  shed, 
For  Thou  didst  weep  o'er  Lazarus  dead! 

5  And  O,  when  I  have  safely  passed 
Through  every  conflict  but  the  last ; 
Still,  still  unchanging,  watch  beside 
My  painful  bed.  for  Thou  hast  died ! 
Then  point  to  realms  of  cloudless  day, 
And  wipe  the  latest  tear  away  ! 

Robert  Grant 


2  When  in  the  sultry  glebe  I  faint, 
Or  on  the  thirsty  mountain  pant, 
To  fertile  vales  and  dewy  meads 
My  weary,  wandering  steps  He  leads, 
Where  peaceful  rivers,  soft  and  slow. 
Amid  the  verdant  landscape  flow. 
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3  Though  in  the  paths  of  death  I  tread, 
With  gloomy  horrors  overspread, 
My  steadfast  heart  shall  fear  no  ill, 
For  Thou,  O  Lord,  art  with  me  still ; 
Thy  friendly  crook  shall  give  me  aid, 
And  guide  me  through  the  dreadful  shade. 

4  Though  in  a  bare  and  rugged  way, 
Through  devious,  lonely  wilds  I  stray, 
Thy  bounty  shall  my  pains  beguile ; 
The  barren  wilderness  shall  smile, 

With  sudden  greens  and  herbage  crowned, 
And  streams  shall  murmur  all  around. 

Joseph  Addison 
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2  When  the  mourner,  weeping, 

Sheds  the  secret  tear, 
God  His  watch  is  keeping, 
Though  none  else  be  near. 

3  God  will  never  leave  thee  , 

All  thy  wants  He  knows, 
Feels  the  pains  that  grieve  thee, 
Sees  thy  cares  and  woes. 

4  Raise  thine  eyes  to  Heaven 

When  thy  spirits  quail, 
When,  by  tempests  driven, 
Heart  and  courage  fail. 
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5  When  in  grief  you  languish, 

He  will  dry  the  tear, 
Who  His  children's  anguish 
Soothes  with  succor  near. 

6  All  thy  woe  and  sadness, 

In  this  world  below, 
Balance  not  the  gladness 

Thou  in  Heaven  shalt  know,  — 

7  When  thy  gracious  Saviour, 

In  the  realms  above, 
Crowns  thee  with  His  favor, 
Fills  thee  with  His  love. 


384 


Trust  and  Confidence 


ST.    PETER    c.  M. 


Alexander  R.  Reinag 


^mmmrm 


■      

I     wor-ship  Thee,  sweet  Will     of     God,     And      all  Thy  ways    a  -  dore ;      ^ 


■1= 


I 


-■p.' 


P 


i 


fe« 


s 


ev  -  ery  day     I       live,      I      seem      To     love  Thee  more  and    more. 
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2  Man's  weakness,  waiting  upon  God, 

Its  end  can  never  miss ; 
For  men  on  earth  no  work  can  do 
More  angel-like  than  this. 

3  He  always  wins  who  sides  with  God, 

To  him  no  chance  is  lost ; 
God's  will  is  sweetest  to  him  when 
It  triumphs  at  his  cost. 
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4  111,  that  God  blesses,  is  our  good 

And  unblest  good  is  ill ; 
And  all  is  right  that  seems  most  w 
If  it  be  His  dear  will. 

5  When  obstacles  and  trials  seem 

Like  prison-walls  to  be, 
I  do  the  little  I  can  do, 
And  leave  the  rest  to  Thee. 


6  I  have  no  cares,  O  blessed  Will, 
For  all  my  cares  are  Thine ; 
I  live  in  triumph,  Lord,  for  Thou 
Hast  made  Thy  triumphs  mine. 
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Frederick  W.  Faber 


C.  M. 


i  The  Lord 's  my  Shepherd,  1 11  not  want :  3  Yea,  though  I  walk  in  death's  dark 

He  makes  me  down  to  lie  Yet  will  I  fear  none  ill; 

In  pastures  green ;  He  leadeth  me  For  Thou  art  with  me;  and  Thy  n 

The  quiet  waters  by.  And  staff  me  comfort  still. 


2  My  soul  He  doth  restore  again  ; 
And  me  to  walk  doth  make 
Within  the  paths  of  righteousness, 
Even  for  His  own  Name's  sake. 


4  My  table  Thou  hast  furnished 
1 11  presence  of  my  foes ; 
My  head  Thou  dost  with  oil  anoin 
And  my  cup  overflows. 


5  Goodness  and  mercy  all  my  life 
Shall  surely  follow  me : 
And  in  God's  house  for  evermore 
My  dwelling-place  shall  be. 


Scotch  Version 
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ot  mine  to  look  where  cherubim 
And  seraphs  may  not  see  ; 
lit  nothing  can  be  good  in  Him 
Which  evil  is  in  me. 

he  wrong  that  pains  my  soul  below, 
I  dare  not  throne  above  ; 
know  not  of  His  hate,  —  1  know 
His  goodness  and  His  love. 

know  not  what  the  future  hath 
Of  marvel  or  surprise, 
ssured  alone  that  life  and  death 
His  mercv  underlies. 
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ile  Thee  I  seek,  protecting  Power, 
e  my  vain  wishes  stilled ; 
mav  this  consecrated  hour 
^ith  better  hopes  be  filled  ! 

love  the  powers  of  thought  bestowed 
o  Thee  my  thoughts  would  soar ; 

mercy  o'er  my  life  has  flowed  : 
hat  mercy  I  adore. 

ach  event  of  life,  how  clear 
hy  ruling  Hand  I  see ! 
h  blessing  to  my  soul  more  dear, 
ecause  conferred  by  Thee. 


5  And  if  my  heart  and  flesh  are  weak 

To  bear  an  untried  pain, 
The  bruisdd  reed  He  will  not  break, 
But  strengthen  and  sustain. 

6  No  offering  of  my  own  I  have, 

Nor  works  my  faith  to  prove ; 
I  can  but  give  the  gifts  He  gave, 
And  plead  His  love  for  love. 

7  I  know  not  where  His  islands  lift 

Their  fronded  palms  in  air; 
I  only  know  I  cannot  drift 
Beyond  His  love  and  care. 

John  Greenleaf  Whittier 


4  In  every  joy  that  crowns  my  days, 

In  every  pain  I  bear, 
My  heart  shall  find  delight  in  praise, 
Or  seek  relief  in  prayer. 

5  When  gladness  wings  my  favored  hour, 

Thy  love  my  thoughts  shall  fill ; 
Resigned,  when  storms  of  sorrow  lower, 
My  soul  shall  meet  Thy  will. 

6  My  lifted  eye,  without  a  tear, 

The  gathering  storm  shall  sec ; 
My  steadfast  heart  shall  know  no  fear: 
~*      '  -art  wi"  "••♦  on  Thee. 
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The  Lord       is    my    Shep  -  herd,  no  want    shall   I       know ;     I      feed       in  green 
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still   wa-ters    flow,       Re-stores  me  when  wandering,  redeems  when  oppressed.  A-men. 
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2  Through  the  valley  and  shadow  of  death  though  I  stray, 

Since  Thou  art  my  guardian,  no  evil  I  fear; 
Thy  rod  shall  defend  me,  Thy  staff  be  my  stay : 
No  harm  can  befall  with  mv  Comforter  near. 

3  In  the  midst  of  affliction  my  table  is  spread; 

With  blessings  unmeasured  my  cup  runneth  o'er; 
With  perfume  and  oil  Thou  anointest  my  head : 
O,  what  shall  I  ask  of  Thy  providence  more  ? 

4  Let  goodness  and  mercy,  my  bountiful  God, 

Still  follow  Thy  steps  till  1  meet  Thee  above ; 
I  seek  —  by  the  path  which  my  forefathers  trod, 
Through  the  land  of  their  sojourn  —  Thy  kingdom  of  love." 

Junes  Mootgo' 
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I  O  eyes  that  are  weary,  and  hearts  that  are  sore, 
Look  off  unto  Jesus,  now  sorrow  no  more  ! 
The  light  of  His  countenance  shineth  so  bright 
That  here,  as  in  Heaven,  there  need  be  no  night 
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2  While  looking  to  Jesus,  my  heart  cannot  fear; 

1  tremble  no  more  when  I  see  Jesus  near. 
I  know  that  His  presence  my  safeguard  will  be, 
For,  "  Why  are  you  troubled  ?  "  He  saith  unto  me. 

3  Still  looking  to  Jesus,  O,  may  I  be  found, 

When  Jordan's  dark  waters  encompass  me  round  ; 
They  bear  me  away  in  His  presence  to  be; 
I  see  Him  still  nearer  whom  always  I  see. 

4  Then,  then  shall  I  know  the  full  beauty  and  grace 

Of  Jesus  my  Lord,  when  I  stand  face  to  face, — 
Shall  know  how  His  love  went  before  me  each  day, 
And  wonder  that  ever  my  eyes  turned  away. 
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John  B.  Dykes 
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The   King  of   love   my   Shep-herd    is,   Whose  goodness 
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Where  streams  of  living  water  flow, 
My  ransomed  soul  He  leadeth, 

And,  where  the  verdant  pastures  grow, 
With  food  celestial  feedeth. 

Perverse  and  foolish,  oft  I  strayed, 
But  yet  in  love  He  sought  me, 

And  on  His  shoulder  gently  laid, 
And  home,  rejoicing,  brought  me 


4  In  death's  dark  vale  I  fear  no  ill 

With  Thee,  dear  Lord,  beside  me ; 
Thy  rod  and  staff  my  comfort  still, 
Thy  Cross  before  to  guide  me. 

5  Thou  spread'st  a  table  in  my  sight, 

Thy  unction  grace  bestoweth ; 
And  O,  what  transport  of  delight 
From  Thy  pure  chalice  floweth  ! 


6  And  so  through  all  the  length  of  days 
Thy  goodness  faileth  never ; 
Good  Shepherd,  may  I  sing  Thy  praise 
Within  Thy  house  forever  ! 

Henry  W.  Baker 
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But     God      is   round    a  -  bout      me,       And  can     I      be    dis-mayed  ? 
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2  Wherever  He  may  guide  me, 

No  want  shall  turn  me  back; 
My  Shepherd  is  beside  me, 

And  nothing  can  I  lack. 
His  wisdom  ever  waketh ; 

His  sight  is  never  dim  ; 
He  knows  the  way  He  taketh, 

And  I  will  walk  with  Him. 
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3  Green  pastures  are  before  me, 
Which  yet  I  have  not  seen ; 
Bright  skies  will  soon  be  o'er  me, 

Where  the  dark  clouds  have  been. 
My  hope  I  cannot  measure, 

The  path  to  life  is  free ; 
My  Saviour  has  my  treasure, 
And  He  will  walk  with  me. 

Anna  L.  Waring 
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Up    to      the  hills      I      lift   mine  eyes,      Th'  e  -  ter  -  nal  hills    be  -  yond  the  skies ; 
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Thence  all    her  help  my  soul  derives,  There  my         al- mighty    refuge  lives.     Amkn. 


He  lives,  the  everlasting  God, 
Who  built  the  world,  who  spread  the  flood ; 
The  heavens  with  all  their  hosts  He  made, 
\nd  the  dark  regions  of  the  dead. 

•ie  guides  our  feet,  He  guards  our  way  ; 
-lis  morning  smiles  bless  all  the  day ; 
-ie  spreads  the  evening  veil,  and  keeps 
The  silent  hours  while  Israel  sleeps. 

srael,  a  name  divinely  blest, 
rtay  rise  secure,  securely  rest : 
Thy  holy  Guardian's  wakeful  eyes 
Wdmit  no  slumber  nor  surprise. 
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Father,  beneath  Thy  sheltering  wing 

In  sweet  securitv  we  rest, 
And  fear  no  evil  earth  can  bring, 

In  life,  in  death,  supremely  blest. 

Jor  life  is  good,  whose  tidal  flow 
The  motions  of  Thy  will  obeys; 

-And  death  is  good,  that  makes  us  know 
The  life  divine  which  all  things  swa"" 


5  No  sun  shall  smite  thv  head  bv  daw 
Sot  the  pale  moon  with  sickly  ray 
Shall  blast  Thv  couch ;  no  baleful  star 
Dart  his  malignant  fire  so  far. 

6  Should  earth  and  hell  with  malice  burn, 
Still  thou  shalt  go.  and  still  return, 
Safe  in  the  Lord :  His  heavenly  care 
Defends  thv  life  from  everv  snare. 

7  On  thee  foul  spirits  have  no  power ; 
And,  in  thy  last  departing  hour. 
Angels,  that  trace  the  airy  road, 
Shall  bear  thee  homeward  to  thy  God. 

Isaac  Watts 


3  And  good  it  is  to  bear  the  cross. 

And  so  Thy  perfect  peace  to  win ; 

And  nought  is  ill,  nor  brings  us  loss. 

Nor  works  us  harm,  save  onlv  sin. 

w 

4  Redeemed  from  this,  we  ask  no  more, 

But  trust  the  love  that  saves  to  guide ; 
The  grace  that  yields  so  rich  a  store, 
Will  errant  us  all  we  need  be&idt. 
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George  F.  Handel 
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High      in    the  heavens,  e  -   ter  -  nal      God,   Thy  good-ness    in    full      glo  -  ry    shines; 
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The  truth  shall  break  through  ev-ery  cloud  That  veils  and  darkens    Thy     designs.     A- MEN. 
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2  Forever  firm  Thy  justice  stands, 

As  mountains  their  foundations  keep ; 
Wise  are  the  wonders  of  Thine  hands, 
Thy  judgments  are  a  mighty  deep. 


3  My  God,  how  excellent  Thy  grace, 

Whence  all  our  hope  and  comfort  spring! 
The  sons  of  Adam,  in  distress, 
Fly  to  the  shadow  of  Thy  wing. 


4  Life,  like  a  fountain  rich  and  free, 

Springs  from  the  presence  of  my  Lord ; 
And  in  Thy  light  our  souls  shall  see 
The  glories  promised  in  Thy  word. 

Isaac  Watts 
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A  -    wake,  our  souls,    a  -    way   our  fears,     Let     ev  -  ery  trembling  thought  be  gone ; 

J-       J-       J-       J-  I  I        I         I  I  1        I         I        '        J-      J 


t 


!   _J       l         J 


f 


t 


t 


? 


j-+-y--+-±pi 


^ 


#fff^S^ 


A  -  wake,  and  run   the   heavenly  race,   And  put    a      cheerful  courage    on.        A- men. 
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!  True,  't  is  a  strait  and  thorny  road, 
And  mortal  spirits  tire  and  faint ; 
But  they  forget  the  mighty  God, 
Who  feeds  the  strength  of  every  saint, 


4  From  Thee,  the  overflowing  spring, 
Our  souls  shall  drink  a  full  supply; 
While  such  as  trust  their  native  strength 
Shall  melt  away  and  droop  and  die. 


The  mighty  God,  whose  matchless  power  5  Swift  as  an  eagle  cuts  the  air, 

Is  ever  new  and  ever  young,  We  Ml  mount  aloft  to  Thine  abode  ; 

And  firm  endures,  while  endless  years  On  wings  of  love  our  souls  shall  fly, 

Their  everlasting  circles  run.  Nor  tire  amidst  the  heavenly  road. 

Isaac  Watts 
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If   thou  but   suf  -  fer  God    to   guide  thee,   And  hope   in   Him  through  all  thy  ways, 
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He'll  give  thee  strength  whate'er  betide  thee,        And  bear  thee  through  the  e  -   vil   days. 
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Who  trusts  in  God's  unchang  -  ing  love  Builds  on    the  Rock  that  can  -  not  move.     Am  en 
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Onlv  be  still,  and  wait  His  leisure 

In  cheerful  hope,  with  heart  content 
To  take  whate'er  thy  Father's  pleasure 

And  all-deserving  love  hath  sent ; 
Nor  doubt  our  inmost  wants  are  known 
To  Him  who  chose  us  for  His  own. 


3  Sing,  pray,  and  keep  His  ways  unswerving ; 
So  do  thine  own  part  faithfully, 
And  trust  His  word ;  though  undeserving, 

Thou  yet  shalt  find  it  true  for  thee : 
God  never  vet  forsook  at  need 
The  soul  that  trusted  Him  indeed* 
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Re  -  served  for      all       the  heirs  of  grace :    O,     be      that    re  -  foge  mine !  Ames. 


2  The  least  and  feeblest  there  may  bide, 
Uninjured  and  unawed ; 
While  thousands  fall  on  every  side, 
He  rests  secure  in  God. 


3  He  feeds  in  pastures  large  and  fair, 
Of  love  and  truth  divine ; 
O  child  of  God.  O  glory's  heir, 
How  rich  a  lot  is  thine ! 


4  A  hand  almighty  to  defend, 
An  ear  for  everv  call, 
An  honored  life,  a  peaceful  end, 
And  Heaven  to  crown  it  all! 
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Henry  F.  Lyte 

Joseph  E.  Sweetser 


mmM 


m 


Since  Je  -  sus     is       my  friend.    And    I       to   Him    be  -  long,         It  mat  -  ten 
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2  He  whispers  in  my  breast 

Sweet  words  of  holy  cheer : 
How  they  who  seek  in  God  their  rest 
Shall  ever  find  Him  near ; 

3  How  God  hath  built  above, 

A  city  fair  and  new, 
Where  eye  and  heart  shall  see  and  prove 
What  faith  has  counted  true. 


4  My  heart  for  gladness  springs, 

It  cannot  more  be  sad  ; 
For  very  joy  it  laughs  and  sings,  — 
Sees  nought  but  sunshine  glad. 

5  The  sun  that  lights  mine  eyes 

Is  Christ,  the  Lord  I  love ; 
I  sing  for  joy  of  that  which  lies 
Stored  up  for  me  above. 

Paul  Gerhardt 
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George  F.  Root 
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Go  not  far  from  me,  O  my  Strength  !  Whom  all  my  times  o-bey ;  Take  from  me  a  -  ny- 
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thing  Thou  wilt,     But    go  not  Thou  a  -  way ;   And  let   the  storm  that  does  Thy  work 
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Deal  with  me  as     it     may.     A-men. 
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2  On  Thy  compassion  I  repose 
In  weakness  and  distress; 

I  will  not  ask  for  greater  ease, 
Lest  I  should  love  Thee  less. 

O,  't  is  a  blessed  thing  for  me 
To  need  Thy  tenderness. 


3  When  I  am  feeble  as  a  child, 
And  flesh  and  heart  give  way, 
Then  on  Thy  everlasting  strength 

With  passive  trust  I  stay, 
And  the  rough  wind  becomes  a  song, 
The  darkness  shines  like  day. 


4  Deep  unto  deep  may  call,  but  I 
With  peaceful  heart  can  say, 

Thy  loving-kindness  hath  a  charge 
No  waves  can  take  away; 

Then  let  the  storm  that  speeds  me  home 
Deal  with  me  as  it  may. 
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Tny    way     is        in        the    deep,  O     Lord,  —  E'en  there  we  '11  go    with   Thee ; 
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We'll  meet  the   tem-pest      at  Thy  word,      And  walk  up    on    the    seal        A -men. 
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2  Poor  tremblers  at  His  rougher  wind, 

Why  do  we  doubt  Him  so? 
Who  gives  the  storm  a  path,  will  find 
The  way  our  feet  shall  go. 

3  The  Lord  yields  nothing  to  our  fears, 

And  flies  from  selfish  care, 
But  comes  Himself,  where'er  He  hears 
The  voice  of  loving  prayer. 


40I     HENDON     7s. 


4  O  happy  soul  of  faith  divine, 

Thy  victory  how  sure  ! 
The  love  that  kindles  joy  is  thine,  — 
The  patience  to  endure. 

5  Come,  Lord  of  peace,  our  griefs  dispel, 

And  wipe  our  tears  away ; 
'T  is  Thine  to  order  all  things  well, 
And  ours,  to  bless  the  way. 

James  Martineau 
C.  H.  A.  Mai  an 
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To  Thy  pastures      fair  and  large,  Heavenly  Shepherd,  lead  Thy  charge, And  my  couch,  with 
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tenderest  care,  Mid  the  springing  grass  prepare,     Mid  the  springing  grass  prepare.    A  -  men. 
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ien  I  faint  with  summer's  heat, 
ou  shalt  guide  my  weary  feet 
the  streams  that,  still  and  slow, 
rough  the  verdant  meadows  flow. 

fe  the  dreary  vale  I  tread, 
the  shades  of  death  overspread, 

ST.   CECILIA     ii,  10,  n,6 
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With  Thy  rod  and  staff  supplied,  — 
This  my  guard,  and  that  my  guide. 

« 
4  Constant  to  my  latest  end, 

Thou  my  footsteps  shalt  attend, 

And  shalt  bid  Thy  hallowed  dome 

Yield  me  an  eternal  home. 

James  Merrick 
Joseph  Barnby 
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path-way,  worn  and    wea  •    ry,      Still    will    we      trust         in        God  1       A  -    MEN. 
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2  Our  eyes  see  dimly  till  by  faith  anointed, 

And  our  blind  choosing  brings  us  grief  and  pain  ; 
Through  Him  alone,  who  hath  our  way  appointed, 
We  find  our  peace  again. 

3  Choose  for  us,  God,  nor  let  our  weak  preferring 

Cheat  our  poor  souls  of  good  Thou  hast  designed ; 
Choose  for  us,  God  :  Thy  wisdom  is  unerring, 
And  we  are  fools  and  blind. 

4  Let  us  press  on :  in  patient  self-denial 

Accept  the  hardship,  shrink  not  from  the  loss; 
Our  guerdon  lies  beyond  the  hour  of  trial, 
Our  crown  beyond  the  cross. 

William  H.  Burtatfv 
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Call     Je  -  ho  -  vah      thy     sal  -  va  -  tion,     Rest  be  -  neath  th'Al-might-y's    shade; 
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In        His    se  -  cret    hab 


■=±L=i. 


?ii*iifi';*:t 


ta  -  tion  Dwell,  nor    ev    -   er       be      dis  -  mayed 
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There      no    tu  -  mult     can       a  •  larm   thee.  Thou  shalt  dread  no      hid  -  den  snare; 
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Guile    nor    vi   -   o   -  lence   can  harm  thee,   In        e  -  ter  -  nal  safe-guard  there.  A -men. 


2  From  the  sword,  at  noonday  wasting, 

From  the  noisome  pestilence. 
In  the  depth  of  midnight  blasting, 

God  shall  be  thy  sure  defence. 
Fear  not  thou  the  deadly  quiver, 

When  a  thousand  feel  the  blow : 
Mercy  shall  thy  soul  deliver, 

Though  ten  thousand  be  laid  low. 


3  Since,  with  pure  and  firm  affection, 
Thou  on  God  hast  set  thy  love, 
With  the  wings  of  His  protection 
He  will  shield  thee  from  above : 
Thou  shalt  call  on  Him  in  trouble, 

He  will  hearken,  He  will  save; 
Here,  for  grief  reward  thee  double, 
Crown  with  life  beyond  the  grave. 

YimM  Mootgootfy 
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1  God  is  love :  His  mercy  brightens 

All  the  path  in  which  we  rove ; 
Bliss  He  wakes,  and  woe  He  lightens: 

God  is  wisdom,  God  is  love. 
Chance  and  change  are  busy  ever : 

Man  decays,  and  ages  move; 
But  His  mercy  waneth  never : 

God  is  wisdom,  God  is  love. 


2  E'en  the  hour  that  darkest  seemeth, 

Will  His  changeless  goodness  prove; 
From  the  gloom  His  brightness  streameth : 

God  is  wisdom,  God  is  love. 
He  with  earthly  cares  entwineth 

Hope  and  comfort  from  above ; 
Everywhere  His  glory  shineth  : 

God  is  wisdom,  God  is  love. 

John  Bowring 
T.  R.  Matthews 
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God   is   my  strong  sal  -  va  -  tion :  What  foe  have  I     to    fear  ?     In  dark-ness  and  temp- 
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Firm       in      the     fight     I       stand:      What     ter  -  ror    can     con  -  found 
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With  God  at     my  right  hand  ?     A  -  men. 
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2  Place  on  the  Lord  reliance ; 

My  soul,  with  courage  wait : 
His  truth  be  thine  affiance 

When  faint  and  desolate. 
His  might  thy  heart  shall  strengthen, 

His  love  thy  joy  increase ; 
Mercy  thy  days  shall  lengthen : 

The  Lord  will  give  thee  peace. 


Trust  and  Confidence 

4OO    AD  LUCEM     10, 4,  D. 


s* 


mi 


PW 


N*P¥P 


■zist 


Joseph  Barnby 

4-r-H V 


X 


r*r 


2= 


1       1 

I        do     not     ask,     O    Ix>rd,  that    life    may     be  A    pleas  -  ant  road; 
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I        do      not      ask    that  Thou  wouldst  take  from    me        Aught    of        its      load ; 
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I        do       not     ask    that  flowers  should  al  -  ways  spring       Be   -  neath    my     feet: 
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I     know   too     well    the      poi    son  and   the  sting      Of  things    too  sweet.     Amen 
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2  For  one  thing  only,  Lord,  dear  Lord,  I  plead : 

Lead  me  aright, 
Though  strength  should  falter,  and  though  heart  should  bleed, 

Through  peace  to  light. 
I  do  not  ask,  O  Lord,  that  Thou  shouldst  shed 

Full  radiance  here ; 
Give  but  a  ray  of  peace,  that  I  may  tread 

Without  a  fear. 
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3  I  do  not  ask  my  cross  to  understand, 

My  way  to  see ; 
Better  in  darkness  just  to  feel  Thy  hand, 

And  follow  Thee. 
Joy  is  like  restless  day  ;  but  peace  divine, 

Like  quiet  night : 
Lead  me,  O  Lord,  till  perfect  day  shall  shine, 

Through  peace  to  light. 

Adelaide  A.  Procter 
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Thy     ten  -  der  Spir  -    it      stoops    to      bless,  Thy  will       is    done, —  A -men. 


But  oftener  on  the  wings  of  peace, 
And  girt  about  with  tenderness, 
Thou  comest,  and  all  troubles  cease : 
Thy  will  is  done. 

In  youthful  days,  when  joys  increase, 
In  light,  in  hope,  in  happiness, 
In  quiet  times  of  trustful  peace, 
Thy  will  is  done. 


4  And  when  the  burdened  heart  can  bring 
Its  sorrow  to  Thy  feet,  and  cling 

Till  hope  surpasses  sorrowing, 
Thy  will  is  done. 

5  Thy  will  is  pure,  O  Lord,  and  just, 
And  we,  frail  creatures  of  the  dust, 
Through  good  or  ill,  can  only  trust 

Thy  will  is  done. 

F.  Smith 
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cannot  always  trace  the  way                       3  When  mystery  clouds  my  darkened  path, 

Where  Thou,  Almighty  One,  dost  move ;  I  '11  check  my  dread,  my  doubts  reprove ; 

**ut  I  can  always,  always  say  In  this  my  soul  sweet  comfort  hath, 

That  God  is  love.  That  God  is  love. 


^hen  fear  her  chilling  mantle  throws 

O'er  earth,  my  soul  to  Heaven  above, 
As  to  her  native  home  upsprings, 
For  God  is  love. 


4  Yes,  God  is  love :  a  thought  like  this 
Can  every  gloomy  thought  remove, 
And  turn  all  tears,  all  woes,  to  bliss* 
For  God  \s  \ovfc. 


Trust  and  Confidence 

4-OQ    AVONDALE    cm. 


Josiah  Booth 


=&t=i 


There    is         a    lit    -     tie  lone  -  ly  fold,    Whose  flock  one  Shepherd      keeps, 
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Thro*  summer's  heat  and  win-ter's   cold,    With  eye  that  nev-er  sleeps.      A 
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2  By  evil  beast,  or  burning  sky, 
Or  damp  of  midnight  air, 
Not  one  in  all  that  flock  shall  die 
Beneath  that  Shepherd's  care. 


3  For  if,  unheeding  or  beguiled, 
In  danger's  path  they  roam, 
His  pity  follows  through  the  wild, 
And  guards  them  safely  home. 


4  O  gentle  Shepherd,  still  behold 
Thy  helpless  charge  in  me ; 
And  take  a  wanderer  to  Thy  fold, 
That  trembling  turns  to  Thee. 


Maria  G.  Sa&ry 
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i  We  bless  Thee  for  Thy  peace,  O  God,     3  That  peace  which  suffers  and  is  strong, 


Deep  as  the  unfathomed  sea, 
Which  falls  like  sunshine  on  the  road 
Of  those  who  trust  in  Thee. 

2  We  ask  not,  Father,  for  repose 
Which  comes  from  outward  rest, 
If  we  may  have  through  all  life's  woes 
Thy  peace  within  our  breast. 


Trusts  where  it  cannot  see, 
Deems  not  the  trial-way  too  long, 
But  leaves  the  end  with  Thee. 

4  That  peace  which  flows  serene  and  dee 
A  river  in  the  soul, 
Whose  banks  a  living  verdure  keep, 
God's  sunshine  o'er  the  whole. 


5  O  Father,  give  our  hearts  this  peace, 
Whatever  the  outward  be. 
Till  all  life's  discipline  shall  cease, 
And  we  go  home  to  Thee. 


Fruits  of  the  Spirit 
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O      Lord,  how  hap  -  py       is        the  time  When  in     Thy    love      I         rest,  — 
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The    night    of     sor  -  row    end  -  eth  there,    Thy     rays    out-shine    the     sun,    And 
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Let  the  world  call  itself  my  foe, 

Or  let  the  world  allure  : 
I  care  not  for  the  world,  —  I  go 

To  this  tried  friend  and  sure. 
And  when  life's  fiercest  storms  are  sent 

Upon  life's  wildest  sea, 
My  little  bark  is  confident 

Because  it  holds  bv  Thee. 


3  I  do  not  fear  the  wilderness 

Where  Thou  hast  been  before ; 
Nay,  rather  would  I  daily  press 

After  Thee,  near  Thee,  more ! 
Thou  art  my  strength :  on  Thee  I  lean ; 

My  heart  Thou  makest  sing; 
And  to  Thy  pastures  green  at  length 

Thy  chosen  flock  wilt  bring. 
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O       Je    -   su,      ev    -    er      pres  -  ent,  O    Shep  -  herd,  ev    -   er     kind, 
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It         woke    my    wondering    child  •  hood 
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It    drew  my  hard  -  er        man^  -     hood   With  cords  of  might  -y     love. 
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2  How  oft  to  sure  destruction 

My  feet  had  gone  astray, 
Wert  Thou  not,  patient  Shepherd, 

The  guardian  of  my  way ! 
How  oft,  in  darkness  fallen, 

And  wounded  sore  by  sin, 
Thy  hand  has  gently  raised  me, 

And  healing  balms  poured  in  ! 
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3  O  Shepherd  Good,  I  follow 

Wherever  Thou  wilt  lead ; 
No  matter  where  the  pasture, 

With  Thee  at  hand  to  feed ! 
Thy  voice,  in  life  so  mighty, 

In  death  shall  make  me  bold; 
O,  bring  my  ransomed  spirit 

To  Thine  eternal  fold  ! 
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Sing  your    Sav  -  iour's  wor  -  thy  praise,   Glo-rious   in      His  works  and  ways. 
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2  We  are  travelling  home  to  God, 
In  the  way  the  fathers  trod: 
They  are  happy  now ;  and  we 
Soon  their  happiness  shall  see. 

3  Shout,  ye  little  flock,  and  blest, 
You  on  Jesus'  throne  shall  rest ; 
There  your  seat  is  now  prepared, 
There  your  kingdom  and  reward. 


r 

4  Lift  your  eyes,  ye  sons  of  Light, 
Zion  s  city  is  in  sight ; 

There  our  endless  home  shall  be, 
There  our  Lord  we  soon  shall  see. 

5  Fear  not,  brethren ;  joyful  stand 
On  the  borders  of  your  land  : 
Jesus  Christ,  your  Father's  Son, 
Bids  you  undismayed  go  on. 


6  Lord,  obediently  we  go, 
Gladly  leaving  all  below; 
Only  Thou  our  leader  be, 
Ana  we  still  will  follow  Thee. 


John  Cennick 
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2  How  many  hearts  Thou  mightst  have  had 

More  innocent  than  mine ! 
How  many  souls  more  worthy  far 
Of  that  sweet  touch  of  Thine ! 

3  Ah,  grace !  into  unlikeliest  hearts 

It  is  thy  boast  to  come, 
The  glory  of  thy  light  to  find 
In  darkest  spots  a  home. 


4  The  crowd  of  cares,  the  weightiest  cross, 

Seem  trifles  less  than  light,  — 
Earth  looks  so  little  and  so  low 
When  faith  shines  full  and  bright 

5  O,  happy,  happy  that  I  am ! 

If  thou  canst  be,  O  faith, 
The  treasure  that  thou  art  in  life, 
What  wilt  thou  be  in  death ! 

Frederick  W.  Faber 
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i   How  sweet  the  name  of  Jesus  sounds 
In  a  believer's  ear ! 
It  soothes  his  sorrows,  heals  his  wounds, 
And  drives  away  his  fear. 

2  It  makes  the  wounded  spirit  whole, 

And  calms  the  troubled  breast ; 
'T  is  manna  to  the  hungry  soul, 
And  to  the  weary,  rest. 

3  Dear  name,  the  rock  on  which  I  build, 

My  shield  and  hiding-place, 
My  never-failing  treasury,  filled 
With  boundless  stores  of  grace  ! 


4  Jesus,  my  Shepherd,  Husband,  Friend: 

My  Prophet,  Priest,  and  King: 
My  Lord,  my  Life,  my  Way,  my  End- 
Accept  the  praise  I  bring. 

5  Weak  is  the  effort  of  my  heart, 

And  cold  my  warmest  thought; 
But  when  I  see  Thee  as  Thou  art, 
I  '11  praise  Thee  as  I  ought. 

6  Till  then,  I  would  Thy  love  proclaim 

With  everj'  fleeting  breath ; 
And  may  the  music  of  Thy  name 
Refresh  my  soul  in  death  ! 

John  Newtoo 
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i  My  God,  I  do  not  flee  from  Thee, 
Although  Thou  awful  art ; 
Thy  glories,  Lord,  oppress  not  me, 
Nor  make  afraid  my  heart 

2  Father,  Redeemer,  Quickener,  mine, 
What  joy  Thy  glories  yield  ! 
That  majesty,  that  might  of  Thine, 
I  count  my  Sun  and  Shield. 
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I  My  God,  in  memory's  fondest  place 
I  shrine  those  seasons  sad, 
When,  looking  up,  I  saw  Thy  face 
In  kind  austereness  clad. 


3  My  weakness  Thy  dear  succor  gains ; 

That  weakness,  Lord,  I  love  : 
Yes,  sweet  the  frailty  that  constrains 
My  soul  to  look  above. 

4  O,  if  I  find  mine  earthly  rest 

In  Thee,  my  glorious  God, 
How  will  Thy  glory  make  me  blest 
In  Thine  own  bright  abode ! 

Thomas  H.  Gill 


2  I  would  not  miss  one  sigh  or  tear, 
Heart-pang,  or  throbbing  brow ; 
Sweet  was  the  chastisement  severe, 
And  sweet  its  memory  now. 


3  Let  such  Thy  tender  force  be  still, 
When  self  would  swerve  or  stray, 
Shaping  to  truth  the  froward  will 
Along  Thy  narrow  way. 
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though  by  His  free  ways  with  us    Our  earn  -  est  -  ness     to  prove.     A   -  men. 
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2  His  sacred  name  a  common  word 
On  earth  He  loves  to  hear; 
There  is  no  majesty  in  Him 
Which  love  may  not  come  near. 


3  The  liffht  of  love  is  round  His  feet, 
His  paths  are  never  dim : 
And  He  comes  nigh  to  us  when  we 
Dare  not  come  nigh  to  Him. 


4  Let  us  be  simple  with  Him.  then, 
Not  backward,  stiff,  or  cold, 
As  though  our  Bethlehem  could  be 
What  Sinai  was  of  old. 

FredeneVVJ.  Yibet 
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2  Alone  with  Thee,  amid  the  mystic  shadows, 

The  solemn  hush  of  Nature  newly  born ; 
Alone  with  Thee  in  breathless  adoration. 
In  the  calm  dew  and  freshness  of  the  morn. 

3  As  in  the  dawning,  o'er  the  waveless  ocean, 

The  image  of  the  morning  star  doth  rest, 
So  in  this  stillness  Thou  beholdest  onlv 
Thine  image  in  the  waters  of  my  breast. 

4  Still,  still  with  Thee  !     As  to  each  new-born  morning 

A  fresh  and  solemn  splendor  still  is  given. 
So  doth  this  blessed  consciousness,  awaking, 

Breathe,  each  day,  nearness  unto  Thee  and  Heaven. 

5  When  sinks  the  soul,  subdued  by  toil,  to  slumber, 

Its  closing  eye  looks  up  to  Thee  in  prayer, 
Sweet  the  repose  beneath  Thy  wings  o'ershading, 
But  sweeter  still,  to  wake  and  find  Thee  there. 

6  So  shall  it  be  at  last,  in  that  bright  morning, 

When  the  soul  waketh,  and  life's  shadows  flee ; 
O,  in  that  hour,  fairer  than  daylight  dawning, 
Shall  rise  the  glorious  thought :  I  am  with  Thee ! 
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2  Source  and  Giver  of  repose, 
Singly  from  Thy  smile  it  flows ; 
Peace  and  happiness  are  Thine, — 
Mine  they  are,  if  Thou  art  mine. 

Augustas  M.  Toplady 
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2  Far,  far  beneath,  the  noise  of  tempests  dieth, 

And  silver  waves  chime  ever  peacefully, 

And  no  rude  storm,  how  fierce  soe'er  it  flieth, 

Disturbs  the  Sabbath  of  that  deeper  sea. 

3  So  to  the  heart  that  knows  Thy  love,  O  Purest, 

There  is  a  temple,  sacred  evermore, 
And  all  the  babble  of  life's  angry  voices 
Dies  in  hushed  stillness  at  its  peaceful  door. 

4  Far,  far  away,  the  roar  of  passion  dieth, 

And  loving  thoughts  rise  calm  and  peacefully, 
And  no  rude  storm,  how  fierce  soe'er  it  flieth, 
Disturbs  the  soul  that  dwells,  O  Lord,  in  Thee. 

5  O  Rest  of  rests  !  O  Peace,  serene,  eternal ! 

Thou  ever  livest,  and  Thou  changest  never ; 
And  in  the  secret  of  Thy  presence  dwelleth 
Fulness  of  joy  forever  and  forever. 

Harriet  Beecher  Stowe 
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2  I  thank  Thee,  Uncreated  Sun, 

That  Thy  bright  beams  on  me  have  shined ; 
I  thank  Thee,  who  hast  overthrown 

My  foes,  and  healed  my  wounded  mind; 
I  thank  Thee,  whose  enlivening  voice 
Bids  my  freed  heart  in  Thee  rejoice. 

3  Uphold  me  in  the  doubtful  race, 

Nor  suffer  me  again  to  stray  ; 
Strengthen  my  feet,  with  steady  pace 

Still  to  press  forward  in  Thy  way ; 
That  all  my  powers,  with  all  their  might, 
In  Thy  sole  glory  may  unite. 

4  Thee  will  I  love,  my  Joy,  my  Crown ; 

Thee  will  I  love,  my  Lord,  my  God ; 
Thee  will  I  love,  beneath  Thy  frown 

Or  smile,  Thy  sceptre  or  Thy  rod ; 
What  though  my  flesh  and  heart  decay, 
Thee  shall  I  love  in  endless  day. 

Johann  Scheffot 
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2  Abide  in  me ;  o'ershadow  by  Thy  love 

Each  half-formed  purpose  and  dark  thought  of  sin ; 
Quench,  ere  it  rise,  each  selfish,  low  desire, 
And  keep  my  soul  as  Thine,  calm  and  divine. 

3  As  some  rare  perfume  in  a  vase  of  clay 

Pervades  it  with  a  fragrance  not  its  own,  — 
So,  when  thou  dwellest  in  a  mortal  soul, 
All  Heaven's  own  sweetness  seems  around  it  thrown. 

4  The  soul  alone,  like  a  neglected  harp, 

Grows  out  of  tune,  and  needs  that  hand  divine : 
Dwell  Thou  within  it,  tune  and  touch  the  chords 
Till  every  note  and  string  shall  answer  Thine. 

5  Abide  in  me  :  there  have  been  moments  pure 

When  I  have  seen  Thy  face,  and  felt  Thy  power ; 
Then  evil  lost  its  grasp,  and  passion,  hushed. 
Owned  the  divine  enchantment  of  the  hour. 
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6  These  were  but  seasons  beautiful  and  rare : 
Abide  in  me,  and  they  shall  ever  be ; 
I  pray  Thee  now  fulfil  my  earnest  prayer : 
Come  and  abide  in  me,  and  I  in  Thee. 

Harriet  Beecher  Stowc 
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1  Quiet  from  God  !  how  blessed  't  is  to  keep 

This  treasure,  the  Ail-merciful  hath  given ; 
To  feel,  when  we  awake  and  when  we  sleep, 
Its  incense  round  us,  like  a  breath  from  Heaven ; 

2  To  sojourn  in  the  world,  and  yet  apart ; 

To  dwell  with  God,  yet  still  with  man  to  feel ; 
To  bear  about  forever  in  the  heart 
The  gladness  which  His  spirit  doth  reveal ! 

3  Who  shall  make  trouble,  then  ?     Not  evil  minds 

Which,  like  a  shadow,  o'er  creation  lower : 
The  soul  which  peace  hath  thus  attuned  finds 
How  strong  within  doth  reign  the  Calmer's  power. 

4  What  shall  make  trouble  ?     Not  slow  wasting  pain, 

Nor  e'en  the  impending  certain  stroke  of  death  ; 
These  do  but  wear  away,  then  break,  the  chain 
Which  bound  the  spirit  down  to  things  beneath. 

Sarah  J.  Williams 
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3  He  to  the  lowly  soul 
Doth  still  Himself  impart, 

And  for  His  dwelling  and  His  throne 
Chooseth  the  pure  in  heart. 


2  The  Lord,  who  left  the  heavens, 
Our  life  and  peace  to  bring, 

To  dwell  in  lowliness  with  men, 
Their  pattern  and  their  King,  — 


4  Lord,  we  Thy  presence  seek ; 

May  ours  this  blessing  be : 
Give  us  a  pure  and  lowly  heart, 

A  temple  meet  for  Thee. 
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2  Whatc'er  may  change,  in  Him  no  change  is  seen ; 
A  glorious  Sun,  that  wanes  not,  nor  declines ; 
Above  the  clouds  and  storms  He  walks  serene, 
And  on  His  people's  inward  darkness  shines. 
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All  may  depart,  —  I  fret  not,  nor  repine, 
While  I  my  Saviour's  am,  while  He  is  mine. 

3  While  here,  alas !  I  know  but  half  His  love, 
But  half  discern  Him,  and  but  half  adore ; 
But  when  I  meet  Him  in  the  realms  above, 
I  hope  to  love  Him  better,  praise  Him  more, 
And  feel  and  tell,  amid  the  choir  divine, 
How  fully  I  am  His,  and  He  is  mine. 

Quarles  and  Lyte 
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2  Doth  sickness  fill  the  heart  with  fear,  — 
*T  is  sweet  to  know  that  Thou  art  near; 
Am  I  with  dread  of  justice  tried,  — 
'T  is  sweet  to  feel  that  Christ  hath  died. 


3  In  life,  Thy  promises  of  aid 
Forbid  my  heart  to  be  afraid ; 
In  death,  peace  gently  veils  the  eyes : 
Christ  rose,  and  I  shall  surely  rise. 


4  O,  all-sufficient  Saviour,  be 
This  all-sufficiencv  to  me  ; 
Nor  pain,  nor  sin,  nor  death  can  harm 
The  weakest,  shielded  by  Thine  arm. 


Jamet  EAtuuftab 
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Je    -  sus,    these  eyes   have    nev  •  er    seen  That    ra  -  diant  form  of    Thine  ;  The 
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veil     of     sense  hangs  dark    be  -  tween   Thy  bless  •  ed     face    and    mine.      A  -  men. 
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2  I  see  Thee  not,  I  hear  Thee  not, 
Yet  art  Thou  oft  with  me ; 
And  earth  hath  ne'er  so  dear  a  spot 
As  where  I  meet  with  Thee. 
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4  Yet  though  I  have  not  seen,  and  still 
Must  rest  in  faith  alone, 
I  love  Thee,  dearest  Lord,  and  will, 
Unseen,  but  not  unknown. 


3  Like  some  bright  dream  that  comes  un-      5  When  death  these  mortal  eyes  shall  seal, 


When  slumbers  o'er  me  roll,        [sought 
Thine  image  ever  fills  my  thought, 
And  charms  my  ravished  soul. 
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And  still  this  throbbing  heart, 
The  rending  veil  shall  Thee  reveal 
All  glorious  as  Thou  art ! 

Ray  Palmer 
From  Rippon's  Col. 


My  God,  the  spring  of      all      my     joys,    The   life      of 
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2  In  darkest  shades  if  He  appear. 
My  dawning  is  begun  : 
He  is  my  soul's  sweet  morning  star. 
And  He  my  rising  sun. 


3  The  opening  heavens  around  me  shine 
With  beams  of  sacred  bliss, 
While  Jesus  shows  His  heart  is  mine. 
And  whispers,  I  am  His ! 

Isaac  Watts 


Fruits   of  the   Spirit 

1   I  m  not  ashamed  to  own  my  Lord, 
Or  to  defend  His  cause, 
Maintain  the  honor  of  His  word, 
The  glory  of  His  cross. 


2  Jesus  my  God,  I  know  His  name,  — 
His  name  is  all  my  trust; 
Nor  will  He  put  my  soul  to  shame, 
Nor  let  my  hope  be  lost. 


3  Firm  as  His  throne  His  promise  stands, 
And  He  can  well  secure 
What  I  Ve  committed  to  His  hands, 
Till  the  decisive  hour. 

Isaac  Watts 


431     WENT  WORTH    8,4.6 


1. 


F.  C.  Maker 


fcptfffp^ 


4-  J    u-fT 

ffrr- 


My  God.    I  thank  Thee,  who  hast  made  The  earth  so     bright.     So     full  of  splendor  and  of  joy, 
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Beau  -  ty      and    light ;    So      ma     ny    glo  -  rious  things  are  here,   No  -  ble    and  right.      A-men. 

■    -     ■     ■     ■   ■*    p  ^ 


-& 


i#] 


thank  Thee,  too,  that  Thou  hast  made 

Joy  to  abound ; 
>  many  gentle  thoughts  and  deeds 

Circling  us  round ; 
\at  in  the  darkest  spot  of  earth 

Some  love  is  found. 

ank  Thee  more  that  all  my  joy 

Is  touched  with  pain ; 
t  shadows  fall  on  brightest  hours, 

That  thorns  remain  ; 
at  earth's  bliss  may  be  my  guide, 

And  not  my  chain. 
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4  For  Thou,  who  knowest,  Lord,  how  soon 

Our  weak  heart  clings, 
Hast  given  us  joys  tender  and  true, 

Yet  all  with  wings, 
So  that  we  see,  gleaming  on  high, 

Diviner  things. 

5  I  thank  Thee,  Lord,  that  Thou  hast  kept 

The  best  in  store ; 
I  have  enough,  yet  not  too  much 

To  long  for  more : 
A  yearning  for  a  deeper  peace 

Not  known  before. 


6  I  thank  Thee,  Lord,  that  here  our  souls, 
Though  amply  blest, 
Can  never  find,  although  they  seek, 

A  perfect  rest ; 
Nor  ever  shall,  until  they  lean 
On  Jesus'  breast. 
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A  German  Melody 


Come,  dear-est   Lord,  de  -  scend,  and  dwell   By  faith  and  love  in      ev 


ery  breast; 
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Then  shall  we  know  and  taste  and  feel    The  joys  that  can  -  not   be    expressed.    A-MEN. 
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2  Come,  fill  our  hearts  with  inward  strength, 
Make  our  enlarged  souls  possess 

And  learn  the  height  and  breadth  and  length 
Of  Thine  unmeasurable  grace. 

3  Now  to  the  God  whose  power  can  do 
More  than  our  thoughts  or  wishes  know, 
Be  everlasting  honors  done 

By  all  the  Church,  through  Christ  His  Son. 

Isaac  Watts 
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i  Jesus,  the  calm  that  fills  my  breast 

No  other  heart  than  Thine  can  give : 
This  peace  unstirred,  this  joy  of  rest, 
None  but  Thy  loved  ones  can  receive. 

2  My  weary  soul  has  found  a  charm 
That  turns  to  blessedness  mv  woe ; 
Within  the  shelter  of  Thine  arm 
I  rest  secure  from  storm  and  foe. 


3  I  n  desert  waste  I  feel  no  dread, 

Fearless  I  walk  the  trackless  sea ; 
I  care  not  where  my  way  is  led, 
Since  all  my  life  is  life  with  Thee. 


4  O  Christ,  through  changeful  years  my 
My  Comforter  in  sorrow's  night, 
My  Friend,  when  friendless,  still  abider 
My  Lord,  my  Counsellor,  my  Light. 


id< 


5  My  time,  my  powers,  I  give  to  Thee ; 
My  inmost  soul  'tis  Thine  to  move ; 
I  wait  for  Thy  eternity, 

I  wait  in  peace,  in  praise,  in  love. 

Frank  Mason  North 


J-34     BOYLSTON 


Fruits   of  the   Spirit 


S.  At  • 


"4--^- 


My      soul,  re  -  peat       His   praise,     Whose  mer-ciesare 

J- 


3 


0? 

! 
SO 


Lowell  Mason 


-<^- 


"zy 


-j. 


I 


great,      Whose 


«H 


■&L 


p 


t- 


^ 


i 

an  -  ger    is 


r 


so  slow  to    rise, 


So 


r 


* 


-  ~<SJ 


rr 


^hpj 


^ 


* 


I 


r 


^t=^f 


l^gJFf=^ 


read  -  y       to 


£2- 


i 


bate. 


A-  MEN. 


t 


i 


I 


2  High  as  the  heavens  are  raised 
Above  the  ground  we  tread, 

So  far  the  riches  of  His  grace 
Our  highest  thoughts  exceed. 

3  His  power  subdues  our  sins, 
And  His  forgiving  love, 

Far  as  the  east  is  from  the  west, 
Doth  all  our  guilt  remove. 


4  The  pity  of  the  Lord, 

To  those  that  fear  His  name. 
Is  such  as  tender  parents  feel : 
He  knows  our  feeble  frame. 

5  Our  days  are  as  the  grass, 
Or  like  the  morning  flower : 

If  one  sharp  blast  sweep  o'er  the  field, 
It  withers  in  an  hour. 


6  But  Thy  compassions,  Lord, 
To  endless  years  endure  ; 

And  children's  children  ever  find 
Thy  words  of  promise  sure. 


rOD     s.  M. 

1  Blest  be  the  tie  that  binds 
Our  hearts  in  Christian  love: 

The  fellowship  of  kindred  minds 
Is  like  to  that  above. 

2  Before  our  Father's  throne 
We  pour  our  ardent  prayers ; 

Our  fears,  our  hopes,  our  aims,  are  one, 
Our  comforts  and  our  cares. 

3  We  share  our  mutual  woes. 
Our  mutual  burdens  bear  ; 

And  often  for  each  other  flows 
The  sympathizing  tear. 


Isaac  Watts 


4  When  we  asunder  part, 
It  gives  us  inward  pain ; 

But  we  shall  still  be  joined  in  heart, 
And  hope  to  meet  again. 

5  This  glorious  hope  revives 
Our  courage  by  the  way ; 

While  each  in  expectation  lives, 
And  longs  to  see  the  day. 

6  From  sorrow,  toil,  and  pain, 
And  sin,  we  shall  be  free, 

And  perfect  love  and  friendship  reign 
Through  all  eternity. 

John 
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When  all      Thy    mer  -  cies,    O 


my  God,      My     ris    -    ing  soul     sur  -  veys, 
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Trans-port  -  ed  with   the    view,   I'm  lost 
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won  -  der,  love,  and  praise.     A  -  men. 
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2  Unnumbered  comforts  to  my  soul 

Thy  tender  care  bestowed, 
Before  my  infant  heart  conceived 
From  whence  those  comforts  flowed. 

3  When  worn  with  sickness,  oft  hast  Thou 

With  health  renewed  my  face ; 
And  when  in  sins  and  sorrows  sunk, 
Revived  my  soul  with  grace. 


4  Ten  thousand  thousand  precious  gifts 

My  daily  thanks  employ ; 
Nor  is  the  least  a  cheerful  heart 
That  tastes  those  gifts  with  joy. 

5  Through  every  period  of  my  life 

Thy  goodness  I  '11  pursue ; 
And  after  death,  in  distant  worlds, 
The  glorious  theme  renew. 


6  Through  all  eternity  to  Thee 
A  joyful  song  I  '11  raise  ; 
For  O,  eternity  's  too  short 
To  utter  all  Thy  praise. 

Joseph  Addison 
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1  Give  me  the  wings  of  faith,  to  rise 

Within  the  veil,  and  see 
The  saints  above,  how  great  their  joys  I 
How  bright  their  glories  be ! 

2  Once  they  were  mourning  here  below, 

And  wet  their  couch  with  tears ; 
They  wrestled  hard,  as  we  do  now, 
With  sins  and  doubts  and  fears. 


3  I  asked  them  whence  their  victory  came: 

They,  with  united  breath, 
Ascribe  their  conquest  to  the  Lamb, 
Their  triumph  to  His  death. 

4  They  marked  the  footsteps  that  He  trod. 

His  zeal  inspired  their  breast; 
And,  following  their  incarnate  God, 
Possess  the  promised  rest 


5  Our  glorious  Leader  claims  our  praise, 
For  His  own  pattern  given, 
While  the  long  cloud  of  witnesses 
Show  the  same  path  to  Heaven 

Isaac  Watts 
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i  I  know  that  my  Redeemer  lives, 
And  ever  prays  for  me : 
A  token  of  His  love  He  gives, 
A  pledge  of  liberty. 

2  I  find  Him  lifting  up  my  head ; 
He  brings  salvation  near ; 
His  presence  makes  me  free  indeed, 
And  He  will  soon  appear. 


3  He  wills  that  I  should  holy  be : 

What  can  withstand  His  will  ? 
The  counsel  of  His  grace  in  me, 
He  surely  shall  fulfil. 

4  Jesus,  I  hang  upon  Thy  word : 

I  steadfastly  believe 
Thou  wilt  return,  and  claim  me,  Lord, 
And  to  Thyself  receive. 


5  When  God  is  mine,  and  I  am  His, 
Of  Paradise  possessed, 
1  taste  unutterable  bliss 
And  everlasting  rest. 

Charles  Wesley 
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Thou,    O       my      Je    •    sus,  Thou    didst    me      Up  -    on      the    cross    em  -   brace ; 
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For        me  didst  bear  the    nails  and  spear,  And  man  -  i  -  fold  dis  -  grace.     A-MEN. 
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^  And  griefs  and  torments  numberless, 
And  sweat  of  agony, 
And  death  itself,  —  and  all  for  one 
Who  was  Thine  enemy ! 

3  Then  why,  O  blessed  Jesus  Christ, 
Should  I  not  love  Thee  well  ? 
Not  for  the  sake  of  winning  Heaven, 
Or  of  escaping  hell ; 


4  Not  with  the  hope  of  gaining  aught; 

Not  seeking  a  reward  : 
But  as  Thyself  hast  loved  me, 
O  ever-loving  Lord, 

5  E'en  so  I  love  Thee,  and  will  love, 

And  in  Thy  praise  will  sing; 
Solely  because  Thou  art  my  God 
And  my  eternal  King. 
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On  Thee  we  cast  each  earth-born  care :  We  smile  at  pain  while  Thou  art  near.       A  -  MEN. 


2  Though  long  the  weary  way  we  tread,  3  When  drooping  pleasure  turns  to  grief, 

And  sorrow  crown  each  lingering  year,  And  trembling  faith  is  changed  to  fear, 

No  path  we  shun,  no  darkness  dread,  The  murmuring  wind,  the  quivering  leaf, 

Our  hearts  still  whispering,  Thou  art  near.  Shall  softly  tell  us,  Thou  art  near. 

4  On  Thee  we  fling  our  burdening  woe, 
O  Love  Divine,  forever  dear, 
Content  to  suffer,  while  we  know, 
Living  and  dying,  Thou  art  near. 

Oliver  Wendell  Holmes 
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Through     all  this  life's   e  -  vent  -  f ul     road,  Fain   would  I     walk     with   Thee,  my   God. 


-J- 


1      1 


g&£:.     «— 7ft-—  -~ 


-j-  J- 


-&- 


V 


mm 


sJ-  -*  .g...  J- 


>X=E 


•1— F— 


-**-• 


J 


H- 


1 


%"- 


±=u 


-& — 


I 


5^- 


P*3e 
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2  Each  blessing  would  I  trace  to  Thee, 
In  every  grief  Thy  mercy  see  ; 
And  through  the  paths  of  duty  move, 
Conscious  of  Thine  encircling  love. 
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3  And  when  the  angel  Death  stands  by, 
Be  this  my  strength,  that  Thou  art  nigh ; 
And  this  my  joy,  that  I  shall  be 
With  Thee  and  those  who  dwell  with  Thee. 

William  Gasket! 
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Edward  J.  Hopkins 
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God      the    Lord   has    heard  our  prayer,   God     has     light  -  ened    all      our      care ; 
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His    glo  -  rious  throne    on    high        Rose   His    chil  -  dren's  mournful      cry ; 


i_-L 


I 


* 


f 


^^ 


t 


* 


I 


* 


Ji_tJ 


Al  -  le    -   lu  -  ia!   prais  -  es    sing       To      our      Fa-ther    and   our  King.         Amen. 


2  Helpless,  Lord,  Thy  face  we  sought,  — 
Thou  hast  our  deliverance  wrought; 
God,  who  gave  us  faith  to  pray, 
Gives  us  thankful  hearts  to-day : 
Alleluia,  Lord,  to  Thee 
Sing  we,  though  unworthily. 


3  Now  the  night  of  grief  is  gone, 
Now  with  joy  breaks  forth  the  morn ; 
Trust  in  God,  if  ye  would  prove 
All  the  riches  of  His  love : 

Alleluia '  praise  the  Lord, 

Trust  His  love,  and  plead  His  word. 


4  Praise  to  God,  who  heard  our  cry  ; 
Praise  to  Christ,  who  pleads  on  high  ; 
And  the  Holy  Ghost,  who  gave 
Strength  our  Father's  help  to  crave : 
Alleluia,  glory  be 
To  the  Blessed  Trinity  \ 
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O,     may    His    love,    im  -  mor  -  tal   flame,  Tune    ev  -  ery  heart  and  tongue  I  A  -  men. 
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2  His  love,  what  mortal  thought  can  reach  ! 
What  mortal  tongue  display ! 
Imagination's  utmost  stretch 
In  wonder  dies  away. 


3  Dear  Lord,  while  we,  adoring,  pay 
Our  humble  thanks  to  Thee, 
May  every  heart  with  rapture  say, 
The  Saviour  died  for  me ! 


4  O,  may  the  sweet,  the  blissful  theme 
Fill  every  heart  and  tongue, 
Till  strangers  love  Thy  charming  name, 
And  join  the  sacred  song ! 

Anne  Steele 
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up,    and   bless  the   Lord      your      God,  With  heart        and    soul    and      voice.  A-men. 
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2  Though  high  above  all  praise, 
Above  all  blessing  high, 

Who  would  not  fear  His  holy  name, 
And  laud  and  magnify  ? 

3  O,  for  the  living  flame 
From  His  own  altar  brought, 

To  touch  our  lips,  our  minds  inspire, 
And  wing  to  Heaven  our  thought ! 


4  There,  with  benign  regard, 
Our  hymns  He  deigns  to  hear ; 

Though  unrevealed  to  mortal  sense, 
The  spirit  feels  Him  near. 

5  God  is  our  strength  and  song, 
And  His  salvation  ours; 

Then  be  His  love  in  Christ  proclaimed 
With  all  our  ransomed  powers. 


6  Stand  up,  and  bless  the  Lord, 

The  Lord  your  God  adore : 
Stand  up,  and  bless  His  glorious  name 

Henceforth  for  evermore. 

James  Montgomery 
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Now  to     the    Lord    a       no  -  ble     song  1  A  -  wake,  my  soul,     a 


wake,  my  tongue ! 
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Ho-san  -  na   to   th'e  -  ter-nal  Name,  And  all   His  boundless  love  proclaim !     A  -  men. 
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2  See  where  it  shines  in  Jesus'  face, 
The  brightest  image  of  His  grace; 
God,  in  the  person  of  His  Son, 

Has  all  His  mightiest  works  outdone. 

3  The  spacious  earth,  and  spreading  flood, 
Proclaim  the  wise,  the  powerful  God : 
And  Thy  rich  glories  from  afar 
Sparkle  in  every  rolling  star. 
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4  But  in  His  looks  a  glory  stands, 
The  noblest  labor  of  Thine  hands : 
The  pleasing  lustre  of  His  eyes 
Outshines  the  wonders  of  the  skies. 

5  Grace  !  *t  is  a  sweet,  a  charming  theme ; 
My  thoughts  rejoice  at  Jesus'  name ! 
Ye  angels,  dwell  upon  the  sound ; 

Ye  heavens,  reflect  it  to  the  ground ' 


6  O,  may  I  reach  that  happy  place 
Where  He  unveils  His  lovely  face, 
Where  all  His  beauties  you  behold, 
And  sing  His  name  to  harps  oi  co\d\ 
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and  strengthened  and      up  -  held      by      Thee. 
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2  We  are  of  Thee,  the  children  of  Thy  love, 

The  brothers  of  Thy  well-beloved  Son ; 
Descend,  O  Holy  Spirit,  like  a  dove 

Into  our  hearts,  that  we  may  be  as  one,  — 
As  one  with  Thee,  to  whom  we  ever  tend ; 
As  one  with  Him,  our  Iirother  and  our  Friend. 

3  We  would  be  one  in  hatred  of  all  wrong, 

One  in  our  love  of  all  things  sweet  and  fair; 
One  with  the  joy  that  breaketh  into  song, 

One  with  the  grief  that  trembles  into  prayer; 
One  in  the  power  that  makes  Thy  children  free 
To  follow  truth,  and  thus  to  follow  Thee. 

4  O,  clothe  us  with  Thy  heavenly  armor,  Lord, 

Thy  trusty  shield.  Thy  sword  of  love  divine. 
Our  inspiration  be  Thy  constant  word ; 

We  ask  no  victories  that  are  not  Thine. 
(jive  or  withhold,  let  pain  or  pleasure  be ; 
Enough  to  know  that  we  arc  serving  Thee. 


ytat'tr. 


Fruits  of  the   Spirit 

.7    CRUGER     p.  m.  Attributed  to  Johann  Criiger 


Now   thank  we       all        our    God,  With      heart  and  hand    and      voi   -   ces, 
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Who    won-drous  things  hath  done,       In  whom  His     world      re     -    joi 
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Who    from       our     moth  -  er's  arms         Hath  blessed  us 
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With     count  -  less   gifts      of     love, 
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And    still      is      ours      to 
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A-MEN. 
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O,  may  this  bounteous  God 

Through  all  our  life  be  near  us, 
With  ever  joyful  hearts 

And  blessed  peace  to  cheer  us  ; 
And  keep  us  in  His  grace, 

And  guide  us  when  perplexed, 
And  free  us  from  all  ills 

In  this  world  and  the  next. 


3  All  praise  and  thanks  to  God 

The  Father,  now  be  given, 
The  Son,  and  Him  who  reigns 

With  them  in  highest  Heaven, 
The  one  eternal  God, 

Whom  earth  and  Heaven  adore; 
For  thus  it  was,  is  now% 

And  s\\a\\  be  tverrcvoTt. 
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In       the  Cross     of  Christ       I      glo-ry:      Tower -ing  o>r      the    wrecks  of    time. 
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All    the  light    of     sa  -    cred  sto-ry       Gath-ers  round  its  head  sub  -  lime.    A  -  men. 
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2  When  the  woes  of  life  o'ertake  me, 

Hopes  deceive,  and  fears  annoy, 
Never  shall  the  cross  forsake  me ; 
Lo,  it  glows  with  peace  and  joy. 

3  When  the  sun  of  bliss  is  beaming 

Light  and  love  upon  my  way, 
From  the  cross  the  radiance  streaming 
Adds  new  lustre  to  the  day. 
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4  Bane  and  blessing,  pain  and  pleasure, 

By  the  cross  are  sanctified ; 
Peace  is  there  that  knows  no  measure, 
Joys  that  through  all  time  abide. 

5  In  the  cross  of  Christ  I  glory : 

Towering  o'er  the  wrecks  of  time, 
All  the  light  of  sacred  story 
Gathers  round  its  head  sublime. 

John  Bowiing 

William  Gardiner, 
an*,  by  Lowell  Maso 
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Still  let    our     hal-lowed  al  -  tars    burn  With  faith's  un-dy  -    ing    flame 
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2  Not  by  the  lightning-gleams  of  wrath 

Our  souls  Thy  face  shall  see  ; 
The  star  of  love  must  light  the  path 
That  leads  to  Heaven  and  Thee. 

3  Help  us  to  read  our  Master's  will 

Through  every  darkening  stain 
That  clouds  His  sacred  image  still, 
And  see  Him  once  again, 


4  The  brother  man,  the  pitying  friend, 

Who  weeps  for  human  woes. 
Whose  pleading  words  of  pardon  blend 
With  cries  of  raging  foes. 

5  If  'mid  the  gathering  storms  of  doubt. 

Our  hearts  grow  faint  and  cold. 
The  strength  we  cannot  live  without, 
Thv  love  will  not  withhold. 


6  Our  prayers  accept ;  our  sins  forgive ; 

Our  youthful  zeal  renew ; 

Shape  for  us  holier  lives  to  live, 

And  nobler  work  to  do. 

Oliver  Wendell  Holmes 
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When  the  day    of      toil       is      done,     When    the     race      of        life       is        run. 
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Fa  -  ther,    grant  Thy    wea  -  ried      one 


When  the  strife  of  sin  is  stilled, 
When  the  foe  within  is  killed, 
Be  Thy  gracious  word  fulfilled, 
Peace  for  evermore ! 

When  the  darkness  melts  away 
At  the  breaking  of  the  day, 
Bid  us  hail  the  cheering  ray,  — 
Light  for  evermore. 


4  When  the  heart,  by  sorrow  tried. 
Feels  at  length  its  throbs  subside, 
Bring  us,  where  all  tears  are  dried, 

Joy  for  evermore. 

5  When  for  vanished  days  we  yearn,  — 
Days  that  never  can  return,  — 
Teach  us  in  Thv  love  to  learn 

Love  for  evermore ! 


6  When  the  breath  of  life  is  flown, 
When  the  grave  must  claim  its  own, 
Lord  of  life.  h&jnirs  Thy  crown,  — 
Lite 
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For  gift      or  grace  sur  -  pass  -  ing    this :     "  He    giv  - 
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soft,  beloved  !  "  we  sometime: 
ave  no  power  to  charm  away 
Sad  dreams   that   through    the  e; 
creep ; 
I         I  J        I  ^  But  never  doleful  dream  again 
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flf?         f    I  l1!^11^^  "  He  giveth  His  beloved  sleep." 
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2  What  would  we  give  to  our  beloved,  — 
The  hero's  heart,  to  be  unmoved ; 

The  poet's  star-tuned  harp,  to  sweep ; 
The  patriot's  voice,  to  teach  and  rouse : 
The  monarch's  crown,  to  light  the  brows  ? 

"  He  giveth  His  beloved  sleep." 


4  His  dews  drop  mutely  on  the  hill, 
His  cloud  above  it  saileth  still, 

Though  on  its  slope  men  toil  and  n 
More  softly  than  the  dew  is  shed, 
Or  cloud  is  floated  overhead, 

"He  givcth  His  beloved  sleep." 

EUiabeth  Barrett  Browi 
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Ser  -  vant  of  God,  well  done,  Rest  from  thy  loved  em-ploy ;      The     battle  fought,  the 
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vie    -  tory      won,     En  -  ter    thy  Mas  -  ter's      joy.        The  voice    at  mid-night  came : 
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He       start  -  ed       up       to    hear ;      A 
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mor  -  tal       ar  -   row  pierced    his    frame : 
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He  fell,  but   felt    no  fear.     A-MEN. 
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it  midnight  came  the  cry, 

"  To  meet  thy  God,#  prepare  !  " 
le  woke,  and  caught  his  Captain's  eye ; 

Then,  strong  in  faith  and  prayer, 
lis  spirit,  with  a  bound, 

Left  its  encumbering  clay ; 
lis  tent,  at  sunrise,  on  the  ground, 

A  darkened  ruin  lay. 


3  Oft,  with  a  fiery  force, 

His  arm  had  quelled  the  foe, 
And  laid,  resistless  in  its  course, 

The  alien  armies  low : 
Bent  on  such  glorious  toils, 

The  world  to  him  was  loss ; 
Yet  all  his  trophies,  all  his  spoils, 

He  hung  upon  the.  cross. 

4  The  pains  of  death  are  past, 

Labor  and  sorrow  cease, 
And,  life's  long  warfare  closed  at  last, 

His  soul  is  found  in  peace. 
Soldier  of  Christ,  well  done, 

Praise  be  thy  new  employ ; 
And,  while  etettva\  *£e*  tmw, 

Rest  m  tty  Sav\o>tf*  ys^ . 
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Arthur  Sullivan 
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Let     no       tears    to    -  day    be       shed ;     Ho  -  ly      is 
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2  Not  salvation  hardly  won, 

Not  the  meed  of  race  well  run,  — 
Alleluia ! 

3  But  the  pity  of  the  Lord 
Gives  His  child  a  full  reward ; 

Alleluia ! 


Alleluia ! 

5  God,  who  loveth  innocence, 
Hastes  to  take  His  darling  hence. 

Alleluia ! 

6  Christ,  when  this  sad  life  is  done, 
Join  us  to  Thy  little  one. 

Alleluia ! 

7  And  in  Thine  own  tender  love, 
Bring  us  to  the  ranks  above ! 

Alleluia ! 
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It      is    not    death     to       die,  —  To  leave  this   wea    -    ry      road,   And,  'mid  the 
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2  It  is  not  death  to  close 

The  eye  long  dimmed  by  tears, 
And  wake,  in  glorious  repose 
To  spend  eternal  years. 


3  It  is  not  death  to  bear 

The  wrench  that  sets  us  free 
From  dungeon  chain,  —  to  breathe  the 
01  bo\xYv&\ess  Y\\rec\^ . 
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4  It  is  not  death  to  fling 
Aside  this  sinful  dust, 
And  rise,  on  strong,  exulting  wing, 
To  live  among  the  just. 
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5  Jesus,  thou  Prince  of  life, 
Thy  chosen  cannot  die  ; 
Like  Thee,  they  conquer  in  the  strife, 
To  reign  with  Thee  on  high. 

H.  A.  Clsar  Malan 
John  B.  Dykes 
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Now    the      la-borer's    task     is      o'er;      Now  the  bat  -  tie      day      is         past; 
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Now    up  •    on      the     far  -  ther     shore    Lands  the     vo 
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Fa  -  ther !  in  Thy  gracious  keep  -  ing  Leave  we  now  Thy  ser-vant  sleep 
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3  There  the  tears  of  earth  are  dried ; 
There  its  hidden  things  are  clear; 
There  the  work  of  life  is  tried 
By  a  juster  Judge  than  here. 
father !  in  Thy  gracious  keeping 
teave  we  now  Thy  servant  sleeping. 

3  There  the  sinful  souls  that  turn 
To  the  cross  their  dying  eyes, 
All  the  love  of  Christ  shall  learn 
At  His  feet  in  Paradise. 
father !  in  Thy  gracious  keeping 
X^cavc  we  now  Thy  servant  sleeping. 


4  There  no  more  the  powers  of  hell 
Can  prevail  to  mar  their  peace ; 
Christ  the  Lord  shall  guard  them  well,  — 
He  who  died  for  their  release. 
Father !  in  Thy  gracious  keeping 
Leave  we  now  Thy  servant  sleeping. 


5  "  Earth  to  earth,  and  dust  to  dust : " 
Calmly  now  the  words  we  say ; 
Leaving  him  to  sleep  in  trust, 
Till  the  Resurrection-day. 

Father !  in  Thy  gr^cKou*  Vee^vc^ 
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All  souls  are  Thine  :  we  must  not    say    That      those  are  dead  who  pass    a  -  way; 
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From  this  our  world  of  flesh    set    free,  We  know  them  liv-ing   un   -    to  Thee.  A  -  men. 
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2  Released  from  earthly  toil  and  strife,            4  Thy  word  is  true,  Thy  will  is  just : 
With  Thee  is  hidden  still  their  life;  To  Thee  we  leave  them,  Lord,  in  trust, 
Thine  are  their  thoughts,  their  works,  their      And    bless    Thee    for    the    love    which 

powers,  gave 

All  Thine,  and  yet  most  truly  ours ;  Thy  Son  to  fill  a  human  grave, 

For  well  we  know,  where'er  they  be,  That  none  might  fear  that  world  to  see, 

Our  dead  are  living  unto  Thee.  Where  all  are  living  unto  Thee. 

3  Not  spilt  like  water  on  the  ground,  5  O  Breather  into  man  of  breath  ! 
Not  wrapped  in  dreamless  sleep  profound,  O  Holder  of  the  keys  of  death  ! 
Not  wandering  in  unknown  despair  O  Giver  of  the  life  "within ! 

Beyond  Thy  voice,  Thine  arm,  Thy  care ;       Save  us  from  death,  the  death  of  sin  ; 
Not  left  to  lie  like  fallen  tree  : 


Not  dead,  but  living  unto  Thee. 
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That  bodv,  soul,  and  spirit  be 
Forever  living  unto  Thee. 

John  Ellerton 
William  B.  Bradbury 
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A    calm  and  un  -  dis-turbed  re  -  pose,    Un  -  broken  by    the  dread  of      foes.    Amen. 
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2  Asleep  in  Jesus  !  peaceful  rest, 
Whose  waking  is  supremely  blest ; 
No  fear,  no  woes,  shall  dim  that  hour, 
Which  manifests  the  Saviour's  power. 

3  Asleep  in  Jesus  !  O,  for  me 
May  such  a  blissful  refuge  be ; 
Securely  shall  my  ashes  lie, 

And  wait  the  summons  from  on  high. 
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4  Asleep  in  Jesus  !  far  from  thee 

Thy  kindred  and  their  graves  may  be ; 
But  thine  is  still  a  blessed  sleep, 
From  which  none  ever  wakes  to  weep. 

5  Asleep  in  Jesus !  O,  how  sweet 
To  be  for  such  a  slumber  meet ; 
With  holy  confidence  to  sing 

/  That  death  has  lost  his  venomed  sting ! 

Margaret  Mackay 
E.  C.  Walker 
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It      sing-eth  low    in       ev  -  ery     heart,      We    hear     it      each    and      all, — 
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A      song  of  those  who      an-swernot,     How-  ev  -  er    we  may  call.        Amen. 
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2  They  throng  the  silence  of  the  breast : 
We  see  them  as  of  yore, 
The  kind,  the  true,  the  brave,  the  sweet, 
Who  walk  with  us  no  more. 

}  'T  is  hard  to  take  the  burden  up. 
When  these  have  laid  it  down ; 
They  brightened  all  the  joy  of  life, 
Tney  softened  every  frown. 


4  But  O,  't  is  good  to  think  of  them 

When  we  are  troubled  sore ; 
Thanks  be  to  God  that  such  have  been, 
Although  they  are  no  more ! 

5  More  homelike  seems  the  vast  unknown 

Since  they  have  entered  there ; 
To  follow  them  were  not  so  hard, 
Wherever  they  may  fare. 


6  They  cannot  be  where  God  is  not. 
On  any  sea  or  shore ; 
Whatever  betides.  Thy  love  abides, 
Our  God.  for  evermore. 
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to thy     trust,      And    give    these      sa  -    cred     rel 
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slum  -    ber       in  the      si        -         lent    dust.      And    give       these      sa    -   cred 
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2  Nor  pain,  nor  grief,  nor  anxious  fear 

I  nvades  thy  bounds ;  no  mortal  woes 
Can  reach  the  peaceful  sleeper  here, 
While  angels  watch  the  soft  repose. 

3  So  Jesus  slept :  God's  dying  Son 

Passed  through  the  grave,  and  blessed  the  bed: 
Rest  here,  blest  saint,  till  from  His  throne 
The  morning  break  and  pierce  the  shade. 

4  Break  from  His  throne,  illustrious  morn  ! 

Attend,  O  earth  !  His  sovereign  word : 
Restore  thy  trust :  a  glorious  form 
Shall  then  ascend  to  meet  the  Lord  ! 
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2  Go  to  the  grave :  at  noon  from  labor  cease ; 
Rest  on  thy  sheaves,  thy  harvest-task  is  done ; 
Come  from  the  heat  of  battle,  and  in  peace, 
Soldier,  go  home ;  with  thee  the  fight  is  won. 

3  Go  to  the  grave,  which,  faithful  to  its  trust. 
The  germ  of  immortality  shall  keep ; 
While,  safe  as  watched  by  cherubim,  thy  dust 
Shall  to  the  judgment-day  in  Jesus  sleep. 

4  Go  to  the  grave,  for  there  thy  Saviour  lay 
In  death's  embraces,  ere  He  rose  on  high; 
And  all  the  ransomed,  by  that  narrow  way, 
Pass  to  eternal  life  bevond  the  skv. 

5  Go  to  the  grave  ?     No,  take  thy  seat  above; 
Be  thy  pure  spirit  present  with  the  Lord, 
Where  thou  for  faith  and  hope  hast  perfect  love. 
And  open  vision  for  the  written  word. 

James  Montgomery 
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A  few  more  years  shall  roll,       A    few  more  sea-sons  come,    And   we  shall  be  with 
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My     soul     for    that    great   day; 
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O,     wash    me       in      Thy    pre  -  cious  blood, 

j ^  + A  j, j  j  j 


F=f=f 


i1 


I^BJIDll 


And  take  my   sins    a  -  way. 
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2  A  few  more  suns  shall  set 
O'er  these  dark  hills  of  time, 

And  we  shall  be  where  suns  are  not, 
A  far  serener  clime  : 
Then,  O  my  Lord,  prepare 
My  soul  for  that  blest  day; 

O,  wash  me  in  Thy  precious  blood, 
And  take  my  sins  away. 


3  A  few  more  storms  shall  beat 
On  this  wild  rocky  shore, 

And  we  shall  be  where  tempests  cease, 
And  surges  swell  no  more : 
Then,  O  my  Lord,  prepare 
My  soul  for  that  calm  day ; 

O,  wash  me  in  Thy  precious  blood, 
And  take  my  sins  away. 

4  A  few  more  struggles  here, 
A  few  more  partings  o'er, 

A  few  more  toils,  a  few  more  tears, 
And  we  shall  weep  no  more : 
Then,  O  my  Lord,  prepare 
My  soul  for  that  blest  day ; 

O,  wash  me  in  Thy  precious  blood, 
And  take  my  sins  away. 
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5  A  few  more  Sabbaths  here 
Shall  cheer  us  on  our  way, 

k.nd  we  shall  reach  the  endless  rest, 
The  eternal  Sabbath-day : 
Then,  O  my  Lord,  prepare 
My  soul  for  that  sweet  day ; 

>,  wash  me  in  Thy  precious  blood, 
And  take  my  sins  away. 


6  'T  is  but  a  little  while, 
And  He  shall  come  again, 

Who  died  that  we  might  live,  who  lives 
That  we  with  Him  may  reign: 
Then,  O  my  Lord,  prepare 
My  soul  for  that  glad  day ; 

O,  wash  me  in  Thy  precious  blood, 
And  take  my  sins  away. 

Horatius  Bonar 
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Sleep      thy  last    sleep,     Free  from  care  and  sor  -  row ; 
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Rest  where  none  weep, 
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Though  dark  waves  roll 
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Je  -  sus    can     de  -  liv  -  er. 
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2  Life's  dream  is  past, 
All  its  sin  and  sadness ; 

Brightly  at  last 
Dawns  a  day  of  gladness. 

Under  the  sod, 
Earth,  receive  our  treasure, 

To  rest  in  God, 
Waiting  all  His  pleasure. 


3  Though  we  may  mourn 
Those  in  life  the  dearest, 

They  shall  return, 
Christ,  when  Thou  appearest. 

Soon  shall  Thv  voice 
Comfort  those  now  weeping, 

Bidding  rejoice 
All  in  Jesus  sleeping. 
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Hark  t  a  voice   di-vides   the  sky,  "  Hap-py     are  the   faith-ful  dead,  In  the  Lord  who 
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Je-sus    is  their  endless  rest.   Amen. 
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"  Followed  by  their  works,  they  go 

Where  their  Head  hath  gone  before; 
Reconciled  by  grace  below, 

Grace  hath  opened  mercy's  door ; 
Justified  through  faith  alone, 

Here  they  knew  their  sins  forgiven, 
Here  they  laid  their  burden  down, 

Hallowed  and  made  meet  for  Heaven." 


3  Yes,  the  Christian's  course  is  run, 

Ended  is  the  glorious  strife ; 
Fought  the  fight,  the  work  is  done ; 

Death  is  swallowed  up  in  life ! 
Lo,  the  prisoner  is  released, 

Lightened  of  his  heavy  load ; 
Where  the  weary  are  at  rest, 

He  is  gathered  unto  God. 

4  Who  can  now  lament  the  lot 

Of  a  saint  in  Christ  deceased  ? 
Let  the  world,  who  know  us  not, 

Call  us  hopeless  and  unblest : 
When  from  flesh  the  spirit,  freed, 

Hastens,  homeward  to  return, 
Mortals  cry,  "  A  man  is  dead ! n 

Angels  sing,  "  A  child  is  born !  * 

Charte  Wafer 
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What  are    these    in      bright  ar    •  ray,       This    in    -  nu  -    mer  -  a    -   ble  throng, 


Round  the      al    •    tar,      night  and      day,     Hymn  -  ing    one       tri    -  umphant  song  ?  — 
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Wor    thy       is       the       Lamb  once    slain,    Bless  -  ing,  hon  -  or,       glo    -  ry,     power, 
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2  These  through  fiery  trials  trod, 

These  from  great  affliction  came ; 
Now  before  the  throne  of  God, 

Sealed  with  His  almighty  name, 
Clad  in  raiment  pure  and  white, 

Victor  palms  in  every  hand, 
Through  their  dear  Redeemer's  might, 

More  than  conquerors  they  stand. 
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3  Hunger,  thirst,  disease  unknown. 

On  immortal  fruits  thev  feed  : 
Them,  the  Lamb,  amid  the  throne, 

Shall  to  living  fountains  lead. 
Joy  and  gladness  banish  sighs, 

Perfect  love  dispels  all  fear, 
And  forever  from  their  eyes 

God  shall  wipe  away  the  tear. 
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so-ber  and  keep  vig  -  il,    The  Judge  is     at    the    gate, —  The  J udge,  who  comes  in 

,  j  i  .;.  j.  j.  i  i  i  i  1  ^-  i  i  1  j  j 

"'    — — — -H&ir  f  f  1 


it 


S^pf 


I 


mer  -  cy,      The  Judge,  who  comes  with  might,     To      ter  -  mi  -  nate  the        e    -    vil. 


PUP 


ill       1     r     1        ^ 

1 

To    di  -  a  -  dem   the  right.     Amen. 


2  Arise,  arise,  good  Christian, 

Let  right  to  wrong  succeed ; 
Let  penitential  sorrow 

To  heavenly  gladness  lead ; 
To  the  light  that  hath  no  evening, 

That  knows  nor  moon  nor  sun, 
The  light  so  new  and  golden, 

The  light  that  is  but  one. 


3  O  happy,  holy  portion. 

Refection  for  the  blest, 
True  vision  of  true  beauty,' 

Sweet  cure  of  all  distressed! 
Strive,  man,  to  win  that  glory; 

Toil,  man,  to  gain  that  light ; 
Send  hope  before  to  grasp  it, 

Till  hope  be  lost  in  sight. 

4  O  sweet  and  blessed  country, 

The  home  of  God's  elect; 
O  sweet  and  blessed  country 

That  eager  hearts  expect ! 
Jesus,  in  mercy  bring  us 

To  that  dear  land  of  rest, 
Who  art,  with  God  the  Father, 

And  Spirit,  ever  blest 

Bernard  of  MorUa 
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Brief    life      is     here    our      por  -  tion,     Brief  sor-row,  short  -  lived  care ;      The 
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A  man-sion  with   the  blest!    A-men. 


2  There,  grief  is  turned  to  pleasure,  — 

Such  pleasure  as  below 
No  human  voice  can  utter, 

No  human  heart  can  know  ; 
And  after  fleshly  weakness, 

And  after  this  world's  night. 
And  after  storm  and  whirlwind, 

Are  calm  and  joy  and  light 


3  And  now  we  fight  the  battle, 

But  then  shall  wear  the  crown 
Of  full  and  everlasting 

And  passionless  renown ; 
And  He,  whom  now  we  trust  in, 

Shall  then  be  seen  and  known, 
And  they  that  know  and  see  Him, 

Shall  have  Him  for  their  own. 


4  The  morning  shall  awaken, 

The  shadows  flee  away, 
And  each  true-hearted  servant 

Shall  shine  as  doth  the  day ; 
For  God,  our  King  and  Portion, 

In  fulness  of  His  grace, 
We  there  shall  see  forever, 

And  worship  face  to  face. 

Bernard  ofc  VLotfaia*. 
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For    thee,     O    dear,  dear  coun  -  try,  Mine  eyes    their    vig  -    ils      keep ;  For 
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And  love   and   life  and   rest.      A-men. 
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2  O  one,  O  only  mansion, 

O  Paradise  of  joy, 
Where  tears  are  ever  banished, 

And  smiles  have  no  alloy  ! 
Thy  loveliness  oppresses 

All  human  thought  and  heart, 
And  none,  O  Peace,  O  Zion, 

Can  sing  thee  as  thou  art. 


3  With  jaspers  glow  thy  bulwarks, 

Thy  streets  with  emeralds  blaze ; 
The  sardius  and  the  topaz 

Unite  in  thee  their  rays ; 
Thine  ageless  walls  are  bonded 

With  amethyst  unpriced ; 
The  saints  build  up  thy  fabric, 

And  the  corner  stone  is  Christ 

4  The  Cross  is  all  thy  splendor, 

The  Crucified  thy  praise ; 
His  laud  and  benediction 

Thy  ransomed  people  raise : 
Upon  the  Rock  of  ages 

They  build  thy  holy  tower; 
Thine  is  the  victor's  laurel, 

And  thine  the  golden  dower. 
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\  bright  with  many  an  angel, 
ind  all  the  martyr  throng. 
1  Prince  is  ever  in  them, 
'he  daylight  is  serene  : 
1  pastures  of  the  blessed 
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3  There  is  the  throne  of  David, 

And  there,  from  care  released, 
The  song  of  them  that  triumph, 

The  shout  of  them  that  feast ; 
And  they,  who  with  their  Leader 

Have  conquered  in  the  fight, 
Forever  and  forever 

Are  clad  in  robes  of  white. 

4  O  sweet  and  blessed  country, 

The  home  of  God's  elect ! 
O  sweet  and  blessed  country, 

That  eager  hearts  expect ! 
Jesus,  in  mercy  bring  us 

To  that  dear  land  of  rest, 
Who  art,  with  God  the  Father, 

And  Spirit,  ever  blest. 
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O  Moth-er  dear,  Je  -  ru  -  sa-lem !  When  shall  I  come  to      thee  ?      When  shall  my 
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Tj  And  on  the  banks,  on  either  side, 
The  trees  of  life  do  grow. 


2  No  murky  cloud  overshadows  thee, 

Nor  gloom,  nor  darksome  night ; 
But  every  soul  shines  as  the  sun, 

For  God  Himself  gives  light. 
O  my  sweet  home,  Jerusalem, 

Thy  joys  when  shall  I  see  ? 
The  King  that  sitteth  on  thy  throne 

In  His  felicity? 


4  Those  trees  each  month  yield  ripened  fruit. 

For  evermore  they  spring ; 
And  all  the  nations  of  the  earth 

To  Thee  their  honors  bring. 
Jerusalem,  my  happy  home, 

Would  God  I  were  in  thee  ; 
Would  God  my  woes  were  at  an  end, 

Thy  joys  that  I  might  see ! 


Heaven 
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Herbert  S.  Irons 
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•  There      is        a     land       of     pure    de  -  light,   Where  saints  im  -  mor  -  tal    reign ; 
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In   -   fin-  ite    day  ex  -  eludes  the  night,   And  pleasures  ban  -  ish  pain.         Amen. 
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2  There  everlasting  spring  abides, 

And  never-withering  flowers ; 
Death,  like  a  narrow  sea,  divides 
This  heavenly  land  from  ours. 

3  Sweet  fields  beyond  the  swelling  flood 

Stand  dressed  in  living  green ; 
So  to  the  Jews  old  Canaan  stood, 
While  Jordan  rolled  between. 


4  But  timorous  mortals  start  and  shrink 

To  cross  this  narrow  sea, 
And  linger,  shivering,  on  the  brink, 
And  fear  to  launch  away. 

5  O,  could  we  make  our  doubts  remove, 

Those  gloomy  doubts  that  rise, 
And  see  the  Canaan  that  we  love 
With  unbeclouded  eyes; 


6  Could  we  but  climb  where  Moses  stood, 
And  view  the  landscape  o'er,  — 
Not  Jordan's  stream,  nor  death's  cold  flood, 
Should  fright  us  from  the  shore. 

Isaac  Watts 
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i  Jerusalem,  my  happy  home, 
Name  ever  dear  to  me, 
When  shall  my  labors  have  an  end 
In  joy  and  peace  in  thee  ? 

2  When  shall  these  eyes  thy  heaven-built  walls 

And  pearly  gates  behold, 
Thy  bulwarks  with  salvation  strong, 
And  streets  of  shining  gold  ? 

3  There  happier  bowers  than  Eden  bloom, 

Nor  sin  nor  sorrow  know  ; 
Blest  seats,  through  rude  and  stormy  scenes, 
I  onward  press  to  you. 


4  Why  should  I  shrink  at  pain  and  woe, 

Or  feel  at  death  dismay  ? 
I  Ve  Canaan's  goodly  land  in  view, 
And  realms  of  endless  day. 

5  Apostles,  martyrs,  prophets,  there 

Around  my  Saviour  stand  ; 
And  soon  my  friends  in  Christ  below 
Will  join  the  glorious  band. 

6  Jerusalem,  my  happy  home, 

My  soul  still  pants  for  thee ; 
Then  shall  my  labors  have  an  end, 
When  I  thy  joys  sVto\V  ^»^. 


47^     BONAR    8,  8,  7<i>- 
Unison 


Heaven 


J.  Baptiste  Calkin 


Up  -  ward  where  the  stars   are      burn  -  ing,     Si  -    lent,   si  -  lent   in     their  turning. 
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Round   the  nev  -  er    chang  -  ing      pole ;       Up  -  ward  where  the      sky    is  bright-est, 
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Up  -  ward  where  the   blue  is    Hght-est, —  Lift      I   now  my  long  -  ing  soul.   A-men. 
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2  Far  beyond  that  arch  of  gladness. 
Far  bevond  these  clouds  of  sadness, 

Are  the  many  mansions  fair. 
Far  from  pain  and  sin  and  folly, 
In  that  palace  of  the  holy,  — 

I  would  find  my  mansion  there. 

3  Where  the  glory  brightly  dwelleth. 
Where  the  new  song  sweetly  swclleth, 

And  the  discord  never  comes  : 
Where  life's  stream  is  ever  laving. 
And  the  palm  is  ever  waving,  — 

That  must  be  the  Home  of  homes. 


T 

4  Where  the  Lamb  on  high  is  seated, 
By  ten  thousand  voices  greeted 

Lord  of  lords,  and  King  of  kings. 
Son  of  man,  they  crown,  they  crown  Hi"1* 
Son  of  God,  they  own,  they  own  Him; 

With  His  name  the  palace  rings. 

5  Blessing,  honor,  without  measure, 
Heavenly  riches,  earthly  treasure, 

Lay  we  at  His  blessed  feet. 
Poor  the  praise  that  now  we  render : 
Loud  shall  be  our  voices  yonder, 

When  before  His  throne  we  meet 

Horatius  Boon 
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With  gladsome  teet  we    press  To      Z\  -  on's  ho  -  ly  mount, 
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With  glad    -    some  feet  we  press  To     Zi     -       on's  ho-ly  mount,  Where  gushes  from  its 
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of  ev-'ry  saint,  With  sweet  Siloam's  crystal  rill,  That  cheers  the  faint.  Amen. 
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2  Great  City,  blest  of  God ! 
Jerusalem  the  free ! 
With  ceaseless  step  the  path  be  trod, 

That  leads  to  Thee ! 
The  martyrs'  bleeding  feet, 

The  saints  with  woundless  breast, 
Alike  have  sought  Thy  golden  seat 
To  win  their  rest. 


3  There,  calming  all  alarms, 

Thy  Cross  of  Love  is  traced, 
Outstretching  salutary  arms, 

To  bless  the  waste ; 
The  sinner  there  can  plead 

In  ever- listening  ears ; 
On  hope  and  Thee  can  sweetly  feed, 
And  dry  his  tears. 


4  So  this  our  festal  day 

Celestial  joys  shall  raise, 
While  lips  and  hearts,  conjoined,  essay 

To  hymn  Thy  praise  ! 
The  very  stones  shall  ring, 
Resound  each  holy  wall, 
With  Thee,  Thyself  the  Rock,  the  Spring, 
Our  Heaven,  our  All. 


Heaven 
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Hark !  hark,  my  soul  I   An  -  gel  -  ic  songs  are  swell  -  ing      O'er  earth's  green  fields,  and 
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Of       that  new  life   when    sin  shall   be        no         more.     An   -  gels   of      Je   -  sus, 
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an   -  gels  of     light,       Sing  -  ing       to    wel  -  come     the  pil  -  grims    of    the  night ! 
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Sing  -  ing     to      wel  -  come     the        pil-grims,  the    pilgrims  of    the    night!        A-MEN. 
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2  Darker  than  night,  life's  shadows  fall  around  us, 

And,  like  benighted  men,  we  miss  our  mark ; 
God  hides  Himself,  and  grace  hath  scarcely  found  us, 
Ere  death  finds  out  his  victims  in  the  dark. 
Angels  of  Jesus,  etc. 

3  Onward  we  go,  for  still  we  hear  them  singing, 

"  Come,  weary  souls,  for  Jesus  bids  you  come  ! " 
And  through  the  dark,  its  echoes  sweetly  ringing, 
The  music  of  the  Gospel  leads  us  home. 
Angels  of  Jesus,  etc. 

4  Far,  far  away,  like  bells  at  evening  pealing, 

The  voice  of  Jesus  sounds  o'er  land  and  sea, 
And  laden  souls  by  thousands,  meekly  stealing, 
Kind  Shepherd,  turn  their  weary  steps  to  Thee. 
Angels  of  Jesus,  etc. 

5  Rest  comes  at  length  ;  though  life  be  long  and  dreary, 

The  day  must  dawn,  and  darksome  night  be  passed ; 
Faith's  journey  ends  in  welcome  to  the  weary, 
And  Heaven,  the  heart's  true  home,  will  come  at  last 
Angels  of  Jesus,  etc. 

Frederick  W.  Faber 
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Hark !  hark,  my  soul !  Angelic  songs  are  swelling  O'er  earth's  green  fields,  and  ocean's  wave-beat  shore : 
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How  sweet  the  truth  those  blessed  strains  are  telling,   Of  that  new  life  when  sin  shall  be     no  more. 
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An  -  gels  of  Je-sus,    an  -  gels  of  light,  Sing  -  ing  to  welcome  the  pilgrims  of  the  night !  Amen. 
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3  Jesu,  our  joy  and  gladness, 
To  Thee  for  aid  we  flee ; 
Give  tears  of  true  contrition, 
Our  souls  from  guilt  set  free : 
And  we  shall  see  that  gladsome  day, 

Where,  bathed  in  joy  divine, 
Among  Thy  saints,  and  bright  as  they, 
We  shall  forever  shine. 


2  Through  many  sore  temptations. 
By  many  sorrows  torn, 
We  strive  to  win  the  glory ; 
Our  many  falls  we  mourn. 
But  faith  holds  out  the  vision  bright 

Of  our  eternal  home  ; 
And  hope  assures  that  realm  of  light, 
When  we  have  overcome. 


4  There  we,  as  children  dwelling, 
Who  here  as  exiles  groan, 
God's  praises  shall  be  telling 
Before  His  glorious  throne  ; 
There  in  our  endless  home  shall  rest. 

From  strife  and  sorrow  free, 
And  join  the  anthem  of  the  blest, 
Forever,  Lord,  to  Thee, 

William  Cooke 
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The  saints   of  God !  Their  con-flict  past,  And  life's  long  bat  •  tie    won  at      last, 
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No  more  they  need  the  shield  or  sword,  They  cast  them  down  be  -  fore   their  Lord.  O 
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hap  •  py  saints,  for  -  ev  -    er  blest,    At     Je  -  sus'  feet  how  safe  you  rest  1    A  •  men. 
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2  The  Saints  of  God  !     Their  wanderings  done, 
No  more  their  weary  course  they  run; 

No  more  they  faint,  no  more  they  fail ; 

No  foes  oppress,  no  fears  appall. 
O  happy  Saints,  forever  blest, 
In  that  dear  home  how  sweet  your  rest! 

3  The  Saints  of  God!     Life's  voyage  o'er, 
Safe  landed  on  that  blissful  shore, 

No  stormy  tempests  now  they  dread, 

No  roaring  billows  lift  their  head. 
O  happy  Saints,  forever  blest, 
In  that  calm  haven  of  your  rest! 


4  O  God  of  Saints,  to  Thee  we  cry; 
O  Saviour,  plead  for  us  on  high ; 
O  Holy  Ghost,  our  Guide  and  Friend, 
Grant  us  Thy  grace  till  life  shall  end, 
That  with  all  saints  our  rest  may  be 
In  that  bright  Paradise  with  Thee ! 

William  T>. 
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Hark  I  the    sound      of  ho  -  ly    voi  -  ces      Chant  -  ing,    at       the  crys  -  tal     sea, 
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Al  -  le  -  lu  -  ia,    Lord,      to  Thee: 
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Mul   -  ti   -  tude,  which  none   can    num  -  ber,      Like  the  stars  in       glo  -  ry  stands, 
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Clothed  in  white    ap-par    el,    hold-ing   Palms  of    vie  -  tory    in   their  hands.      AMEN. 
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2  Patriarch,  and  holy  prophet 

Who  prepared  the  way  of  Christ, 
King,  apostle,  saint,  confessor, 

Martyr,  and  evangelist, 
Saintly  maiden,  godly  matron, 

Widows  who  have  watched  to  prayer, 
Joined  in  holy  concert,  singing 

To  the  Lord  of  all,  are  there. 


3  They  have  come  from  tribulation, 

And  have  washed  their  robes  in  blood. 
Washed  them  in  the  blood  of  Jesus. 

Tried  they  were,  and  firm  they  stood ; 
Mocked,  imprisoned,  stoned,  tormented, 

Sawn  asunder,  slain  with  sword, 
They  have  conquered  death  and  Satan 

By  the  might  of  Christ  the  Lord. 
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4  Marching  with  Thy  cross  their  banner, 

They  have  triumphed,  following 
Thee,  the  Captain  of  salvation, 

Thee,  their  Saviour  and  their  King. 
Gladly,  Lord,  with  Thee  they  suffered ; 

Gladly,  Lord,  with  Thee  they  died ; 
And  by  death  to  life  immortal 

They  were  born  and  glorified. 


5  Now  they  reign  in  heavenly  glory, 

Now  they  walk  in  golden  light, 
Now  they  drink,  as  from  a  river, 

Holy  bliss  and  infinite. 
Love  and  peace  they  taste  forever, 

And  all  truth  and  knowledge  see 
In  the  beatific  vision 

Of  the  Blessed  Trinity. 


6  God  of  God,  the  One-Begotten, 

Light  of  Light,  Emmanuel, 
In  whose  body,  joined  together, 

All  the  saints  forever  dwell, 
Pour  upon  us  of  Thy  fulness, 

That  we  may  for  evermore, 
God  the  Father,  God  the  Son,  and 

God  the  Holy  Ghost  adore. 
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How  beauteous    are    their      feet 
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bring  sal  -  va  -  tion    on       their  tongues,  And   words  of     peace   re    -    veal.        A  -men. 


2  How  charming  is  their  voice ! 

How  sweet  the  tidings  are  '  — 
"Zion.  behold  thy  Saviour-King; 

He  reigns  and  triumphs  here." 

3    How  happy  are  our  ears 
That  hear  this  joyful  sound ! 

Which  kings  and  prophets  waited  for, 
And  sought,  but  never  found. 


4  How  blessed  are  our  eyes 
That  see  this  heavenly  light ! 

Prophets  and  kings  desired  it  long, 
But  died  without  the  sight. 

5  The  watchmen  join  their  voice, 
And  tuneful  notes  employ : 

Jerusalem  breaks  forth  in  songs. 
And  deserts  learn  the  joy. 


6  The  Lord  makes  bare  His  arm, 
Through  all  the  earth  abroad ; 

Let  every  nation  now  behold 
Their  Saviour  and  their  God. 
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Who  would    not    seek    the    hap    -    py    land,  Where  they   that    loved  are    blest? 
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Where     loy    -  al      hearts     and        true 
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2  O  Paradise !  O  Paradise ! 

The  world  is  growing  old  : 
Who  would  not  be  at  rest  and  free 

Where  love  is  never  cold  ? 
Where  loyal  hearts  and  true 

Stand  ever  in  the  light, 
All  rapture  through  and  through, 

In  God's  most  holy  sight. 


3  O  Paradise  !  O  Paradise  ! 

Wherefore  doth  death  delay, 
Bright  death,  that  is  the  welcome  dawn 

Of  our  eternal  day  ? 
Where  loval  hearts  and  true 

Stand  ever  in  the  light. 
All  rapture  through  and  through, 

In  God's  most  holy  sight 
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0  Paradise !  O  Paradise ! 
I  want  to  sin  no  more ; 

1  want  to  be  as  pure  on  earth 
As  on  thy  spotless  shore, 

Where  loyal  hearts,  etc. 


5  O  Paradise !  O  Paradise ! 
I  greatly  long  to  see 
The  special  place  my  dearest  Lord 
Is  destining  for  me, 

Where  loyal  hearts,  etc. 


6  O  Paradise  !  O  Paradise ! 
I  feel 't  will  not  be  long ; 
Patience !  I  almost  think  I  hear 
Faint  fragments  of  thy  song ; 
Where  loyal  hearts,  etc. 


Frederick  W.  Faber 
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O      Par  -    a  -  dise !     O      Par  -    a  -  dise !  Who  doth    not    crave  for      rest  ? 
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Who  would  not  seek    the     hap  -  py      land,  Where  they  that   loved  are    blest  ? 
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Where  loy    -  al  hearts  and     true  Stand  ev  -     er    in       the        light,      All 
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For       all      the     saints  who      from  their     la  -   bors     rest, 
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2  Thou  wast  their  Rock,  their  Fortress,  and  their  Might ; 
Thou,  Lord,  their  Captain  in  the  well-fought  fight ; 
Thou,  in  the  darkness  drear,  their  one  true  Light     Alleluia ! 


3  O,  may  Thy  soldiers,  faithful,  true,  and  bold, 
Fight  as  the  saints  who  nobly  fought  of  old, 
And  win  with  them  the  victors'  crown  of  gold. 


Alleluia ! 


4  O  blest  communion,  fellowship  divine  ! 
We  feebly  struggle :  they  in  glory  shine ; 
Yet  all  are  one  in  Thee,  for  all  are  Thine.     Alleluia ! 


5  And  when  the  strife  is  fierce,  the  warfare  long, 
Steals  on  the  ear  the  distant  triumph-song, 
And  hearts  are  brave  again,  and  arms  are  strong.     Alleluia ! 


Heaven 


6  The  golden  evening  brightens  in  the  west ; 
Soon,  soon,  to  faithful  warriors  comes  the  rest: 
Sweet  is  the  calm  of  Paradise  the  blest.     Alleluia ! 

7  But  lo,  there  breaks  a  yet  more  glorious  day : 
The  saints  triumphant  rise  in  bright  array ; 

The  King  of  Glory  passes  on  His  way.     Alleluia! 

8  From  earth's  wide  bounds,  from  ocean's  farthest  coast, 
Through  gates  of  pearl  streams  in  the  countless  host, 
Singing  to  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost,  Alleluia ! 

William  W.  How 
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On    Jordan's  storm -y    banks  I   stand,  And  cast   a      wish  -  ful        eye      To  Canaan's 
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fair  and  happy  land,  To  Canaan's  fair  and  happy  land,Where  my  possessions       lie.  Amen. 
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2  0,  the  transporting,  rapturous  scene 
That  rises  to  my  sight ! 
Sweet  fields  arrayed  in  living  green, 
And  rivers  of  delight ! 

3  O'er  all  those  wide  extended  plains 
Shines  one  eternal  day ; 
There  God  the  Son  forever  reigns, 
And  scatters  night  away. 
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4  No  chilling  winds  or  poisonous  breath 

Can  reach  that  healthful  shore ; 
Sickness  and  sorrow,  pain  and  death, 
Are  felt  and  feared  no  more. 

5  When  shall  I  reach  that  happy  place. 

And  be  forever  blest  ? 
When  shall  I  see  my  Father's  face, 
And  in  His  bosom  rest? 


6  Filled  with  delight,  my  raptured  soul 
Can  here  no  longer  stay ; 
Though  Jordan's  waves  around  me  roll, 
Fearless  I  'd  launch  away. 

Samuel  S* 
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Their  fight  with   death   and        sin ; 
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Fling  o  -  pen  wide  the     gold  -  en  gates,  And 
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2  What  rush  of  alleluias 

Fills  all  the  earth  and  sky : 
What  ringing  of  a  thousand  harps 

Bespeaks  the  triumph  nigh. 
O  day,  for  which  creation 

And  all  its  tribes  were  made ; 
O  joy,  for  all  its  former  woes 

A 'thousandfold  repaid ! 


3  O,  then  what  raptured  greetings 

On  Canaan's  happy  shore ; 
What  knitting  severed  friendships  up, 

Where  partings  are  no  more. 
Then  eyes  with  joy  shall  sparkle, 

That  brimmed  with  tears  of  late: 
Orphans  no  longer  fatherless, 

Nor  widows  desolate. 


4  Bring  near  Thy  great  salvation, 

Thou  Lamb  for  sinners  slain ! 
Fill  up  tjie  roll  of  Thine  elect, 

Then  take  Thy  power,  and  reign ! 
Appear,  Desire  of  Nations, 

Thine  exiles  long  for  home ! 
Show  in  the  heaven  Thy  promised  sign 

Thou  Prince  and  Saviour,  come ! 

Dean  Alfavd 
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Johann  G.  S tori's  Choralbuch, 
harmonized  by  Mendelssohn 


O    Word  of  God    in  •  car  -  nate,       O   Wis-dom  from  on    high, 


Truth    un 


'■'\'  ti1^1/1.'.'1^ 


Fr^F 


^ 


* 


changed,  un  -  chang-ing,       O    Light    of     our  dark  sky,     We  praise  Thee  for     the 
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2  The  Church  from  her  dear  Master 

Received  the  gift  divine, 
And  still  that  light  she  lifteth 

O'er  all  the  earth  to  shine. 
It  is  the  golden  casket 

Where  gems  of  truth  are  stored ; 
It  is  the  heaven-drawn  picture 

Of  Christ,  the  Living  Word. 


3  It  floateth  like  a  banner 

Before  God's  host  unfurled ; 
It  shineth  like  a  beacon 

Above  the  darkling  world. 
It  is  the  chart  and  compass 

That,  o'er  life's  surging  sea, 
'Mid  mists  and  rocks  and  quicksands, 

Still  guide,  O  Christ,  to  Thee. 

4  O,  make  Thy  Church,  dear  Saviour, 

A  lamp  of  burnished  gold, 
To  bear  before  the  nations 

Thy  true  light,  as  of  old. 
O,  teach  Thy  wandering  pilgrims 

By  this  their  path  to  trace 
Till,  clouds  and  darkness  ended. 

They  see  Thee  face  to  face. 

William  H«    >*«• 
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It     gives  a     light  to       ev  -  ery    age ;    It     gives,  but  bor-rows    none. 
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2  The  Hand  that  gave  it,  still  supplies 
The  gracious  light  and  heat ; 
His  truths  upon  the  nations  rise, 
They  rise,  but  never  set 


3  Let  everlasting  thanks  be  Thine 
For  such  a  bright  display 
As  makes  a  world  of  darkness  shine 
With  beams  of  heavenly  day. 
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4  My  soul  rejoices  to  pursue 
The  steps  of  Him  I  love, 
Till  glory  breaks  upon  my  view 
In  brighter  worlds  above. 

William  Cowper 


ST.   CYPRIAN    6s 


Richard  R.  Chope 


i 


"^-* 


?m 


3 


0+  ^ 


^ 


fes 


f 


Lord,     Thy    Word       a    -     bid    -    eth.     And       our      foot  -  steps    guid  -    eth; 
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Who    its     truth    be  •  liev    -  eth,  Light  and    joy       re  •  ceiv  -    eth. 
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2  When  our  foes  are  near  us, 
Then  Thy  Word  doth  cheer  us, 
Word  of  consolation, 
Message  of  salvation. 

3  When  the  storms  are  o'er  us, 
And  dark  clouds  before  us, 
Then  its  light  directeth, 
And  our  way  protecteth. 


4  Who  can  tell  the  pleasure, 
Who  recount  the  treasure, 
By  Thy  Word  imparted 
To  the  simple-hearted  ? 

5  Word  of  mercy,  giving 
Succor  to  the  living; 
Word  of  life,  supplying 
Comfort  to  the  dying  ! 


6  O  that  we,  discerning 
Its  most  holy  learning, 
Lord,  may  love  and  fear  Thee, 
Evermore  be  near  Thee ! 

Henry  W.  Baker 


486 


ROCKINGHAM     L.  M. 


Lowell  Mason 
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The  heavens  declare     Thy    glo  -  ry,  Lord  I      In       ev  -  ery  star    Thy     wisdom  shines ; 
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But  when  our  eyes  be-hold  Thy  word,  We  read  Thy  name  in    fair  -  er  lines.    A  -men. 
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2  The  rolling  sun,  the  changing  light,  4  Nor  shall  Thy  spreading  Gospel  rest 

And  nights  and  days,  Thy  power  confess ;  Till  through  the  world  Thy  truth  has  run : 

But  the  blest  volume  Thou  hast  writ  Till  Christ  has  all  the  nations  blessed 

Reveals  Thy  justice  and  Thy  grace.  That  see  the  light,  or  feel  the  sun. 

3  Sun,  moon,  and  stars  convey  Thy  praise      5  Great  Sun  of  Righteousness,  arise, 

Round  the  whole  earth,  and  never  stand ;  Bless  the  dark  world  with  heavenly  light ; 

So  when  Thy  truth  began  its  race,  Thy  Gospel  makes  the  simple  wise, 

Jt  touched  and  glanced  on  every  land.  Thy  laws  are  pure,  Thy  judgments  right 

6  Thy  noblest  wonders  here  we  view 
In  souls  renewed,  and  sins  forgiven; 
Lord,  cleanse  my  sins,  my  soul  renew, 
And  make  Thy  word  my  guide  to  Heaven. 

Isaac  Watt* 


The  Bible 

4&7     ST    MARGUERITE    c.  M.  (or  to  hymn  488) 


E.  C.  Walker 


Lamp    of     our      feet,   whereby      we        trace  Our    path   when  wont      to    stray; 


im 


U±44 


rt^f 


Stream  from  the  fount    of    heavenly  grace,  Brook  by  the   traveller's  way ;       A -men. 


^=i 


SgE^f* 


■_tt 


infertj 


f=F 


^1* 


S 


r 


2  Bread  of  our  souls,  whereon  we  feed, 
True  manna  from  on  high  ; 
Our  guide  and  chart,  wherein  we  read 
Of  realms  beyond  the  sky  ; 


4  Word  of  the  everlasting  God, 
Will  of  His  glorious  Son,  — 
Without  thee,  how  could  earth  be  trod, 
Or  Heaven  itself  be  won  ? 


3  Pillar  of  fire,  through  watches  dark,  5  Lord,  grant  us  all  aright  to  learn 

And  radiant  cloud  by  day  ;  The  wisdom  it  imparts, 

When  waves  would  whelm  our  tossing  bark,  And  to  its  heavenly  teaching  turn 

Our  anchor  and  our  stay ;  With  simple,  childlike  hearts. 

Bernard  Barua 
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By     cool      Si  -   lo  -  am's    sha  -  dy     rill,        How  fair    the     li     -    ly  grows ! 
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Lo,  such  the  child  whose  early  feet 
The  paths  of  peace  have  trod, 

Whose  secret  heart,  with  influence  sweet, 
Is  upward  drawn  to  God. 

By  cool  Siloam's  shady  rill, 

The  lily  must  decay ; 
The  rose  that  blooms  beneath  the  hill 

Must  shortly  fade  away. 


4  And  soon,  too  soon,  the  wintry  hour 

Of  man's  maturer  age 
Will  shake  the  soul  with  sorrow's  power, 
And  stormy  passion's  rage. 

5  O  Thou,  whose  infant  feet  were  found 

Within  Thy  Father's  shrine, 
Whose    years,    with    changeless    virtue 
Were  all  alike  divine,  —  [crowned, 
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6  Dependent  on  Thy  bounteous  breath. 
We  seek  Thy  grace  alone, 
In  childhood,  manhood,  age,  and  death, 
To  keep  us  still  Thine  own. 

Reginald  Heber 
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sing,       Hith  -  er      our    chil  -  dren    bring,       To     shout  Thy    praise.       A  .  men. 


^=4 


1 


i 


F 


J        J      M        l 


1 — r 


£ 


x 


-&- 


r 


-& 


&. 


f 


pes 

si/ 


Be  ever  near  our  side. 

Our  shepherd  and  our  guide, 

Our  staff  and  song ; 
Jesus,  Thou  Christ  of  God, 
By  Thy  perennial  word, 
Lead  us  where  Thou  hast  trod ; 

Make  our  faith  strong. 


3  So  now,  and  till  we  die, 
Sound  we  Thy  praises  high, 

And  joyful  sing. 
Infants,  and  the  glad  throng 
Who  to  Thy  Church  belong, 
Unite,  and  swell  the  song 
To  Christ  our  King. 
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J    Raptiste  Calkin 
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O    hap  •  py      day  that  fixed  my  choice   On   Thee,  my  Sav  -  iour    and    my  God ! 
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Well  may  thisglow-ing  heart  re-joice,  And  tell    its  raptures    all      a-broad.    A  •  men. 
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2  O  happy  bond  that  seals  my  vows 
To  Him  who  merits  all  my  love ! 
Let  cheerful  anthems  fill  His  house, 
While  to  that  sacred  shrine  I  move. 

3  'T  is  done,  the  great  transaction's  done : 
I  am  my  Lord's,  and  He  is  mine ! 

He  drew  me,  and  I  followed  on, 
Charmed  to  confess  the  voice  divine. 
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4  Now  rest,  my  long-divided  heart ; 
Fixed  on  this  blissful  centre,  rest. 

O,  who  with  earth  would  grudge  to  part 
When  called  with  angels  to  be  blest  ? 

5  High  Heaven,  that  heard  the  solemn  vow, 
That  vow  renewed  shall  daily  hear, 

Till  in  life's  latest  hour  I  bow, 
And  bless  in  death  a  bond  so  dear. 

Philip  Doddridge 


Arr.  by  Lowell  Mason 


Arm  these  Thy  sol  -  diers,   might-y        Lord,  With  shield  of  faith  and     Spir  -  it's    sword; 
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Forth  to  the  bat  -  tie        may    they    go,   And  boldly  fight    a  -  gainst  the      foe.    Amen. 
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2  With  banner  of  the  cross  unfurled, 
And  by  it  overcome  the  world ; 
And  so  at  last  receive  from  Thee 
The  palm  and  crown  of  victory. 


3  Come,  ever-blessed  Spirit,  come, 
And  make  Thy  servants'  hearts  Thy  home ; 
May  each  a  living  temple  be, 
Hallowed  forever,  Lord,  to  Thee. 
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1  All  things  are  Thine :  no  gift  have  we, 
Lord  of  all  gifts,  to  offer  Thee, 

And  hence  with  grateful  hearts  to-day, 
Thy  own  before  Thy  feet  we  lay. 

2  Thy  will  was  in  the  builders'  thought ; 
Thy  hand  unseen  amidst  us  wrought ; 
Through  mortal  motive,  scheme,  and  plan, 
Thy  wise  eternal  purpose  ran. 

493    ST    JAMBS    c.  M. 


4  Enrich  that  temple's  holy  shrine 
With  sevenfold  gifts  of  grace  divine ; 
With  wisdom,  light,  and  knowledge  bless, 
Strength,  counsel,  fear,  and  godliness. 

Christopher  Wordsworth 


3  In  weakness  and  in  want  we  call 

On  Thee,  for  whom  the  heavens  are  small. 
Thy  glory  is  Thy  children's  good ; 
Thy  joy  Thy  tender  fatherhood. 

4  O  Father,  deign  these  walls  to  bless, 
Fill  with  Thy  love  their  emptiness, 
And  let  their  door  a  gateway  be 

To  lead  us  from  ourselves  to  Thee  ! 

John  Greenleaf  Whittier 
Raphael  Courteville 
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Thou,  whose  un  -  meas  -  ured    tern  -  pie  stands  Built    o    -    ver  earth    and    sea, 
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Ac  -  cept  the  walls  that    hu-man  hands  Have  raised,  O   God,   to      Thee.        A  -  men. 
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2  And  let  the  Comforter  and  Friend, 
Thy  Holy  Spirit,  meet 
With  those  who  here  in  worship  bend 
Before  Thy  mercy-seat. 


3  May  they  who  err  be  guided  here 
To  find  the  better  way ; 
And  they  who  mourn,  and  they  who  fear, 
Be  strengthened  as  they  pray. 


4  May  faith  grow  firm,  and  love  grow  warm, 
And  hallowed  wishes  rise 
While  round  these. peaceful  walls  the  storm 
Of  earth-born  passion  dies. 
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With  heav'nly  power,  O  Lord,  de-fend      Him  whom  we  now  to  Thee  commend ;   Thy 
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faith  -  ful  mes-sen  -  ger    se  -  cure,    And  make  him  to    the  end        en-dure.       A  -  men. 


2  Gird  him  with  all-sufficient  grace ; 
Direct  his  feet  in  paths  of  peace; 
Thy  tnith  and  faithfulness  fulfil, 
And  arm  him  to  obey  Thy  will. 

3  Enlarge,  enflame,  and  fill  his  heart; 
In  him  Thy  mighty  power  exert, 
That  thousands  yet  unborn  may  praise 
The  wonders  of  redeeming  grace. 

Rowland  Hill 


495     ST   GERONTIUS    c  M. 


John  B.  Dykes 


P 


ifei 


i 


i 


skxd 


S 

T^T 


1 


ne  -  ra    -    ble  house 


f  f"*  /Vjr 


We  love     the    ve    -     ne  -  ra    -    ble  house      Our     fa-thers  built      to    God: 


$ 


*£ 


feid 


r 


f 


frfTTrrf 

In  Heaven  are  kept   their  grate  -  ful  vows,  Their  dust    en  -  dears   the  sod.     A  -  MEN. 
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2  Here  holy  thoughts  a  light  have  shed 

From  many  a  radiant  face, 
And  prayers  of  humble  virtue  made 
The  perfume  of  the  place. 

3  And  anxious  hearts  have  pondered  here 

The  mystery  of  life, 
And  prayed  the  eternal  Light  to  clear 
Their  doubts  and  aid  their  strife. 

4  From  humble  tenements  around 

Came  up  the  pensive  train, 
And  in  the  church  a  blessing  found 
That  filled  their  homes  again ; 


5  For  faith  and  peace  and  mighty  love, 

That  from  the  Godhead  flow, 
Showed  them  the  life  of  Heaven  above 
Springs  from  the  life  below. 

6  They  live  with  God,  their  homes  are  dust ; 

Yet  here  their  children  pray, 
And  in  this  fleeting  life-time  trust 
To  find  the  narrow  way. 

7  On  him  who  by  the  altar  stands, 

On  him  Thy  blessing  fall ! 
Speak  through  his  lips  Thy  pure  commands, 
Thou  Heart  that  lovest  all ! 

Ralph  Waldo  Emerson 
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2  Bless  Thou  the  truth,  dear  Lord,  to  me,  —  to  me, — 
As  Thou  didst  bless  the  bread  by  Galilee ; 
Then  shall  all  bondage  cease,  all  fetters  fall, 
And  I  shall  find  my  peace,  my  All-in-All ! 

Mary  K.  T 
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2  Offered  was  He  for  greatest  and  for  least, 
Himself  the  victim,  and  Himself  the  priest 


3  Approach  ye,  then,  with  faithful  hearts  sincere, 
And  take  the  safeguard  of  salvation  here. 

4  He  that  His  saints  in  this  world  rules  and  shields, 
To  all  believers  life  eternal  yields ; 

5  With  heavenly  bread  makes  them  that  hunger  whole, 
Gives  living  waters  to  the  thirsting  soul. 

6  Alpha  and  Omega,  to  whom  shall  bow 
All  nations  at  the  doom,  is  with  us  now. 


j=jga 


IN   MEMORIAM    8,8,8,4 


F.  C.  Maker 


5t£ 


P^rff 


By  Christ  redeemed,  in  Christ  restored,      We    keep  the  mem  -  o  -    ry     a 


dored, 


f 


— -^ 


-A 1-  L 


I  '  1 

And  show    the   deat 


^m:m 


3 


r 


is 


t 


our     dear  Lord 

AAA 


r  P 

He     come. 


esebS 


A    -   MEN. 


p:  i^irn 


The  Lord's  Supper 


2  His  body,  broken  in  our  stead, 
Is  here,  in  this  memorial  bread ; 
And  so  our  feeble  love  is  fed 

Until  He  come. 

3  His  fearful  drops  of  agony, 

His  life-blood  shed  for  us,  we  see; 
The  wine  shall  tell  the  mystery 
Until  He  come. 


,  4  And  thus  that  dark  betrayal  night, 
With  the  last  advent,  we  unite, 
By  one  blest  chain  of  loving  rite, 
Until  He  come. 

5  Until  the  trump  of  God  be  heard, 
Until  the  ancient  graves  be  stirred, 
And  with  the  great  commanding  word 
The  Lord  shall  come. 


6  O  blessed  hope !  with  this  elate, 
Let  not  our  hearts  be  desolate, 
But,  strong  in  faith,  in  patience  wait 
Until  He  come. 

George  Rawson 
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2  Look  on  the  heart  by  sorrow  broken, 
Look  on  the  tears  by  sinners  shed ; 
And  be  Thy  feast  to'US  the  token 
That  by  Thy  grace  our  souls  are  fed. 
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2  Here  would  I  feed  upon  the  bread  of  God ; 
Here  drink  with  Thee  the  royal  wine  of  Heaven; 
Here  would  I  lay  aside  each  earthly  load ; 
Here  taste  afresh  the  calm  of  sin  forgiven. 

3  Too  soon  we  rise :  the  symbols  disappear ; 

The  feast,  though  not  the  love,  is  passed  and  gone ; 
The  bread  and  wine  remove  :  but  Thou  art  here, 
Nearer  than  ever,  —  still  my  shield  and  sun. 

4  I  have  no  help  but  Thine,  nor  do  1  need 
Another  arm  save  Thine  to  lean  upon  : 
It  is  enough,  my  Lord,  enough  indeed : 

My  strength  is  in  Thy  might,  —  Thy  might  alone. 

5  I  have  no  wisdom  save  in  Him  who  is 
My  wisdom  and  my  teacher  both  in  one ; 
No  wisdom  can  I  lack  while  Thou  art  wise, 
No  teaching  do  I  crave  save  Thine  alone. 

6  Mine  is  the  sin,  but  Thine  the  righteousness ; 
Mine  is  the  guilt,  but  Thine  the  cleansing  blood  ; 
Here  is  my  robe,  my  refuge,  and  my  peace,  — 
Thy  blood,  Thy  righteousness,  O  Lord,  my  God. 
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7  Feast  after  feast  thus  comes  and  passes  by ; 
Yet,  passing,  points  to  the  glad  feast  above,  — 
Giving  sweet  foretaste  of  the  festal  joy, 
The  Lamb's  great  bridal  feast  of  bliss  and  love. 
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Use  small  notes  for  the  last  three  verses 


2  O  blest  Memorial  of  our  dying  Lord, 
Who  living  Bread  to  men  doth  here  afford, 
O,  may  our  souls  forever  feed  on  Thee, 
And  Thou,  O  Christ,  forever  precious  be  ! 

3  Fountain  of  goodness,  Jesu,  Lord  and  God, 
Cleanse  us,  unclean,  with  Thy  most  cleansing  blood ; 
Increase  our  faith  and  love,  that  we  may  know 

The  hope  and  peace  which  from  Thy  presence  flow. 


4  O  Christ,  whom  now  beneath  a  veil  we  see, 
May  what  we  thirst  for  soon  our  portion  be, 
To  gaze  on  Thee  unveiled,  and  see  Thy  face, 
The  vision  of  Thy  glory  and  Thy  grace. 


R.  Woodford 
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2  While  in  penitence  we  kneel, 
Thy  sweet  presence  let  us  feel, 
All  Thy  wondrous  love  reveal. 


3  While  on  Thy  dear  cross  we  gaze, 
Mourning  o'er  our  sinful  ways, 
Turn  our  sadness  into  praise ; 

4  Draw  us  to  Thy  wounded  side, 
Whence  there  flowed  the  healing  tide, 
There  our  sins  and  sorrows  hide. 

5  From  the  bonds  of  sin  release, 
Cold  and  wavering  faith  increase. 
Lamb  of  God,  grant  us  Thy  peace ! 


6  Lead  us  by  Thy  pierced  hand 
Till  around  Thy  throne  we  stand 
In  the  bright  and  better  land. 

Robert  H.  Baynet 
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This   will     I      do,   my    dy-ing   Lord:  I       will  re  -  mem  •  ber  Thee.       A  -  men. 
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Thy  body,  broken  for  my  sake, 
My  bread  from  Heaven  shall  be ; 

Thy  testamental  cup  I  take, 
And  thus  remember  Thee. 


3  Remember  Thee  and  all  Thy  pains, 
And  all  Thy  love  to  me,  — 
Yea,  while  a  breath,  a  pulse,  remains, 
Will  I  remember  Thee, 


4  And  when  these  failing  lips  grow  dumb, 
And  mind  and  memory  flee, 
When  Thou  shalt  in  Thy  kingdom  come, 
Then,  Lord,  remember  me ! 

James  Montgomery 
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1  If  human  kindness  meets  return, 

And  owns  the  grateful  tie ; 
If  tender  thoughts  within  us  burn, 
To  feel  a  friend  is  nigh,  — 

2  O,  shall  not  warmer  accents  tell 

The  gratitude  we  owe 
To  Him  who  died,  our  fears  to  quell, 
Our  more  than  orphan  woe  ? 


3  While  yet  in  anguish  He  surveyed 

Those  pangs  He  would  not  flee, 
What  love  His  latest  words  displayed, 
"  Meet,  and  remember  me  !  " 

4  Remember  Thee, —  Thy  death,  Thy  shame, 

Our  sinful  hearts  to  share !  — 
O  memory,  leave  no  other  name 
But  His  recorded  there  ! 

Gerard  T.  Noel. 


05     LONDON    NEW 


C«  M* 


3*3 


Scotch  Psalter 

i 


Op-pressed  with   noon  -  day's  scorch-ing    heat,      To      yon  -  der    cross 


i 


I      flee; 


miH-j^^i4-^^fh 


yu^ 


&^ 


i 


f 


«Pf*F? 


=f 


=* 


•&■ 


Beneath     its      shel  -  ter   take   my  seat :     No  shade  like  this  for    me ! 


Ipp^ 


mk=m 


r-Tf- 


A  -  MEN. 


Q- 


rRri~HI 


Beneath  that  cross  clear  waters  burst,  — 

A  fountain  sparkling  free  ; 
And  there  I  quench  my  desert  thirst : 

No  spring  like  this  for  me  ! 


3  A  stranger  here,  I  pitch  my  tent 
Beneath  this  spreading  tree : 
Here  shall  my  pilgrim  life  be  spent : 
No  home  like  this  for  me ! 


4  For  burdened  ones,  a  resting-place 
Beside  that  cross  I  see  ; 
I  here  cast  off  my  weariness : 
No  rest  like  this  for  me  ! 

Horatitts  Bonar 
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2  See,  the  streams  of  living  waters. 

Springing  from  eternal  love, 
Well  supply  thy  sons  and  daughters, 

And  all  fear  of  want  remove. 
Who  can  faint,  while  such  a  river 

Ever  flows,  their  thirst  to  assuage,  — 
Grace,  which,  like  the  Lord  the  giver, 

Never  fails  from  age  to  age  ? 


3  Round  each  habitation  hovering, 

See  the  cloud  and  fire  appear 
For  a  glory  and  a  covering, 

Showing  that  the  Lord  is  near. 
Thus  deriving  from  their  banner 

Light  by  night,  and  shade  by  day, 
Safe  they  feed  upon  the  manna 

Which  He  gives  them  when  they  praj'- 
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4  Saviour,  if  of  Zion's  city 

I  through  grace  a  member  am, 
Let  the  world  deride  or  pity, 

I  will  glory  in  Thy  name. 
Fading  is  the  worldling's  pleasure, 

All  his  boasted  pomp  and  show  ; 
Solid  joys  and  lasting  treasure 

None  but  Zion's  children  know. 

John  Newton 
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2  Alleluia  !  Church  victorious, 

True  Jerusalem  and  free ; 
Alleluia !  now  triumphant, 

All  Thy  children  sing  in  Thee 
But  by  Babylon's  dark  waters 

Mourning  exiles  still  are  we. 

3  Alleluia !  songs  of  gladness 

Suit  not  always  souls  forlorn ; 
Alleluia !  sounds  of  sadness 


Midst  our  joyous  strains  are  borne  : 
For  in  this  dark  world  of  sorrow 
We  for  sin  must  often  mourn. 

4  But  one  earnest  supplication, 
Holy  God,  we  raise  to  Thee : 

Bring  us  to  Thy  blissful  presence, 
Make  us  all  Thy  joys  to  see ; 

Then  to  Thee  our  alleluias 
Singin*r  'tagta . 
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rest,     ye      pil   -  grim  host!        Look   back      up    -  on      your    way: 
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The    moun-tains  climbed,  the   tor-rents  crossed,  Thro'  many     a       wea  -  ry       day. 
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From       this      vie    -  to    -  rious  height     How    fair      the    past      ap  -  pears,         God's 
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grace  and    glo  -   ry      shin  -  ing  bright    On  all       the      by  -  gone  years !       A  -  men. 


J 


2  How  many,  at  His  call, 

Have  parted  from  our  throng! 
They  watch  us  from  the  crystal  wall, 

And  echo  back  our  song. 
They  rest,  beyond  complaints, 

Beyond  all  sighs  and  tears ; 
Praise  be  to  God  for  all  His  saints 

Who  wrought  in  bygone  years ! 


3  The  banners  they  upbore 

Our  hands  Still  lift  on  high  ; 
The  Lord  they  followed  evermore, 

To  us  is  also  nigh. 
Arise,  arise !  and  tread 

The  future  without  fears  ; 
He  leadeth  still,  whose  hand  hath  led 

Through  all  the  bygone  years ! 
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4  When  we  have  reached  the  home 

We  seek  with  weary  feet, 
Our  children's  children  still  shall  come 

To  keep  these  ranks  complete  ; 
And  He,  whose  host  is  one, 

Throughout  the  countless  spheres 
Will  guide  His  marching  servants  on 

Through  everlasting  years. 

Rossiter  W.  Raymond 
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For    all  the    ser-vants    of    our  King      In   earth    and  Heaven  are  one.  A  -  men. 
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One  family  we  dwell  in  Him, 
One  church  above,  beneath, 

Though  now  divided  by  the  stream, 
The  narrow  stream  of  death. 

One  army  of  the  living  God, 

To  His  command  we  bow; 
Part  of  the  host  have  crossed  the  flood, 

And  part  are  crossing  now. 
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One  holy  Church  of  God  appears 
Through  ever)'  age  and  race, 

Unwasted  by  the  lapse  of  years, 
Unchanged  by  changing  place. 

From  oldest  time,  on  farthest  shores, 
Beneath  the  pine  or  palm, 

One  Unseen  Presence  she  adores, 
With  silence  or  with  psalm. 


4  Our  spirits  too  shall  quickly  join 
With  theirs  in  glory  crowned, 
And  shout  to  see  our  Captain's  sign, 
To  hear  His  trumpet  sound. 


5  O  that  we  now  might  grasp  our  Guide  ! 
O  that  the  word  were  given ! 
Come,  Lord  of  hosts,  the  waves  divide, 
And  bring  us  all  to  Heaven. 

Charles  Wesley 


3  The  truth  is  her  prophetic  gift, 

The  soul  her  sacred  page ; 
And  feet  on  mercy's  errand  swift 
Do  make  her  pilgrimage. 

4  O  living  Church,  thine  errand  speed, 

Fulfil  thy  task  sublime ; 
With  bread  of  life  earth's  hunger  feed, 
Redeem  the  evil  time  ! 
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Not    to       the     ter  -  rors     of       the    Lord, —  The     tern  -  pest,  fire,  and  smoke,— 
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Not    to    the    thun  -  der      of      that  word  Which  God  on  Si  -  nai  spoke  ;     A  •  men. 
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2  But  we  are  come  to  Z ion's  hill, 

The  city  of  our  God, 
Where  milder  words  declare  His  will, 
And  spread  His  love  abroad. 

3  Behold  the  innumerable  host 

Of  angels  clothed  in  light ! 
Behold  the  spirits  of  the  just, 
Whose  faith  is  turned  to  sight ! 


4  Behold  the  blest  assembly  there, 

Whose  names  are  writ  in  Heaven! 
Hear  God,  the  Judge  of  all,  declare 
Their  vilest  sins  forgiven ! 

5  The  saints  on  earth  and  all  the  dead 

But  one  communion  make  ; 
All  join  in  Christ,  their  living  Head, 
And  of  His  grace  partake. 


6  In  such  society  as  this 

My  weary  soul  would  rest : 
The  man  that  dwells  where  Jesus  is, 
Must  be  forever  blest. 

Isaac  Watts 
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i  O,  where  are  kings  and  empires  now, 
Of  old  that  went  and  came  ? 
But,  Lord,  Thy  Church  is  praying  yet. 
A  thousand  years  the  same. 

2  We  mark  her  holy  battlements, 
And  her  foundations  strong ; 
We  hear  within,  the  solemn  voice 
Of  her  unending  song. 


3  For  not  like  kingdoms  of  the  world, 

Thy  Holy  Church,  O  God, 
Though  earthquake  shocks  are  threaten  in 
And  tempests  are  abroad;  [her. 

4  Unshaken  as  eternal  hills, 

Immovable  she  stands, — 
A  mountain  that  shall  fill  the  earth, 
A  house  not  made  with  hands. 

fcxttau  Cforelaad  Can 
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2  See  round  Thine  ark  the  hungry  billows  curling, 
See  how  Thy  foes  their  banners  are  unfurling ; 
Lord,  while  their  darts  envenomed  they  are  hurling, 

Thou  canst  preserve  us. 

3  Lord,  Thou  canst  help  when  earthly  armor  faileth  ; 
Lord,  Thou  canst  save  when  deadly  sin  assaileth  ; 
Lord,  o'er  Thy  Rock  nor  death  nor  hell  prevaileth : 

Grant  us  Thy  peace,  Lord. 

4  Peace  in  our  hearts  our  evil  thoughts  assuaging, 
Peace  in  Thy  Church,  where  brothers  are  engaging, 
Peace,  when  the  world  its  busy  war  is  waging, 

Send  us,  O  Saviour. 

5  Grant  us  Thy  help  till  foes  are  backward  driven ; 
Grant  them  Thy  truth,  that  they  may  be  forgiven ; 
Grant  peace  on  earth,  and,  after  we  have  striven, 

Peace  in  Thy  Heaven. 
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ho  -  ly  bride  ;  With  His  own  blood  He  bought  her,And  for  her  life   He  died.     A-MKN. 
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2  Elect  from  every  nation, 

Yet  one  o'er  all  the  earth, 
Her  charter  of  salvation 

One  Lord,  one  faith,  one  birth ; 
One  holy  name  she  blesses. 

Partakes  one  holy  food, 
And  to  one  hope  she  presses, 

With  every  grace  endued. 

3  Though  with  a  scornful  wonder, 

Men  see  her  sore  oppressed, 
By  schisms  rent  asunder, 

By  heresies  distressed ; 
Yet  saints  their  watch  are  keeping, 

Their  cry  goes  up,  "  How  long  ?  " 
And  soon  the  night  of  weeping 

Shall  be  the  morn  of  song. 


4  'Mid  toil  and  tribulation, 

And  tumult  of  her  war, 
She  waits  the  consummation 

Of  peace  for  evermore ; 
Till  with  the  vision  glorious 

Her  longing  eyes  are  blest, 
And  the  great  Church  victorious 

Shall  be  the  Church  at  rest. 

5  Yet  she  on  earth  hath  union 

With  God  the  Three  in  One, 
And  mystic  sweet  communion 

With  those  whose  rest  is  won ; 
O  happy  ones  and  holy ! 

Lord,  give  us  grace,  that  we, 
Like  them,  the  meek  and  lowly, 

On  high  may  dwell  with  Thee. 

Samuel  J.  Stone 
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i  The  God  that  to  the  fathers 

Revealed  His  holy  will 
Has  not  the  world  forsaken, 

He  's  with  the  children  still. 
Then  envy  not  the  twilight 

That  glimmered  on  their  way ; 
Look  up,  and  see  the  dawning 

That  broadens  into  day. 

2  'T  was  but  far  off,  in  vision, 
The  fathers1  eyes  could  see 
The  glory  of  the  kingdom,  — 
The  better  time  to  be. 
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To-day  we  see  fulfilling 

The  dreams  they  dreamt  of  old ; 
While  nearer,  ever  nearer, 

Rolls  on  the  age  of  gold. 

3  With  trust  in  God's  free  spirit,  — 

The  ever-broadening  ray 
Of  truth  that  shines  to  guide  us 

Along  our  forward  way,  — 
Let  us  to-day  be  faithful 

As  were  the  brave  of  old, 
Till  we,  their  work  completing, 

Bring  in  the  age  of  gold ! 

Minot  J.  Savage 
J.  C.  Woodman 
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The  Church  our  blest     Re-deem  -  er  saved     With  His  own  pre  -  cious    blood.     A-men. 
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2  I  love  Thy  Church,  O  God ! 
Her  walls  before  Thee  stand 

Dear  as  the  apple  of  Thine  eye, 
And  graven  on  Thy  hand. 

3  For  her  my  tears  shall  fall, 
For  her  my  prayers  ascend ; 

To  her  my  cares  and  toils  be  given 
Till  toils  and  cares  shall  end. 


4  Beyond  my  highest  joy 

I  prize  her  heavenly  ways, 
Her  sweet  communion,  solemn  vows, 
Her  hymns  of  love  and  praise. 

5  Jesus,  Thou  Friend  divine, 
Our  Saviour  and  our  King, 

Thy  hand  from  every  snare  and  foe 
Shall  great  deliverance  bring. 


6  Sure  as  Thy  truth  shall  last, 

To  Zion  shall  be  given 
The  brightest  glories  earth  can  yield. 

And  brighter  bliss  of  Heaven. 
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God,     nam-ed  Love,  whose  fount  Thou  art,  Thy  crownless  Church  be  -  fore  Thee  stands, 
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With  too  much  hat  -  ing    in     her  heart, And  too  much  striving    in    her  hands.  A  -  men. 
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2  "  Love  as  I  loved  you,"  was  the  sound 
That  on  Thy  lips  expiring  sat ! 
Sweet  words  in  bitter  strivings  drowned ! 
We  hated  as  the  worldly  hate. 


No  moving  looks,  like  those  which  sent 
Their  softness  through  a  traitor's  heart? 


5  No  touching  tale  of  anguish  dear, 

Whereby  like  children  we  may  creep, 
3  Yet,  Lord,  Thy  wronged  love  fulfill,  All  trembling,  to  each  other  near, 

Thy  Church,  though  fallen,  before  Thee  And  view  each  other's  face,  and  weep? 

stands ; 


Behold,  the  voice  is  Jacob's  still, 
Albeit  the  hands  are  Esau's  hands. 

4  Hast  thou  no  tears,  like  those  be-spent 
Upon  thy  Zion's  ancient  part? 
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6  O,  move  us — Thou  hast  power  to  move  — 
One  in  the  One  Beloved  to  be ; 
Teach  us  the  heights  and  depths  of  love: 
Give    Thine  —  that  we   may  love  like 
Thee ! 

Elisabeth  Barrett  Browning 
Henry  J.  Gauntlett 


H^&^^^M 


X  r  T" 


r  rr 


m 


t* 


ther  of     all,    from   land  and  sea     The    na-t ions  sing,  "Thine,  Lord,  are  we;" 

jFF,.-  f--^rffz^i=Lf:_EELf=i 


tLk^^EJ--- 


£ 


1  j 


iil= 


fctji 


=Y=f- 


?i    t    r    f    ' 

Count-less      in      num  -  ber,    but 

:         J- 


WW 


,1:  m^_ 


in 

I 
4. 


f     f- 
Thee    May       we       be 


one! 

■ 

1 


u 


MEN. 


^ 


1H1 


The  Church  Militant 


2  O  Son  of  God,  whose  love  so  free 
For  men  did  make  Thee  man  to  be, 
United  to  our  God  in  Thee, 
May  we  be  one ! 


3  O  Trinity  in  Unity, 
One  only  God,  in  Persons  Three, 
Dwell  ever  in  our  hearts ;  like  Thee 
May  we  be  one ! 
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4  So  when  the  world  shall  pass  away, 
May  we  awake  with  joy,  and  say, 
"  Now  in  the  bliss  of  endless  day 
We  all  are  one." 

Christopher  Wordsworth 

The   Church   Universal 


1   From  north  and  south  and  east  and  west,  3  When  on  each  southern  balmy  coast 

When  shall  the  peoples,  long  unblest,  Shall  ransomed  men,  in  countless  host, 

All  find  their  everlasting  rest,  Rise,  heart  and  voice,  to  make  sweet  boast, 

O  Christ,  in  Thee  ?  O  Christ,  in  Thee  ? 


2  When  shall  the  climes  of  ageless  snow 
Be  with  the  Gospel  light  aglow, 
And  all  men  their  Redeemer  know, 
O  Christ,  in  Thee  ? 
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4  Bring,  Lord,  the  long-predicted  hour, 
The  ages'  diadem  and  flower, 
When  all  shall  find  their  refuge,  tower, 
And  home  in  Thee ! 

Crcorge  T.  Cotter 
Arr.  by  Lowell  Mason 
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That  song  of  triumph  which  records  That  all  the     earth  is 


now    the  Lord's!  A  -  men. 


2  Let  thrones  and  powers  and  kingdoms  be 
Obedient,  mighty  God,  to  Thee  ! 

And  over  land  and  stream  and  main 
Wave  thou  the  sceptre  of  Thy  reign  ! 

3  O,  let  that  glorious  anthem  swell, 
Let  host  to  host  the  triumph  tell, 
That  not  one  rebel  heart  remains, 
But  over  all  the  Saviour  reigns ! 
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Let  them  see  Thee  in    Thy  glo  -  ry,    And    Thy  mer  -  cy     man  -  i  -  fold. 
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2  Far  and  wide,  though  all  unknowing. 
Pants  for  Thee  each  mortal  breast ; 

Human  tears  for  Thee  are  flowing, 
Human  hearts  in  Thee  would  rest : 

Thirsting  as  for  dews  of  even, 
As  the  new-mown  grass  for  rain, 

Thee  they  seek,  as  God  of  Heaven, 

.   Thee  as  man  for  sinners  slain. 


3  Saviour,  lo,  the  isles  are  waiting, 

Stretched  the  hand,  and  strained  the  sight 
For  Thy  Spirit,  new-creating, 

Love's  pure  flame  and  wisdom's  light : 
Give  the  word,  and  of  the  preacher 

Speed  the  foot  and  touch  the  tongue, 
Till  on  earth  by  every  creature 
Glory  to  the  Lamb  be  sung. 

Arthur  Cleveland  Cose 
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Christ    for    the    world   we      sing:        The      world   to    Christ   we     bring,      With 
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lov    -    ing  zeal ;    The      poor,  and  them   that  mourn,    The  faint  and       o   -   ver 
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borne,        Sin  -  sick    and     sor  -  row  -  worn,   Whom  Christ   doth    heal. 
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2  Christ  for  the  world  we  sing : 
The  world  to  Christ  we  bring, 

With  fervent  prayer  ; 
The  wayward  and  the  lost, 
By  restless  passions  tossed, 
Redeemed  at  countless  cost, 

From  dark  despair. 

3  Christ  for  the  world  we  sing : 
The  world  to  Christ  we  bring. 

With  one  accord ; 
With  us  the  work  to  share, 
With  us  reproach  to  dare, 
With  us  the  cross  to  bear, 

For  Christ  our  Lord. 

4  Christ  for  the  world  we  sing : 
The  world  to  Christ  we  bring, 

With  joyful  song ; 

The  new-born  souls,  whose  days, 

Reclaimed  from  error's  ways, 

Inspired  with  hope  and  praise, 

To  Christ  belong. 

Samuel  WoJcott 
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From  Greenland's    i    -    cy    moun  -  tains,  From    In  -   dia's    co    -    ral      strand, 
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Where    Af  -    ric's    sun  •  ny     foun  -    tains      Roll    down  their  gold  •  en    sand ; 
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From  many    an       an  -  cient    riv    -    er,     From  many    a        palm  -  y 


fTTTTT 


t 


plain,— 


They  call    us      to    de    -    liv 


2  What  though  the  spicy  breezes 

Blow  soft  o'er  Ceylon's  isle ; 
Though  every  prospect  pleases, 

And  only  man  is  vile  ; 
In  vain  with  lavish  kindness 

The  gifts  of  God  are  strown: 
The  heathen,  in  his  blindness. 

Bows  down  to  wood  and  stone. 


er      Their  land  from  er  -  ror's  chain.    A  -  MEN. 
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3  Can  we,  whose  souls  are  lighted 

With  wisdom  from  on  high, 
Can  we  to  men  benighted 

The  lamp  of  life  deny  ? 
Salvation,  O  salvation ! 

The  joyful  sound  proclaim 
Till  each  remotest  nation 

Has  learned  Messiah's  name. 
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4  Waft,  waft,  ye  winds,  his  story, 

And  you,  ye  waters,  roll, 
Till,  like  a  sea  of  glory, 

It  spreads  from  pole  to  pole ; 
Till  o'er  our  ransomed  nature 

The  Lamb  for  sinners  slain, 
Redeemer,  King,  Creator, 

In  bliss  returns  to  reign. 

Reginald  Heber 
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Roll     on,     thou  might  -  y         o  -    cean,    And,    as        thy       bil  -  lows   flow,     Bear 
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mess-en  -  gers  of     mer  -    cy      To    ev  -  ery    land  be  -  low.      A  -  rise,  ye  gales,  and 
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And  death's  black  shade  no  more.  Am  en. 
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2  O  Thou  eternal  Ruler, 

Who  holdest  in  thine  arm 
The  tempest  of  the  ocean, 

Protect  them  from  all  harm  ! 
Thy  presence,  Lord,  be  with  them, 

Wherever  they  may  be ; 
Though  far  from  those  who  love  them, 

Still  let  them  be  with  Thee. 
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2  Why  in  the  hard  and  thorny  way  they  press, 
Unloved,  uncomforted,  with  none  to  bless, 

In  living  death,  I  know  not;  but  spare  Thou, 
And  lead  them  now ! 

3  Saviour,  be  pitiful ;  their  hell  is  here : 
Dull  parched  sorrow  that  can  shed  no  tear 

Is  theirs.    They  need  indeed  no  further  loss,  — 
They  bear  their  cross  ! 

4  Eternal  death  to  live  away  from  Thee  ; 
Eternal  loss  apart  from  Thee  to  be ; 
Eternal  gain  to  have  in  Thee  some  part, — 

To  know  Thou  art ! 

5  Dawn  for  us  here,  thou  bright,  undying  day ; 
So  in  no  dark  and  sudden-ending  way 

Life's  timorous  steps  shall  falter,  but  straight  on 
Where  Christ  is  gone,  — 


MEN. 
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6  To  wake  and  know  the  new  life  throbbing,  find 
Doubt  and  disquietude  are  left  behind, 
Eyes  opened,  ears  attuned  to  heavenly  sound, 
Is  Heaven  found. 

C.  C.  Fraser  Tytler 
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Hail        to       the  bright-ness    of     Zi  -  on's  glad  morn-ing ! 
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2  Hail  to  the  brightness  of  Z ion's  glad  morning, 

Long  by  the  prophets  of  Israel  foretold ! 
Hail  to  the  millions  from  bondage  returning  ! 
Gentiles  and  Jews  the  blest  vision  behold. 

3  Lo,  in  the  desert  rich  flowers  are  springing, 

Streams  ever  copious  are  gliding  along ; 
Loud  from  the  mountain-tops  echoes  are  ringing, 
Wastes  rise  in  verdure  and  mingle  in  song. 

4  See,  from  all  lands,  from  the  isles  of  the  ocean, 

Praise  to  Jehovah  ascending  on  high  ; 
Fallen  are  the  engines  of  war  and  commotion, 
Shouts  of  salvation  are  rending  the  sky. 

Thomas  Hastings 
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2  Then  from  the  craggy  mountains 

The  sacred  shout  shall  fly, 
And  shady  vales  and  fountains 

Shall  echo  the  reply ; 
High  tower  and  lowly  dwelling 

Shall  send  the  chorus  round, 
All  alleluia  swelling 

In  one  eternal  sound. 

James  Edmeston 
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1  Now  be  the  Gospel  banner 

In  every  land  unfurled, 
And  be  the  shout,  Hosanna, 

Re-echoed  through  the  world, 
Till  every  isle  and  nation, 

Till  every  tribe  and  tongue, 
Receive  the  great  salvation, 

And  join  the  happy  throng. 
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2  Yes,  Thou  shalt  reign  forever, 

O  Jesus,  King  of  kings ! 
Thy  light,  Thy  love,  Thy  favor, 

Each  ransomed  captive  sings : 
The  isles  for  Thee  are  waiting, 

The  deserts  learn  Thy  praise, 
The  hills  and  valleys,  greeting, 

The  song  responsive  raise. 

Thomas  Hastings 
Lowell  Mason 
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O    Spir  -  it       of    the    liv  -  ing  God,   In      all  Thy  plen  -    i  •  tude   of        grace, 
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Where'er     the  foot  of    man  hath  trod,  De-scend  on     our     a-pos-tate  race.      A -men. 
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2  Give  tongues  of  fire,  and  hearts  of  love, 
To  preach  the  reconciling  word ; 
Give  power  and  unction  from  above, 
Where'er  the  joyful  sound  is  heard. 


4  O  Spirit  of  the  Lord,  prepare 

All  the  round  earth  her  God  to  meet ; 
Breathe  Thou  abroad  like  morning  air, 
Till  hearts  of  stone  begin  to  beat. 


3  Be  darkness,  at  Thy  coming,  light ;  5  Baptize  the  nations ;  far  and  nigh 

Confusion  —  order,  in  Thy  path ;  The  triumphs  of  the  cross  record ; 

Souls  without  strength,  inspire  with  might,  The  name  of  Jesus  glorify 

Bid  mercy  triumph  over  wrath.  Till  every  kindred  call  Him  Lord. 

James  Montgomery 
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1   Triumphant  Zion,  lift  thy  head  3  No  more  shall  foes  unclean  invade, 

From  dust  and  darkness  and  the  dead !  And  fill  thy  hallowed  walls  with  dread  : 

Though  humbled  long,  awake  at  length,  No  more  shall  hell's  insulting  host 

And  gird  thee  with  thy  Saviour's  strength  !      Their  victory  and  thy  sorrows  boast. 


2  Put  all  thy  beauteous  garments  on, 
And  let  thy  various  charms  be  known ; 
The  world  thy  glories  shall  confess, 
Decked  in  the  robes  of  righteousness. 


4  God,  from  on  high,  thy  groans  will  hear ; 
His  hand  thy  ruins  shall  repair ; 
Reared  and  adorned  by  love  divine, 
Thy  towers  and  battlements  shall  shine. 
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Hear    what  God     the    Lord  hath  spok  -  en :      O       my     peo  -  pie,  faint  and     few, 
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Com -fort  -  less,    af  -  flict  -  ed,      brok-en,    Fair     a  •  bodes    I      build    for      you; 
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You  shall  name  your  walls  Sal  -  va  -  tion,  And  your  gates  shall  all    be     Praise.      A  -  men. 
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2  There,  like  streams  that  feed  the  garden, 

Pleasures  without  end  shall  flow ; 
For  the  Lord,  your  faith  rewarding, 

All  His  bountv  shall  bestow. 
Still,  in  undisturbed  possession, 

Peace  and  righteousness  shall  reign ; 
Never  shall  you  feel  oppression, 

Hear  the  voice  of  war  again. 
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3  Ye  no  more  your  suns  descending, 

Waning  moons  no  more  sball  see. 
But,  your  griefs  forever  ending, 

Find  eternal  noon  in  Me ; 
God  shall  rise,  and,  shining  o'er  you. 

Change  to  day  the  gloom  of  night ; 
He  the  Lord  shall  be  your  Glory, 

God  your  everlasting  Light. 

William 
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J  Klug's  Gesangbuch,  1535 
Adapted  by  Martin  Luther 
Harmonized  by  Vincent  Novello 
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Great  God,  what  do  I     see  and  hear  ?  The  end  of  things  ere  -    a    -    ted :  The  Judge  of  mankind 


doth  ap  -  pear,   On  clouds  of  glo  -   ry        seat  -   edl  The  trumpet  sounds,  the  graves  re -store 
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The  dead  which  they  con  -  tained  be-fore :  Pro-pare,  my   soul,   to        meet    Him  !    A  -  men. 


2  The  dead  in  Christ  shall  first  arise, 
At  the  last  trumpet's  sounding, 

Caught  up  to  meet  Him  in  the  skies, 
With  joy  their  Lord  surrounding. 

No  gloomy  fears  their  souls  dismay ; 

His  presence  sheds  eternal  day 
On  those  prepared  to  meet  Him. 


3  Far  over  space,  to  distant  spheres, 
The  lightnings  are  prevailing ; 

The  ungodly  rise,  and  all  their  tears 
And  sighs  are  unavailing. 

The  day  of  grace  is  past  and  gone ; 

They  shake  before  the  Judge's  throne, 
All  unprepared  to  meet  Him. 


4  Great  God,  what  do  I  see  and  hear  ? 

The  end  of  things  created : 
The  Judge  of  mankind  doth  appear, 

On  clouds  of  glory  seated  ! 
Beneath  His  cross  I  view  the  day 
When  Heaven  and  earth  shall  pass  away, 

And  thus  prepare  to  meet  Him. 
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Hail   to      the  Lord's  A  •  noint  -    ed,   Great  David's  great-er    Son !     Hail,  in       the 
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2  He  comes,  with  succor  speedy, 

To  those  who  suffer  wrong ; 
To  help  the  poor  and  needy, 

And  bid  the  weak  be  strong ; 
To  give  them  songs  for  sighing. 

Their  darkness  turn  to  light, 
Whose  souls,  condemned  and  dying, 

Were  precious  in  His  sight. 


imppp 


t=t 


i 


3  He  shall  come  down,  like  showers 

Upon  the  fruitful  earth, 
And  love,  joy,  hope,  like  flowers, 

Spring  in  His  path  to  birth ; 
Before  Him,  on  the  mountains, 

Shall  Peace,  the  herald,  go ; 
And  Righteousness,  in  fountains, 

From  hill  to  valley  flow. 

4  For  Him  shall  prayer  unceasing, 

And  daily  vows  ascend ; 
His  kingdom  still  increasing, — 

A  kingdom  without  end : 
The  tide  of  time  shall  never 

His  covenant  remove ; 
His  name  shall  stand  forever ; 
That  name  to  us  is  —  Love. 

Ji 
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1  The  morning  light  is  breaking, 

The  darkness  disappears ; 
The  sons  of  earth  are  waking 

To  penitential  tears. 
Each  breeze  that  sweeps  the  ocean 

Brings  tidings  from  afar. 
Of  nations  in  commotion, 

Prepared  for  Zion's  war. 

2  Rich  dews  of  grace  come  o'er  us 

In  many  a  gentle  shower, 
And  brighter  scenes  before  us 

Are  opening  every  hour ; 
•      Each  cry  to  Heaven  going, 

Abundant  answer  brings, 
And  heavenly  gales  are  blowing, 

With  peace  upon  their  wings. 
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3  See  heathen  nations  bending 

Before  the  God  we  love, 
And  thousand  hearts  ascending 

In  gratitude  above ; 
While  sinners,  now  confessing, 

The  Gospel  call  obey, 
And  seek  the  Saviour's  blessing, 

A  nation  in  a  day. 

4  Blest  river  of  salvation, 

Pursue  thy  onward  way; 
Flow  thou  to  every  nation, 

Nor  in  thy  richness  stay ; 
Stay  not  till  all  the  lowly 

Triumphant  reach  their  home; 
Stay  not  till  all  the  holy 

Proclaim,  The  Lord  is  come. 

Samuel  F.  Smith 

Arabian  Air,  arr. 
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Or   the    ful  -  ness     of      the   sea      When  it  breaks  up  -    on     the  shore.     A  -     men 
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2  Alleluia !  for  the  Lord 

God  omnipotent  shall  reign  ; 
Alleluia !    let  the  word 

Echo  round  the  earth  and  main. 

3  Alleluia  !  hark !  the  sound, 

From  the  depths  unto  the  skies, 
Wakes,  above,  beneath,  around, 
All  creation's  harmonies. 


4  See,  Jehovah's  banner's  furled, 

Sheathed  His  sword;  He  speaks,  —  'tis 
Now  the  kingdoms  of  this  world       [donel 
Are  the  kingdom  of  His  Son. 

5  He  shall  reign  from  pole  to  pole 

With  supreme,  unbounded  sway; 
He  shall  reign  when,  like  a  scroll, 
Yonder  heavens  have  passed  »««. 
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A  -  gain  in    thy     Re-deem-er    trust :    He  calls  thee  from    the  dead. 
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2  Awake,  awake,  put  on  thy  strength, 

Thy  beautiful  array ; 
The  day  of  freedom  dawns  at  length, 
The  Lord's  appointed  day. 

3  Rebuild  thy  walls,  thy  bounds  enlarge, 

And  send  thy  heralds  forth ; 
Say  to  the  South  :  "  Give  up  thy  charge ! 
And  keep  not  back,  O  North ! " 
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4  They  come,  they  come :  Thine  exiled  bands, 

Where'er  they  rest  or  roam, 
Have  heard  Thy  voice  in  distant  lands, 
And  hasten  to  their  home. 

5  Thus,  though  the  universe  shall  burn, 

And  God  His  works  destroy, 
With  songs  Thy  ransomed  shall  return, 
And  everlasting  joy. 

James  Montgomery 
C.  E.  WUling 
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peace  from  Heaven  shall  de-scend   Like  Heaven's  own  light,  on   ev  -  ery  clime  !     A  -  MEN. 


The   Church   Triumphant 


When  men  in  ships  far  off  at  sea 
Shall  hear  the  happy  nations  raise 

The  song  of  peace  and  liberty, 
The  chant  of  overflowing  praise. 
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3  Mankind  shall  be  one  brotherhood; 
One  human  soul  shall  fill  the  earth ; 
And  God  shall  say,  "  The  world  is  good 
As  in  the  day  I  gave  it  birth." 


Ignace  J.  Pleyel 
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Rise,  crowned  with    light,    im  -  pe   -  rial      Sa  -  lem,     rise , 
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tower-ing    head,  and     lift    thine    eyes 
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See  Heaven  its      spark  -  ling    por  -  tals 
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wide      dis  -  play,       And  break   up  -  on    thee   in       a    flood      of       day. 


A-MEN. 
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2  See  a  long  race  thy  spacious  courts  adorn, 
See  future  sons,  and  daughters  yet  unborn, 
In  crowding  ranks  on  every  side  arise, 
Demanding  life,  impatient  for  the  skies. 

3  See  barbarous  nations  at  thy  gates  attend, 
Walk  in  thy  light,  and  in  thy  temple  bend : 

See  thy  bright  altars  thronged  with  prostrate  kings, 
While  every  land  its  joyful  tribute  brings. 

4  The  seas  shall  waste,  the  skies  to  smoke  decay, 
Rocks  fall  to  dust,  and  mountains  melt  away ; 
But  fixed  His  word,  His  saving  power  remains: 
Thy  realm  shall  last,  thy  own  Messiah  reigns. 

Alexander  Papt 
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The   Church  Triumphant 
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That  day    of  wrath,  that  dread-f  ul  day,  When  heav'n  and  earth  shall  pass  a  -  way :  What 
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power  shall  be   the  sin-ner's  stay  ?  How  shall  he  meet   that    dread-f  ul         day?  A-mf.n. 


2  When,  shrivelling  like  a  parched  scroll, 
The  flaming  heavens  together  rollj 
When  louder  yet,  and  yet  more  dread, 
Swells  the  high  trump  that  wakes  the  dead,  — 

3  O,  on  that  day,  that  wrathful  day, 
When  man  to  judgment  wakes  from  clay, 
Be  Thou  the  trembling  sinner's  stay, 
Though  heaven  and  earth  shall  pass  away. 

Thomas  of  Celano 
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Op  -  pres  -  sion    shall    not    al  -  ways  reign ;  There  comes    a    bright  -  er      day, 
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When  free  -  dom,  burst  from  ev    -    ery      chain,     Shall  have  tri-umphant  sway.     A-MEN. 
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The   Church   Triumphant 


2  Then  right  shall  over  might  prevail, 
And  truth,  full  armed  in  mail, 
The  hosts  of  tyrant  wrong  assail, 
And  hold  eternal  sway. 

*  3  What  voice  shall  bid  the  progress  stay 
Of  truth's  victorious  car  ? 
What  arm  arrest  the  growing  day, 
Or  quench  the  solar  star  ? 


4  What  soul  shall  dare,  though  stout  and 

Restore  the  ancient  wrong,  [strong. 

Oppression's  guilty  night  prolong, 
And  freedom's  morning  bar  ? 

5  The  hour  of  triumph  comes  apace, 

The  fated,  promised  hour, 
When  earth  upon  a  ransomed  race 
Her  bounteous  gifts  shall  shower. 


6  Ring,  Liberty,  thy  glorious  bell, 
On  high  thy  banner  swell, 
Let  trump  on  trump  the  triumph  swell, 
Of  Heaven's  redeeming  power. 

Henry  Ware  Jr. 
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Thy    king-dom  come,    O       God, 
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Break   with  Thine      i  -  ron       rod  The      tvr    -   an  -  nies    of       sin.  A  -  men. 
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2  Where  is  Thy  reign  of  peace 

And  purity  and  love  ? 
When  shall  all  hatred  cease, 
As  in  the  realms  above  ? 

3  When  comes  the  promised  time 

That  war  shall  be  no  more, 
And  lust,  oppression,  crime, 
Shall  flee  Thy  face  before  ? 

4  We  pray  Thee,  Lord,  arise, 

And  come  in  Thy  great  might ; 


Revive  our  longing  eyes, 
Which  languish  for  Thy  sight. 

5  Men  scorn  Thy  sacred  name, 

And  wolves  devour  Thy  fold ; 
By  many  deeds  of  shame 
We  learn  that  love  grows  cold. 

6  O'er  heathen  lands  afar, 

Thick  darkness  broodeth  yet; 
Arise,  O  morning  Star, 
Arise,  and  never  set. 


The   Church   Triumphant 
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On     the    moun-tain's  top    ap  •  pear-ing,       Lo !    the     sa  -  cred  her  -  aid  stands, 
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Wel-come  news  to  Zi    -    on  bear  -  ing,        Zi   -  on      long     in       hos  -  tile    lands. 
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Mourn  -  ing     cap  -  tive,      God   Him  -  self    will    loose      thy 
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2  Has  thy  night  been  long  and  mournful  ? 

Have  thy  friends  unfaithful  proved  ? 
Have  thy  foes  been  proud  and  scornful, 
By  thy  sighs  and  tears  unmoved  ? 

Cease  thy  mourning, 
Zion  still  is  well  beloved. 

3  God,  thy  God,  will  now  restore  thee ; 

He  Himself  appears  thy  friend; 
All  thy  foes  shall  flee  before  thee ; 
Here  their  boasts  and  triumphs  end : 

Great  deliverance 
Zion's  King  vouchsafes  to  send. 

4  Enemies  no  more  shall  trouble, 

All  thy  wrongs  shall  be  redressed ; 
For  thy  shame  thou  shalt  have  double, 
In  thy  Maker's  favor  blessed  ; 

All  thy  conflicts 
End  in  everlasting  rest. 

Thomas  Kelly 
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God      of      mer  -    cy,      when  ? 
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Not    kings  and    lords,   but    na  -  tions !  Not  thrones  and   crowns,  but        men ! 
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Their    her  -  i  -  tage      a    sun  -  less  day.        God      save   the  peo   •    pie ! 
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2  Shall  crime  bring  crime  forever, 
Strength  aiding  still  the  strong  ? 
Is  it  Thy  will,  O  Father, 
That  man  shall  toil  for  wrong  ? 
No,  say  Thy  mountains ;   No,  Thy  skies ; 
Man's  clouded  sun  shall  brightly  rise, 
And  songs  ascend,  instead  of  sighs. 
God  save  the  people ! 


3  When  wilt  Thou  save  the  people  ? 
O  God  of  mercy,  when  ? 
The  people,  Lord,  the  people, 

Not  thrones  and  crowns,  but  men  ! 
God  save  the  people;  Thine  they  are. 
Thy  children,  as  Thine  angels  fair. 
From  vice,  oppression,  and  despair, 
God  save  the  people  ! 
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Alexis  Lvoff 
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2  God  the  Omnipotent !  Mighty  Avenger, 

Watching  invisible,  judging  unheard, 
Doom  us  not  now  in  the  hour  of  danger ; 
Grant  to  us  peace,  O  most  merciful  Lord. 

3  God  the  All-merciful !  earth  hath  forsaken 

Thy  way  of  blessedness,  slighted  Thy  word : 
Bid  not  Thy  wrath  in  its  terrors  awaken ; 
Grant  to  us  peace,  O  most  merciful  Lord. 

4  God  the  All-righteous  One  !  man  hath  defied  Thee, 

Yet  to  eternity  standeth  Thy  word ; 
Falsehood  and  wrong  shall  not  tarry  beside  Thee : 
Grant  to  us  peace,  0  most  merciful  Lord. 

5  So  shall  Thy  children,  in  thankful  devotion, 

Praise  Him  who  saved  them  from  peril  and  sword, 
Singing  in  chorus  from  ocean  to  ocean, 
"  Peace  to  the  nations,  and  praise  to  the  Lord." 

Chorley  and  EOatai 
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My      coun  -    try!        'tis  of     thee,      Sweet    land       of         lib    -    er  -    ty, 
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Of      thee      I  sing,  —     Land  where    my         fa    -  thers   died  1   Land    of      the 
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pil-grims'  pride !  From  ev  -   ery      raoun  -  tain  side      Let    free  -  dom     ring !     A  -  men. 
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2  My  native  country,  thee, 
Land  of  the  noble  free, 

Thy  name  I  love ; 
I  love  thy  rocks  and  rills, 
Thy  woods  and  templed  hills : 
My  heart  with  rapture  thrills 

Like  that  above. 


3  Let  music  swell  the  breeze, 
And  ring  from  all  the  trees 

Sweet  freedom's  song : 
Let  mortal  tongues  awake ; 
Let  all  that  breathe  partake ; 
Let  rocks  their  silence  break, 

The  sound  prolong. 


4  Our  fathers'  God,  to  Thee, 
Author  of  liberty. 

To  Thee  we  sing ! 
Long  may  our  land  be  bright 
With  freedom's  holy  light ; 
Protect  us  by  Thy  might, 

Great  God  our  King ! 

Samuel  F.  Smith 
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God    bless    our    na  -  tive  land  I     Firm  may  she    ev    •   er  stand,  Through  storm  and 
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Do      Thou      our       coun    -    try    save 

i  j  j  j- 


1=-r 


i 


I 


u 


By       Thy      great    might. 
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2  For  her  our  prayers  shall  rise 
To  God  above  the  skies : 

On  Him  we  wait. 
Thou  who  art  ever  nigh, 
Guarding  with  watchful  eye, 
To  Thee  aloud  we  cry 

God  save  the  State ! 
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3  Lo !  our  hearts  prayers  arise 
Into  the  upper  skies, 
Regions  of  light ! 
He  who  hath  heard  each  sigh, 
Watches  each  weeping  eye : 
He  is  forever  nigh, 
Venger  of  right 

Brooks  and  Dwigbt 
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God    bless  our  na  -  tive    land!      Firm    may  she  ev  -    er    stand,  Through  storm  and 
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Thy    great  might.        A  -  men. 
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Down    the  dark  fu    •    ture,  throMong  ge  -  ne  -  ra  -  tions,       The  sounds  of    war  grow  fainter, 
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and    then     cease ;     And      like  a      bell      with  solemn,  sweet  vi  -  bra  -  tions,  I      hear  once 
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more  the  voice  of  Christ  say,   Peace !   A-men. 
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2  Peace!   and  no  longer,   from  its  brazen 
portals, 
The  blast  of  war's  great  organ  shakes 
the  skies ; 
But,  beautiful  as  songs  of  the  immortals, 
The  holy  melodies  of  love  arise. 

Henry  Wadsworth  Lonjrfellow 
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O      God,  he  -  neath  Thy  guid-ing  hand    Our  ex    -    iled  fa-  there  crossed  the  sea; 
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And  when  they  trod  the  win-try  strand,  With  prayer  and  psalm  they  worshipped  Thee.  A-mih 
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2  Thou  heard'st,  well  pleased,  the  song,  the  And  where  their  pilgrim  feet  have  trod, 

prayer;  The    God    they    trusted    guards   their 

Thy  blessing  came,  and  still  its  power  graves. 
Shall  onward  through  all  ages  bear 

The  memory  of  that  holy  hour.                  4  And  here  Thy  name,  O  God  of  love, 

Their  children's  children  shall  adore, 

3  Laws,  freedom,  truth,  and  faith  in  God  Till  these  eternal  hills  remove, 

Came  with  those  exiles  o'er  the  waves  ;  And  spring  adorns  the  earth  no  more, 

Leonard  Bacon 
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With   songs   and  hon  •   ors   sound-ing    loud,      Ad  •    dress  the     Lord  on       high; 
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O  -  ver  the  heavens  He  spreads  His  cloud,  And  wa  -   ters  veil       the    sky. 


A  -  MEN. 


Thanksgiving 


2  He  sends  His  showers  of  blessings  down  4  His  hoary  frost,  His  fleecy  snow, 

To  cheer  the  plains  below ;  Descend  and  clothe  the  ground ; 

He  makes  the  grass  the  mountains  crown,  The  liquid  streams  forbear  to  flow, 

And  corn  in  valleys  grow.  In  icy  fetters  bound. 


3  His  steady  counsels  change  the  face 
Of  the  declining  year ; 
He  bids  the  sun  cut  short  his  race, 
And  wintry  days  appear. 


5  He  sends  His  word,  and  melts  the  snow, 
The  fields  no  longer  mourn  ; 
He  calls  the  warmer  gales  to  blow, 
And  bids  the  spring  return. 


6  The  changing  wind,  the  flying  cloud, 
Obey  His  mighty  word . 
With  songs  and  honors  sounding  loud, 
Praise  ye  the  sovereign  Lord. 

Isaac  Watts 
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ser  -  a-phim,  to  sing  His  praise.  A  -  men. 
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2  Thou  moon,  that  rul'st  the  night, 
And  sun,  that  guid'st  the  day, 
Ye  glittering  stars  of  light, 
To  Him  your  homage  pay : 
His  praise  declare,  ye  heavens  above, 
And  clouds  that  move  in  liquid  air. 


3  Let  them  adore  the  Lord, 
And  praise  His  holy  name, 
By  whose  almighty  word 
They  all  from  nothing  came : 
And  all  shall  last  from  changes  free ; 
His  firm  decree  stands  ever  fast. 


4  United  zeal  be  shown, 

His  wondrous  fame  to  raise, 
Whose  glorious  name  alone 
Deserves  our  endless  praise : 

Earth's  utmost  ends  His  power  obey; 

His  glorious  sway  the  sky  transcends. 
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nk  the  Lord,  O   thank   the  Ix>rd,  For    all         His       love 
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Heav'n  above ;  Then  thank  the  Lord,  O   thank   the  Ix>rd,  For    all         His       love.     Amen 
bove ; J 


Heav'n  a-bove 
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Thanksgiving 


2  He  only  is  the  Maker 


Of  all  things  near  and  far ; 
He  paints  the  wayside  flower; 

He  lights  the  evening  star; 
The  winds  and  waves  obey  Him ; 

By  Him  the  birds  are  fed : 
Much  more  to  us,  His  children, 

He  gives  our  daily  bread. 
All  good  gifts,  etc. 
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3  We  thank  Thee  then,  O  Father, 
For  all  things  bright  and  good, 
The  seed-time  and  the  harvest, 

Our  life,  our  health,  our  food ; 
Accept  the  gifts  we  offer 

For  all  Thy  love  imparts, 
And,  what  Thou  most  desirest, 
Our  humble,  thankful  hearts. 
All  good  gifts,  etc. 

Matthias  Claudius 
Johann  R.  Ahle 
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Praise    to     God,     im  -  mor  -  tal    praise,  For    the    love    that  crowns  our  days  t 
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Bounteous    source  of     ev  -  ery    joy,     Let    Thy  praise  our  tongues  em  -  ploy.    A -men. 
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2  For  the  blessings  of  the  field, 
For  the  stores  the  gardens  yield ; 
For  the  fruits,  in  full  supply, 
Ripened  'neath  the  summer  sky ; 

3  Flocks  that  whiten  all  the  plain ; 
Yellow  sheaves  of  ripened  grain ; 
Clouds  that  drop  their  fattening  dews; 
Suns  that  temperate  warmth  diffuse ; 

4  All  that  Spring  with  bounteous  hand 
Scatters  o'er  the  smiling  land : 

All  that  liberal  Autumn  pours 
From  her  rich  o'erflowing  stores,  — 


5  These  to  Thee,  my  God,  we  owe. 
Source  whence  all  our  blessings  flow ; 
And  for  these  my  soul  shall  raise 
Grateful  vows  and  solemn  praise. 

6  Yet,  should  rising  whirlwinds  tear 
From  its  stem  the  ripening  ear ; 
Should  the  fig-tree's  blasted  shoot 
Drop  her  green,  untimely  fruit ; 

7  Should  the  vine  put  forth  no  more, 
Nor  the  olive  yield  her  store ; 
Though  the  sickening  flocks  should  fall, 
And  the  herds  desert  the  stall,  — 


8  Yet  to  Thee  my  soul  should  raise 
Grateful  vows  and  solemn  praise  ; 
And,  when  every  blessing 's  flown, 
Love  Thee  for  Thyself  alone ! 
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Great  God,  we  sing  that  migh-ty   hand,     By  which  sup  -  port  •  ed    still  we  stand; 
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The  open-ing  year  Thy   mer  -  cy  shows :  Let  mer  -  cy  crown   it    till      it   close.     A -men. 


2  By  day,  by  night,  at  home,  abroad, 
Still  we  are  guarded  by  our  God ; 
By  His  incessant  bounty  fed, 

By  His  unerring  counsel  led. 

3  With  grateful  hearts  the  past  we  own ; 
The  future,  all  to  us  unknown, 

We  to  Thy  guardian  care  commit. 
And  peaceful  leave  before  Thy  feet. 


4  In  scenes  exalted  or  depressed, 

Be  Thou  our  joy,  and  Thou  our  rest; 
Thy  goodness  all  our  hopes  shall  raise, 
Adored  through  all  our  changing  days. 

5  When  death  shall  interrupt  these  songs. 
And  seal  in  silence  mortal  tongues, 
Our  Helper,  God,  in  whom  we  trust, 
In  better  worlds,  our  souls  shall  boast 

Philip  Doddridge 
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Sing     we,  breth'  -  ren      faith  -  f ul  -  heart  -  ed,       Lift     the      sol  -  emn  voice  a  -  gain 
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O'er   an  -  oth  -  er    year  de-part-ed        Of  our  threescore  years  and     ten.         A-mkn 
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2  Lo,  a  theme  for  deepest  sadness, 
In  ourselves  with  sin  denied ; 
Lo,  a  theme  for  holiest  gladness, 
In  our  Father  reconciled. 


4  Still,  when  danger  shall  betide  us, 
Be  Thy  warning  whisper  heard ; 
Keep  us  at  Thy  feet,  and  guide  us 
By  Thy  Spirit  and  Thy  word. 


3  Gracious  Saviour  !   Thou  hast  lengthened  5  Let  Thy  favor  and  Thy  blessing 

And  hast  blessed  our  mortal  span,  Crown  the  year  we  now  begin ; 

And  in  our  weak  hearts  hast  strengthened  Let  us  all,  Thy  strength  possessing, 

What  Thy  grace  alone  began.  Grow  in  grace  and  vanquish  sin. 

Henry  Downton 
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Henry  J.  Gauntlett 
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O      God,    the   Rock    of        A  ges, 
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Who      ev   -    er  -  more  hast  been, 
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What   time    the      tem  -  pest      ra    -    ges,     Our    d well-in g  place  se  -  rene. 
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2  Before  Thy  first  creations, 

O  Lord,  the  same  as  now ; 
To  endless  generations 
The  everlasting  Thou ! 

3  Our  years  are  like  the  shadows 

On  sunny  hills  that  lie, 
Or  grasses  in  the  meadows 
That  blossom  but  to  die,  — 

4  A  sleep,  a  dream,  a  story 

By  strangers  quickly  told, 
An  unremaining  glory 

Of  things  that  soon  are  old. 
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5  O  Thou,  who  canst  not  slumber, 

Whose  light  grows  never  pale, 
Teach  us  aright  to  number 
Our  years  before  they  fail. 

6  On  us  Thy  mercy  lighten, 

On  us  Thy  goodness  rest, 
And  let  Thy  Spirit  brighten 
The  hearts  Thyself  hast  blessed. 

7  Lord,  crown  our  faith's  endeavor 

With  beauty  and  with  grace, 
Till,  clothed  in  light  forever, 
We  see  Thee  face  to  face,  — 


8  A  joy  no  language  measures, 
A  fountain  brimming  o'er, 
An  endless  flow  of  pleasures, 
An  ocean  without  shore. 

Edward  H.  BxckenxcxVv 
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A  -    cross  the      sky    the  shades  of  night    This  winter's    eve  are       fleet  -  ing : 
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We     deck  Thine  al    -   tar,   Lord,  with  light.  In       sol  -  emn  wor-ship     meet    -    ing; 
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And      as    the  year's  last  hours  go     by,    We  lift    to  Thee  our  earn  -  est  cry,  Once 
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2  Before  Thee,  Lord,  subdued  we  bow, 
To  Thee  our  prayers  addressing ; 
Recounting  all  Thy  mercies  now, 

And  all  our  sins  confessing ; 
Beseeching  Thee,  this  coming  year, 
To  hold  us  in  Thy  faith  and  fear, 
And  crown  us  with  Thy  blessing. 


3  In  many  an  hour,  when  fear  and  drc^A 
Like  evil  spells  have  bound  us, 
And  clouds  were  gathering  overhead' 

Thy  providence  hath  found  us ; 
In  many  a  night  when  waves  ran  Yfif^^* 
Thy  gracious  presence,  drawing  nig^ 
Hath  made  all  calm  around  us. 


4  Then,  O  Great  God,  in  years  to  comv- 

Whatever  fate  betide  us, 
Right  onward  through  our  journey 

Be  Thou  at  hand  to  guide  us ; 
Nor  leave  us  till,  at  close  of  life, 
Safe  from  all  perils,  toil,  and  strife, 

Heaven  shall  unfold  and  hide  us. 

James  Hamilton 
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While  with  cease  -  less  course  the    sun      Hast  -  ed  through  the       for  -  mer  year, 
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Ma  -  ny     souls  their    race  have    run,    Nev  -  er    more     to     meet    us       here : 
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We      a      lit  -  tie       lon-ger    wait.   But  how    lit  -  tie,  none  can      know 
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As  the  winged  arrow  flies 

Speedily  the  mark  to  find  ; 
As  the  lightning  from  the  skies 

Darts,  and  leaves  no  trace  behind,  — 
Swiftly  thus  our  fleeting  days 

Bear  us  down  life's  rapid  stream ; 
Upward,  Lord,  our  spirits  raise  : 

All  below  is  but  a  dream. 


3  Thanks  for  mercies  past  receive ; 
Pardon  of  our  sins  renew ; 
Teach  us  henceforth  how  to  live 

With  eternity  in  view : 
Bless  Thy  word  to  young  and  old ; 

Fill  us  with  a  Saviour's  love ; 
And  when  life's  short  tale  is  told, 
May  we  dwell  with  Thee  above. 
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Glo  -  ri  -  f y       Thy    name. 
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2  Can  a  child  presume  to  choose 

Where  or  how  to  live  ? 
Can  a  Father's  love  refuse 

All  the  best  to  give  ? 
More  Thou  givest  every  day 

Than  the  best  can  claim, 
Nor  withholdest  aught  that  may 

Glorify  Thy  name. 


3  If  in  mercy  Thou  wilt  spare 

Joys  that  yet  are  mine  ; 
If  on  life,  serene  and  fair, 

Brighter  rays  may  shine,  — 
Let  my  glad  heart,  while  it  sings. 

Thee  in  all  proclaim, 
And,  whate'er  the  future  brings. 

Glorify  Thy  name. 

4  If  Thou  callest  to  the  cross, 

And  its  shadow  come, 
Turning  all  my  gain  to  loss. 

Shrouding  heart  and  home,  — 
Let  me  think  how  Thy  dear  Son 

To  His  glory  came, 
And  in  deepest  woe  pray  on : 

"  Glorify  Thy  name." 

Laurence  Tottkti 
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How  pleas  -  ing       is 


The  Spring 
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O     Lord,     our    heaven  -  ly       King, 
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That   bids       the  frosts     re  -  tire, 
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And  wakes  the      love   -  ly      spring! 


The 


# 


rains    re -turn,    the    ice    dis-  tills,     And  plains  and  hills  for  -  get    to  mourn.  Amen. 
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2  The  morn,  with  glory  crowned, 

Thy  hand  arrays  in  smiles ; 
Thou  bid'st  the  eve  decline, 

Rejoicing  o'er  the  hills. 
Soft  suns  ascend,  the  mild  wind  blows, 
And  beauty  glows  to  earth's  far  end. 

3  Thy  showers  make  soft  the  fields  ; 

On  every  side  behold 
The  ripening  harvests  wave 

Their  loads  of  richest  gold. 
The  laborers  sing  with  cheerful  voice, 
And,  blest,  rejoice  in  God,  their  King. 
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4  The  thunder  is  His  voice ; 

His  arrows,  blazing  fires ; 
He  glows  in  yonder  sun, 

And  smiles  in  starry  choirs. 
The  balmy  breeze  His  breath  perfumes 
His  beauty  blooms  in  flowers  and  trees. 

5  With  life  He  clothes  the  spring. 

The  earth  with  summer  warms : 
He  spreads  the  autumnal  feast. 

And  rides  in  wintry*  storms. 
His  gifts  divine  through  all  appear. 
And  round  the  year  His  glories  shine. 
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O      Lord,    be      with    us      when    we     sail      Up  -  on        the     lone  -  ly     deep; 
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Our  guard  when  on    the      si  -   lent  deck  The      mid-night  watch  we     keep.       A  -  men. 
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Interlude,  which  may  be  omitted,  or  played  after  2d,  4th,  and  6th  verses 
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2  We  need  not  fear,  though  ail  around, 

'Mid  rising  winds,  we  hear 
The  multitude  of  waters  surge  ; 
For  Thou,  O  God,  art  near. 

3  The  calm,  the  breeze,  the  gale,  the  storms 

That  pass  from  land  to  land, 
All,  all  are  Thine,  —  are  held  within 
The  hollow  of  Thine  hand. 

4  As  when  on  blue  Gennesaret 

Rose  high  the  angry  wave, 
And  Thy  disciples  quailed  in  dread, 
One  word  of  Thine  could  save,  — 


5  So  when  the  fiercer  storms  arise 

From  man's  unbridled  will, 
Be  Thou,  Lord,  present  in  our  heart 
To  whisper,  "  Peace,  be  still." 

6  Across  this  troubled  tide  of  life 

Thyself  our  pilot  be, 
Until  we  reach  that  better  land, 
The  land  that  knows  no  sea. 

7  To  Thee  the  Father,  Thee  the  Son, 

Whom  earth  and  sky  adore, 
Thee,  Spirit,  moving  on  the  deep. 
Be  praise  for  evermore. 

Edward  A    Dayman 


1 


For  Those  at  Sea 


62 


MELITA     l.m.61. 


John  B.  Dykes 


E  -    ter  -  nal   Fa  -  ther,  strong  to        save,  Whose  arm  doth  bind  the      restless  wave ; 
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Who  bidst    the  might-y         o  -    cean  deep   Its      own    ap  -   point  -  ed      lim  -    its  keep,  — 
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O,    hear  us  when  we      cry      to  Thee   For  those  in     per  -  il 
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O  Saviour,  whose  almighty  word 
The  winds  and  waves  submissive  heard; 
Who  walkedst  on  the  foaming  deep, 
And  calm  amid  its  rage  didst  sleep,  — 
O,  hear  us  when  we  cry  to  Thee 
For  those  in  peril  on  the  sea ! 


3  O  Sacred  Spirit,  who  didst  brood 
Upon  the  chaos  dark  and  rude  ; 
Who  bad'st  its  angry  tumult  cease, 
And  gavest  light  and  life  and  peace, 
O,  hear  us  when  we  cry  to  Thee 
For  those  in  peril  on  the  sea. 


4  O  Trinity  of  love  and  power, 

Our  brethren  shield  in  danger's  hour  ; 
From  rock  and  tempest,  fire  and  foe, 
Protect  them  wheresoefer  they  go ; 
And  ever  let  there  rise  to  Thee 
Glad  hymns  of  praise  from  land  and  sea. 

William  Whiting 
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And  Thee,   O  Christ,  of  kings     the  King,  Whose  love  our  souls    en  -  fold    -    eth; 


And  Thee,  O   Ho -ly  Ghost,  we  praise  :   O,     be  our  guide  thro' all   our    days.     A-ME5- 
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2  0  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 
The  God  of  our  Salvation, 
The  Church  on  earth,  and  heavenly  host, 
Are  one  in  adoration. 

With  heart  and  mind,  may  we  adore 
Our  gracious  God  for  evermore. 
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Praise       the    God        of         all         ere    -    a    -   tion !    Praise    the        Fa  -  ther's 
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Priest  and   King     en  -  throned  a  -  bove !     Praise      the  Foun-tain       of    Sal  -  va  -  tion, 
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To      the      one      Je      -    ho   -  vah      give! 
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Now      may      He     who  from     the    dead  Brought  the  Shep  -  herd      of       the  sheep, 
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2  May  He  teach  us  to  fulfill 

What  is  pleasing  in  His  sight; 
Perfect  us  in  all  His  will, 

And  preserve  us  day  and  night ! 


ST.   ANNE    c.  m. 


3  To  that  great  Redeemer's  praise, 

Who  the  covenant  sealed  with  blood, 
Let  our  hearts  and  voices  raise 
Loud  thanksgivings  to  our  God. 

John  Newtoo 

Ascribed  to  William  Croft 
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all    His  words  most  won-der  -  ful,    Most    sure  in      all    His     ways. 
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To  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 
The  Go4  whom  we  adore, 

Be  glory  as  it  was,  is  now, 
And  shall  be  evermore. 
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PORTUGUESE   HYMN     p.m. 
Unison 


John  Reading 


O   praise   ye     the    Fa-ther,  whose  love  supreme    up  -  holds  us ;       O  praise     ye  the 
Organ 
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ges,     O    praise     ye     the   Lord.     A  -    MEN. 
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Praise  God,  from  whom  all   blessings  flow!  Praise  Him,  all  creatures      here  be -low! 
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Praise  Him  a-bove,     ye  heavenly  host !  Praise  Fa-ther,  Son,  and      Ho  -  ly  Ghost.  Am  en. 
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Bishop  Ken 


Italian  Melody,  arr.  by  Edward  J.  Hopkins 
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Lord,  dismiss        us       with  Thy  bless  -  ing,  Fill   our  hearts  with  joy      and  peace; 
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Let    us      each,  Thy    love    pos-sess    -  ing,    Tri  -    umph  in       re  -  deem  -  ing  grace; 


O,      re  -  fresh  us  !     O,     re  -  fresh  us,     Travelling  through  this  wil-der  -  ness !  A-MEN . 
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2  Thanks,  we  give,  and  adoration 
For  Thy  Gospel's  joyful  sound ; 
May  the  fruits  of  Thy  salvation 
In  our  hearts  and  lives  abound; 

May  Thy  presence 
With  us  evermore  be  found ! 


3  So,  whene'er  the  signal 's  given, 
Us  from  earth  to  call  away, 
Borne  on  angels'  wings  to  Heaven, 
Glad  the  summons  to  obey, 

May  we  ever 
Reign  with  Christ  in  endless  day. 
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The  day,  O  Lord,  is  spent :  A-bide  with  us,  and  rest ;  Our  hearts'  desires  are   ful-ly      bent 
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On    making  Thee  our  Guest.     Amen 
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2  From  men  below  the  skies, 
And  all  the  heavenly  host, 

To  God  the  Father,  praise  arise, 
The  Son  and  Holy  Ghost. 

John  M    Neale 
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Arr.  by  Lowell  Mason 
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To      God,    the       Fa  -    ther,       Son,  And     Spir  -  it,       ev    -    er         blest,    The 
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One     in  Three,   the     Three  in     One,     Be         end-less  praise    ad  -   dressed     Am  en 
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May  the    grace  of  Christ  our    Sav  -  iour, 
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And    the      Fa  -  ther's  bound-less     love, 
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Thus  may    we       a  -  bide    in       un  -  ion    With  each    oth  •  er      and     the    Lord, 
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And  pos-sess    in  sweet  com-mun  -  ion    Joys  which  earth  can  not    af  -  ford.        A  -  men 
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John  Newton 
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Worship,  honor,  glory,  blessing, 

Lord,  we  offer  unto  Thee ; 
Young  and  old,  Thy  praise  confessing, 

In  glad  homage  bend  the  knee. 
As  the  saints  in  Heaven  adore  Thee, 

We  would  bow  before  Thy  throne; 
As  Thine  angels  serve  before  Thee, 

So  on  earth  Thy  will  be  done  ! 

Edward  Osier 
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Spiritual  Songs 


The  Hymns  and  Tunes  which  follow  are  especially  recommended  for  use  in  social  meetings, 
where  there  is  no  organized  choir  to  lead  the  singing.  Many  other  tunes  in  this  collection  may 
also  be  used  advantageously  for  that  purpose,  some  of  which  are  indexed  below. 

Evening  :  Twilight  II.,  38  ;  Holley,  39  ;  Seymour,  40 ;  Hebron,  45  ;  Ellers,  47 ; 
Eventide,  48;  Menial,  49;  Hursley,  51;  St.  Fidelis,  52;  Evening,  55; 
St.  Matthias,  60. 

Praise  to  God  :     St.  Margaret,  80 ;  Beatitudo,  83. 

Praise  to  Christ  :  Coronation,  112;  Holy  Trinity,  1 14  ;  St.  Peter,  115;  Mission- 
ary Chant,  119 ;  Canonbury,  120;  Crusader's  Hymn,  121 ;  Fiat  Lux,  134. 

The  Holy  Spirit:     St.  Marguerite,  136;  St.  Cuthbert,  146;  Irene,  151. 

The  Advent:     Veni  Emmanuel,  157. 

The  Life  of  Christ:     Federal  Street,  178;  St.  Aelred,  183;  Springtime,  184. 

The  Passion  :  Meditation,  192  ;  Williams,  194 ;  Gethsemane,  197  ;  St  Cross,  203; 
Avon,  205. 

Invitation:  Come  Unto  Me,  220;  Stephanos,  222;  Ilsley,  224;  St  Bees,  225; 
Dennis,  229. 

Penitence  :     Langran,  233  ;  Easton,  241 ;  St.  Cuthbert,  242  ;  Balerma,  243. 

Consecration  and  Service  :  Charles  Wesley,  248 ;  Lux  Mundi,  249 ;  Repentance, 
250;  Pascal,  252;  Solitude,  254;  Bethany,  262;  St.  Margaret,  263,  272; 
St.  Bede,  269;  Toplady,  270;  Olmutz,  277,  278;  Tennyson,  282. 

Prayer  and  Aspiration:  Hamburg,  286;  Whittier,  289;  Holy  Trinity,  290; 
Beatitudo,  292  ;  Naomi,  293  ;  Spohr,  307,  308  ;  Aurelia,  309. 

In  Doubt  and  Sorrow:  Calm,  325,  326;  Easton,  327;  Lux  Benigna,  330; 
Lambeth,  336. 

Warfare:     Laban,  344  ;  Vigilate,  355. 

Trust  and  Confidence:     State  Street,  372  ;  Thatcher,  374 ;  Enon,  383;  St  Peter, 
384  ;  Dominus  Regit  Me,  390  ;  Greenwood,  398  ;  Almsgiving,  407,  408. 

Fruits  of  the  Spirit  :     Jesu,  Magister  Bone,  412  ;  St  Agnes,  414,  415  ;  St.  Peter, 
428  :  Boylston,  434. 

Burial  of  the  Dead  :     Greenwood,  454  ;  Zephyr,  457  ;  St  Marguerite,  458. 

Heaven  :     Materna,  469  ;  Bonar,  472  ;  Paradise,  I.,  479  ;  Sarum,  480. 

The  Church:     State   Street,   517;    Riseholme,    519,   520;    St   Ambrose,    523; 
Missionary  Hymn,  524  ;  Alstone,  538  ;  Aurora,  542. 
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Arthur  Sullivan 
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My  God,  my  Fa  -  ther,  while     I      stray      Far  from  my  home,   on  life's  rough  way, 
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O,  teach      me  from    my    heart     to 
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2  Though  dark  my  path  and  sad  my  lot, 
Let  me  be  still,  and  murmur  not, 

Or  breathe  the  prayer  divinely  taught, 
Thy  will  be  done ! 

3  What  though,  in  lonely  grief,  I  sigh 
For  friends  beloved,  no  longer  nigh, 
Submissive  still  would  I  reply  : 

Thy  will  be  done ! 


4  If  Thou  shouldst  call  me  to  resign 
What  most  I  prized,  —  it  ne'er  was  mine ; 

•    I  only  yield  Thee  what  was  Thine : 
Thy  will  be  done  ! 

5  Let  but  my  fainting  heart  be  blest 
With  Thy  sweet  Spirit  for  its  guest, 
My  God,  to  Thee  I  leave  the  rest : 

Thy  will  be  done  ! 


6  Renew  my  will  from  day  to  day, 
Blend  it  with  Thine,  and  take  away 
All  that  now  makes  it  hard  to  say  : 
Thy  will  be  done ! 

Charlotte  Elliott 
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1  One  thing  I  of  the  Lord  desire, 
For  all  my  way  hath  miry  been, 
Be  it  by  water  or  by  fire, 

O,  make  me  clean ! 

2  If  clearer  vision  Thou  impart, 
Grateful  and  glad  my  soul  shall  be ; 
But  yet  to  have  a  purer  heart 

Is  more  to  me. 


3  Yea,  only  as  the  heart  is  clean, 
May  larger  vision  yet  be  mine ; 
For  mirrored  in  its  depths  are  seen 

The  things  divine. 

4  So  wash  Thou  me  without,  within, 
Or  purge  with  fire,  if  that  must  be ; 
No  matter  how,  if  only  sin 

Die  out  of  me. 

Walt**  C.  %trC\\\v 
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Dear  Je  -    sua,    ev    -    er       at        my    side,     How   lov  -    ing    must  Thou    be 
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To      leave  Thy  home    in     Heaven  to  guard     A    sin  -    f ul     child    like      me ! 
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Thy       beau  •  ti    -  ful       and  shin  -  ing       face        I     see       not,       though  so  near; 
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The  sweet-ness      of      Thy    soft     low    voice       I      am   too  deaf    to      hear.        A -MEN. 
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*  Use  slur  in  ad  verse  only        t  Omit  tie-  in  ad  verse 

2  I  cannot  feel  Thee  touch  my  hand 

With  pressure  light  and  mild, 
To  check  me,  as  my  mother  did 

When  I  was  but  a  child. 
But  I  have  felt  Thee  in  my  thoughts 

Fighting  with  sin  for  me ; 
And  when  my  heart  loves  God,  I  know 

The  sweetness  is  from  Thee. 
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3  And  when,  dear  Saviour,  I  kneel  down, 

Morning  and  night,  to  prayer. 
Something  there  is  within  my  heart 

Which  tells  me  Thou  art  there. 
Yes,  when  I  pray,  Thou  prayest  too: 

Thy  prayer  is  all  for  me : 
But  when  I  sleep,  Thou  slecpest  not, 

But  watchest  patiently. 

Frederick  W.  Faber 
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Joseph  Bamby 
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Sav-iour,  bles  -  sed  Sav  -  iour,    Lis  -  ten  while  we  sing,  Hearts  and  voi  -  ces    rais  -  ing 
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Prais  -  es    to       our      King.      All  we   have    we      of  -   fer,        All        we  hope      to 
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be,        Bo  -  dy,   soul,  and  spir     -    it,  All    we  yield     to       Thee.        A  -  men. 
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2  Nearer,  ever  nearer, 

Christ,  we  draw  to  Thee, 
Deep  in  adoration 

Bending  low  the  knee. 
Thou,  for  our  redemption, 

Cam'st  on  earth  to  die  ; 
Thou,  that  we  might  follow, 

Hast  gone  up  on  high. 

3  Dark,  and  ever  darker, 

Was  the  wintry  past; 
Now  a  ray  of  gladness 

O'er  our  path  is  cast ; 
Every  day  that  passeth, 

Every  nour  that  flies, 
Tells  of  love  unfeigned, 

Love  that  never  dies. 

4  Clearer  still,  and  clearer, 

Dawns  the  light  from  Heaven, 
In  our  sadness  bringing 

News  of  sins  forgiven  ; 
Life  has  lost  its  shadows. 

Pure  the  light  within  : 
Thou  hast  shed  Thy  radiance 

On  a  world  of  sin. 


5  Brighter  still,  and  brighter. 

Glows  the  western  sun, 
Shedding  all  its  gladness 

O'er  our  work  that 's  done ; 
Time  will  soon  be  over, 

Toil  and  sorrow  past ; 
May  we,  blesse'd  Saviour, 

Find  a  rest  at  last ! 

6  Onward,  ever  onward, 

Journeying  o'er  the  road 
Worn  by  saints  before  us, 

Journeying  on  to  God, 
Leaving  all  behind  us, 

May  we  hasten  on, 
Backward  never  looking 

Till  the  prize  is  won. 

7  Higher,  then,  and  higher, 

Bear  the  ransomed  soul, 
Earthly  toils  forgotten, 

Saviour,  to  its  goal, 
Where,  in  joys  unthought  of, 

Saints  witn  angels  sing, 
Never  weary,  raising 

Praises  to  their  King. 

Godfrey  Thrmf. 
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My      faith  looks  up       to    Thee,  THbu  Lamb  of    Cal    -  va  -   ry,       Sav  -  iour     di  - 
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Now    hear    me    while     I     pray,    Take    all       my    guilt 
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O,  let    me     from   this   day  Be  whol  -  ly    Thine  1 


MEN. 


m 


4&- 


E 


* 


:e 


I 


-*- 


2  May  Thy  rich  grace  impart 
Strength  to  my  fainting  heart, 

My  zeal  inspire ; 
As  Thou  hast  died  for  me, 
O,  may  my  love  to  Thee 
Pure,  warm,  and  changeless  be,  — 

A  living  fire. 

3  While  life's  dark  maze  I  tread, 
And  griefs  around  me  spread, 

Be  Thou  my  Guide ; 


OLIVET    6,4 


Bid  darkness  turn  to  day, 
Wipe  sorrow's  tears  away, 
Nor  let  me  ever  stray 
From  Thee  aside. 

4  When  ends  life's  transient  dream, 

When  death's  cold,  sullen  stream 

Shall  o'er  me  roll,  — 

Blest  Saviour,  then,  in  love, 

Fear  and  distrust  remove ; 

O,  bear  me  safe  above, 

A  ransomed  soul ! 

Ray  Palmer 

A  it.  from  Lowell  Mason 
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My  faith  looks  up  to  Thee,  Thou  Lamb  of  Cal-va  -  ry,  Sav-iour  di  vine !  Now  hear  me 
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My  God,    is      an     -    y      hour  so    sweet,  From  blush  of     morn      to    even  •  ing  star, 
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Thy     feet, —         The  hour  of  prayer?  A  -  MEN. 


2  Blest  is  that  tranquil  hour  of  morn. 

And  blest  that  solemn  hour  of  eve. 
When,  on  the  wings  of  prayer  upborne. 
The  world  I  leave. 

3  Then  is  my  strength  by  Thee  renewed : 

Then  are  my  sins  by  Thee  forgiven : 
Then  dost  Thou  cheer  mv  solitude 
With  hopes  of  Heaven. 
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4  No  words  can  tell  what  sweet  relief 

Here  for  my  every  want  I  find  ; 
What  strength  for  warfare,  balm  for  grief. 
What  peace  of  mind. 

5  Hushed  is  each  doubt  gone  every  fear ; 

My  spirit  seems  in  Heaven  to  stay: 
And  e'en  the  penitential  tear 
Is  wiped  away. 


6  Lord,  till  I  reach  that  blissful  shore, 
No  privilege  so  dear  shall  be 
As  thus  my  inmost  soul  to  pour 
In  prayer  to  Thee. 

Onriotre  EHioa 
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I    love       to      steal      a  -  while       a  -  way      From   ev    -    ery  cumbering   care, 


gg=M*=p 


f 


^ 


^- 


J 


r 


t 


I 


r*r^ 


^=- 


:** 


i — r 


t 


f 


-5^ 


^7 


rf  r  -^  r  t't 

And  spend   the   hours  of    set  -  ting  day        In   hum  -  ble,   grate-ful  prayer.      A  -  MEN- 
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2  I  love  in  solitude  to  shed 

The  penitential  tear, 
And  all  His  promises  to  plead, 
Where  none  but  God  can  hear. 

3  I  love  to  think  on  mercies  past, 

And  future  good  implore, 
And  all  my  cares  and  sorrows  cast 
On  Him  whom  I  adore. 


5o2     ARUNDEL    8,7 


4  I  love  by  faith  to  take  a  view 

Of  brighter  scenes  in  Heaven ; 
The  prospect  doth  my  strength  renew, 
While  here  by  tempests  driven. 

5  Thus,  when  life's  toilsome  day  is  o'er, 

May  its  departing  ray 
Be  calm  as  this  impressive  hour. 
And  lead  to  endless  day  ! 

Phoebe  H.  Brown 

John  B.  Dykes 
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Je  -  sus  calls  us      o'er    the   tu  -  mult      Of       our    life's  wild,   rest  -  less     sea; 
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Day   by    day  His  sweet  voice  soundeth,   Say-ing,"  Christian,  fol  -  low   Me."      A-men. 

j  i  i  j j  j  j  j  j  1  j 


md4ti  i  I  fjflM#?^= 


I-    .! — *_ 


Si 


Spiritual   Songs 


2  Jesus  calls  us  from  the  worship 
Of  the  vain  world's  golden  store, 
From  each  idol  that  would  keep  us, 
Saying,  "  Christian,  love  Me  more." 


3  In  our  joys  and  in  our  sorrows, 
Days  of  toil  and  hours  of  ease, 
Still  He  calls,  in  cares  and  pleasures, 
"  Christian,  love  Me  more  than  these." 
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4  Jesus  calls  us.     By  Thy  mercies, 
Saviour,  may  we  hear  Thy  call, 
Give  our  hearts  to  Thy  obedience, 
Serve  and  love  Thee  best  of  all ! 

Cecil  F.  Alexander 
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Joseph  Barn  by 
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soul,     a   -  dor  -  ing,   pleads   Thy  word,    And  owns  Thy  mer  -  cy  sweet.        A -men. 
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2  My  need,  and  Thy  desires, 
Are  all  in  Christ  complete ; 

Thou  hast  the  justice  truth  requires, 
And  I  Thy  mercy  sweet 

3  Where'er  Thy  name  is  blest, 
Where'er  Thy  people  meet, 

There  I  delight  in  Thee  to  rest, 
And  find  Thy  mercy  sweet. 
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i  Blest  be  Thy  love,  dear  Lord, 
That  taught  us  this  sweet  way,  — 

To  love  Thee  only  for  Thyself, 
And  for  that  love  obey. 

2  O  Thou,  our  souls*  chief  hope, 

We  to  Thy  mercy  fly ; 
Where'er  we  are,  Thou  canst  protect, 

Whate'er  we  need,  supply. 


4  Light  Thou  my  weary  way, 
Place  Thou  my  weary  feet, 

That  while  I  stray  on  earth  I  may 
Still  find  Thy  mercy  sweet. 

5  Thus  shall  the  heavenly  host 
Hear  all  my  songs  repeat, 

To  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 
Thy  joy,  Thy  mercy  sweet. 

John  S   B.  Monsell 


3  Whether  we  sleep  or  wake, 
To  Thee  we  both  resign ; 

By  night  we  see,  as  well  as  day, 
If  Thy  light  on  us  shine. 

4  Whether  we  live  or  die, 
Both  we  submit  to  Thee ; 

In  death  we  live,  as  well  as  life, 
If  Thine  in  death  we  be. 


5^5     ST.   EDMUND     p.m. 


Spiritual   Songs 


Arthur  Sullivan 
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I  'm  but  a  stranger  here,  Heav'n  is  my  home ;  Earth  is  a  desert  drear,  Heav'n  is  my  home : 
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Dan  -  ger  and  sor-row  stand  Round  me  on     ev-ery  hand ;  Heav'n  is  my  fath-er-land, 
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Heav'n     is     my      home. 
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2  What  though  the  tempest  rage, 
Heaven  is  my  home; 

Short  is  my  pilgrimage,  — 
Heaven  is  my  home ! 

And  Time's  wild  wintry  blast 

Soon  shall  be  overpast ; 

I  shall  reach  home  at  last,  — 
Heaven  is  my  home. 
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3  There  at  my  Saviour's  side,  — 

Heaven  is  my  home,  — 
I  shall  be  glorified  : 

Heaven  is  my  home. 
There  are  the  good  and  blest, 
Those  I  love  most  and  best ; 
And  there  I  too  shall  rest : 

Heaven  is  my  home. 

4  Therefore  I  murmur  not,  — 

Heaven  is  my  home,  — 
Whate'er  my  earthly  lot : 

Heaven  is  my  home. 
And  I  shall  surely  stand 
There,  at  my  Lord's  right  hand; 
Heaven  is  my  fatherland, 

Heaven  is  my  home. 

Thomas  R  Taylor 
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fess     Him       King    of      glo    -   ry     now 
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We  should  call  Him  Lord    Who  from  the  be-gin-ning   Was  the  mighty  Word.      Amen. 
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2  At  His  voice  creation 

Sprang  at  once  to  sight,  — 
All  the  angel  faces, 

AH  the  hosts  of  light ; 
Thrones  and  dominations, 

Stars  upon  their  way, 
All  the  heavenly  orders 

In  their  great  array. 

3  Humbled  for  a  season, 

To  receive  a  name 
From  the  lips  of  sinners 

Unto  whom  He  came, — 
Faithfully  He  bore  it, 

Spotless  to  the  last, 
Brought  it  back  victorious, 

When  from  death  He  passed. 

4  Bore  it  up  triumphant 

With  its  human  light, 
Through  all  ranks  of  creatures, 

To  the  central  height ; 
To  the  throne  of  Godhead, 

To  the  Father's  breast, 
Filled  it  with  the  glory 

Of  that  perfect  rest. 


5  Name  Him,  brothers,  name  Him, 

With  love  as  strong  as  death, 
But  with  awe  and  wonder, 

And  with  bated  breath ; 
He  is  God  the  Saviour, 

He  is  Christ  the  Lord, 
Ever  to  be  worshipped, 

Trusted,  and  adored. 

6  In  your  hearts  enthrone  Him ; 

There  let  Him  subdue 
All  that  is  not  holy, 

All  that  is  not  true. 
Crown  Him  as  your  Captain 

In  temptation's  hour, 
Let  His  will  enfold  you 

In  its  light  and  power. 

7  Brothers,  this  Lord  Jesus 

Shall  return  again 
With  His  Father's  glory, 

With  His  angel  train; 
For  all  wreaths  of  empire 

Meet  upon  His  brow, 
And  our  hearts  confess  Him 

King  of  glory  now. 

Ctxolvo*  \n  ^«& 


587 


Spiritual  Songs 


ST.   FLAVIAN    CM. 


Day's  Psalter 


M 


WW 


WPF 


&m 


r  r 

Lord,  when    we    bend    be 
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Teach    us    to     feel  the     sins   we  own,  And  hate  what    we       de  -  plore.      A  -  men. 
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2  Our  broken  spirits  pitying  see, 
True  penitence  impart ; 
Then  let  a  kindling  glance  from  Thee 
Beam  hope  upon  the  heart. 
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3  When  we  disclose  our  wants  in  prayer, 
May  we  our  wills  resign, 
And  not  a  thought  our  bosoms  share 
That  is  not  wholly  Thine. 


4  Let  faith  each  meek  petition  fill, 
And  waft  it  to  the  skies, 
And  teach  our  hearts  't  is  goodness  still 
That  grants  it  or  denies. 

Joseph  D.  Carlyle 
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There  is  a  fountain  filled  with  blood  Drawn  from  Emmanuel's  veins ;  And     sin-ners 
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plunged  beneath  that  flood  Lose  all  their  guil-ty  stains,  Lose  all  their  guil-ty  stains.  A-men 
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2  The  dying  thief  rejoiced  to  see 
That  fountain  in  his  day ; 
And  there  may  I,  though  vile  as  he, 
Wash  all  my  sins  away. 


4  E'er  since,  by  faith,  I  saw  the  stream 
Thy  flowing  wounds  supply, 
Redeeming  love  has  been  my  theme, 
And  shall  be  till  I  die. 


3  Dear,  dying  Lamb,  Thy  precious  blood  5  Then  in  a  nobler,  sweeter  song, 

Shall  never  lose  its  power  1 11  sing  Thy  power  to  save, 

Till  all  the  ransomed  Church  of  God  When  this  poor  lisping,  stammering  tongue 

Be  saved,  to  sin  no  more.  Lies  silent  in  the  grave. 

William  Cowper 
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Unison  or  Harmony 


Arthur  Sullivan 
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Hushed  was  the  evening  hymn,  The  Temple  courts  were  dark ;   The  lamp  was  burn-ing  dim 
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through  the  si-lence  of    the  shrine.  Amen. 


2  The  old  man  meek  and  mild, 
The  priest  of  Israel,  slept; 
His  watch  the  Temple  child, 
The  little  Levite,  kept ; 
And  what  from  Eli's  sense  was  sealed, 
The  Lord  to  Hannah's  son  revealed. 


4  O,  give  me  Samuel's  heart, 
A  lowly  heart,  that  waits 
When  in  Thy  house  Thou  art, 
Or  watches  at  Thy  gates 
By  day  and  night,  —  a  heart  that  still 
Moves  at  the  breathing  of  Thy  will. 


4  O,  give  me  Samuel's  mind, 
A  sweet,  unmurmuring  faith, 
Obedient  and  resigned 
To  Thee  in  life  and  death, 
That  I  may  read,  with  child-like  eyes. 
Truths  that  are  hidden  from  the  wise ! 
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Thy   home     is      with     the     hum  -  ble,  Lord !   The    sim  -  plest  are   the      best; 


j,y.|  1.  ;  t  JJ  £-*=*=£ 


[P^Sf^ 


1/       I  1/       y       ^ 

Thy    lodg  -  ing    is      in    child-like  hearts :  Thou  makest  there  Thy  rest.     A  -   MEN. 
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2  Dear  Comforter,  Eternal  Love, 
If  Thou  wilt  stay  with  me, 
Of  lowly  thoughts  and  simple  ways 
I  '11  build  a  house  for  Thee. 
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3  Who  made  this  beating  heart  of  mine 
But  Thou,  my  heavenly  Guest  ? 
Let  no  one  have  it,  then,  but  Thee, 
And  let  it  be  Thy  rest. 

Frederick  W.  Faber 
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Thou  wilt  soon  have  cause  to    bless      His    e-  ter  •  nal   faith  -  ful  -  ness.       A-MKK- 
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2  Fear  not,  then ;  in  every  storm 
There  shall  come  the  Master's  form, 
Cheering  voice,  and  present  aid,  — 
"  It  is  I,  be  not  afraid." 


3  He  will  hold  thee  with  His  hand, 
And  enable  thee  to  stand ; 
His  compassion,  love,  and  power 
Are  the  same  for  evermore. 

Hill  and 
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i   Holy  Ghost,  with  light  divine 
Shine  upon  this  heart  of  mine ; 
Chase  the  shades  of  night  away, 
Turn  the  darkness  into  day. 

2  Holy  Ghost,  with  power  divine, 
Cleanse  this  guilty  heart  of  mine ; 
Long  hath  sin,  without  control, 
Held  dominion  o'er  my  soul. 


3  Holy  Ghost,  with  joy  divine, 
Cheer  this  saddened  heart  of  mine ; 
Bid  my  many  woes  depart, 

Heal  my  wounded,  bleeding  heart 

4  Holy  Spirit,  all-divine, 

Dwell  within  this  heart  of  mine ; 
Cast  down  every  idol-throne, 
Reign  supreme,  and  reign  alone. 

Andrew  Reed 
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Je  -  sus,  still  lead      on,        Till   our      rest        be     won ;  And  although   the  way  be 
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cheer-less,     We   will  fol  -    low,  calm  and  fear  -  less :        Guide    us     by  Thy    hand 
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2  If  the  way  be  drear, 
If  the  foe  be  near, 
Let  not  faithless  fears  overtake  us, 
Let  not  faith  and  hope  forsake  us ; 
For  through  many  a  foe, 
To  our  home  we  go. 


Guide 


3  When  we  seek  relief 
From  a  long-felt  grief, 
When  oppressed  by  new  temptations, 
Lord,  increase  and  perfect  patience ; 
Show  us  that  bright  shore 
Where  we  weep  no  more. 


4  Jesus,  still  lead  on, 

Till  our  rest  be  won ; 

Heavenly  Leader,  still  direct  us, 

Still  support,  console,  protect  us. 

Till  we  safely  stand 

In  our  Fatherland. 

Nicolaus  L.  von  Zinz&tukKt 
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Chretien  D'Urhan, 
harmonized  by  £.  F.  Rimbault 
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The    sands    of     time      are    sink    -    ing,         The    dawn     of  Heav  -  en     breaks, 


j>  Ji 


^^fr^rZr%i  r   r  I  r  I  f  -  {  f  f  I  r^ 


i 


* 


fc=£?=j 


r  'r-  t  r  r 


f  r  r  r  r  r"  r 

The    sum  -'mermorn   I've  sighed     for,      The     fair,     sweet    morn       a    -    wakes. 
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hath  been      the       mid  -  night, 
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And    glo    -  ry,      glo    -     ry  dwell    -  eth 


In   Em  -  man  -  uel's  land. 
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2  O  Christ,  He  is  the  fountain, 

The  deep,  sweet  well  of  love  ! 
The  streams  of  earth  I  've  tasted ; 

More  deep  I  '11  drink  above. 
There  to  an  ocean  fulness 

His  mercy  doth  expand, 
And  glory,  glory  dwelleth 

In  Emmanuel's  land. 


3  With  mercy  and  with  judgment 

My  web  of  time  He  wove, 
And  aye  the  dews  of  sorrow 

Were  lustred  with  His  love : 
1 11  bless  the  hand  that  guided, 

I  '11  bless  the  heart  that  planned*. 
When  throned  where  glory  dwelled 

I  n  Emmanuel's  land. 
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4  O,  I  am  my  Beloved's, 

And  my  Beloved  's  mine ; 
He  brings  a  poor  vile  sinner 
Into  His  house  divine. 
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Upon  the  Rock  of  Ages 

My  soul,  redeemed,  shall  stand, 
Where  glory,  glory  dwelleth 

In  Emmanuel's  land. 

Annie  R.  Cousin 
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Can  peace     af   -    ford.       I    need  Thee,  O,    I  need  Thee,  Ev-ery  hour  I  need  Thee; 
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O,  bless     me  now,  my     Sav  -  iour, —     I       come        to       Thee  I         A  -men. 
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2  I  need  Thee  every  hour : 

Stay  Thou  near  by ; 
Temptations  lose  their  power 
When  Thou  art  nigh. 

I  need  Thee,  etc. 

3  I  need  Thee  every  hour, 

In  joy  or  pain  : 
Come  quickly,  and  abide, 
Or  life  is  vain. 

I  need  Thee,  etc. 
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4  I  need  Thee  every  hour : 

Teach  me  Thy  will, 
And  Thy  rich  promises 
In  me  fulfil. 

I  need  Thee,  etc. 

5  I  need  Thee  every  hour, 

Most  Holy  One : 
O,  make  me  Thine  indeed, 
Thou  blesseM  Son  1 

I  need  Thee,  etc. 
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2  Pardon  our  offences, 

Loose  our  captive  chains, 
Break  down  every  idol 
Which  our  soul  detains. 

3  Give  us  holy  freedom, 

Fill  our  hearts  with  love ; 
Draw  us,  holy  Jesus, 
To  the  realms  above. 
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4  Lead  us  on  our  journey, 

Be  Thyself  the  way 
Through  terrestrial  darkness 
To  celestial  day. 

5  Jesus,  meek  and  gentle, 

Son  of  God  most  high, 
Pitying,  loving  Saviour, 
Hear  Thy  children's  cry. 

George  R   Prynne 


F.  G.  Baker 


f=H  hitiIJIJ  y     :^h 


T 

Hark,  the    glad    sound,  the   Sav  -  iour  comes !  The    Sav  -  iour  prom-ised 
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Let     ev  -  ery  heart  pre  -  pare      a  throne,  And      ev  -  ery    voice     a       song.      A  -  men. 

Jli  jU 


MMUd„ 


m 


r—r 


^ma 


Spiritual   Songs 


\  He  comes,  the  broken  heart  to  bind, 
The  bleeding  soul  to  cure, 
And  with  the  treasures  of  His  grace 
To  enrich  the  humble  poor. 


3  Our  glad  hosannas,  Prince  of  Peace, 
Thy  welcome  shall  proclaim, 
And  Heaven's  eternal  arches  ring 
With  Thy  beloved  name. 

Philip  Doddridge 
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Arr.  from  John  II.  Willcox 
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In      Thy  pleas  -  ant     past  -  ures    feed      us :   For      our      use'  Thy    fold      pre  -  pare. 
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Bless-ed     Je  -  sus,  Bless-ed     Je  -  sus,  Thou     hast  bought  us,  Thine  we  are  !     A  -  MEN. 


We  are  Thine.  —  do  Thou  befriend  us, 
Be  the  guardian  of  our  way : 

Keep  Thy  flock,  from  sin  defend  us, 
Seek  us  when  we  go  astray. 

Blessed  Jesus. 
Hear  the  children  when  they  pray. 


3  Thou  hast  promised  to  receive  us, 
Poor  and  sinful  though  we  be ; 
Thou  hast  mercy  to  relieve  us, 
Grace  to  cleanse,  and  power  to  free J 

Blessed  Jesus, 
Let  us  early  turn  to  Thee. 


4  Early  let  us  seek  Thy  favor, 
Early  help  us  do  Thy  will ; 
Holy  Lord,  our  only  Saviour, 
With  Thy  grace  our  bosoms  filL 

Blessed  Jesus, 
Thou  hast  loved  us,  love  us  stilL 
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Take     my  heart,  O   Fa  •  ther,  take        it,         Make   and  keep  it      all  Thine    own ; 
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Let  Thy  Spir-it    melt  and  break      it, 
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This  proud  heart  of  sin  and    stone.    A-men. 


2  Heavenly  Father,  deign  to  mould  it, 

In  obedience  to  Thy  will; 
And,  as  ripening  years  unfold  it, 
Keep  it  meek  and  childlike  still. 

3  Father,  make  it  pure  and  lowly, 

Fond  of  peace,  and  far  from  strife, 
Turning  from  the  paths  unholy 
Of  this  vain  and  sinful  life. 
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4  Ever  let  Thy  grace  surround  it ; 

Strengthen  it  with  power  divine 
Till  Thy  cords  of  love  have  bound  it; 
Make  it  to  be  wholly  Thine. 

5  May  the  blood  of  Jesus  heal  it, 

And  its  sins  be  all  forgiven ; 
Holy  Spirit,  take  and  seal  it, 
Guide  it  in  the  path  to  Heaven. 


Joseph  Barnby 


-&± 


1  j  1  n  J^nn 


gffre=E 


My        Je  -  sus,     as      Thou     wilt! 
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may   Thy     will     be      mine! 
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In    -  to      Thy  hand      of     love       I      would    my      all       re    -    sign.     A  -  men. 
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2  Through  sorrow  or  through  joy 

Conduct  me  as  Thine  own, 
And  help  me  still  to  say : 

"  My  Lord,  Thy  will  be  done." 

3  My  Jesus,  as  Thou  wilt ! 

Though  seen  through  many  a  tear, 
Let  not  my  star  of  hope 
Grow  dim  or  disappear. 


4  Since  Thou  on  earth  hast  wept 

And  sorrowed  oft  alone, 
If  I  must  weep  with  Thee, 
My  Lord,  Thy  will  be  done. 

5  My  Jesus,  as  Thou  wilt ! 

All  shall  be  well  for  me ; 

Each  changing  future  scene 

I  gladly  trust  with  Thee. 


6  Thus  to  my  home  above 
I  travel  calmly  on, 
And  sing,  in  life  or  death  : 
"My  Lord,  Thy  will  be  done." 


Benjamin  Schmolck 
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hand,  Choose  out  the  path  for     me :  Smooth  let     it      be,    or      rough,        It    still  will 
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be   the      best ;    Wind-ing    or  straight,  it  leads  Right  onward  to      my    rest.  A-men. 
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2  I  dare  not  choose  my  lot,  — 

I  would  not  if  I  might ; 
Choose  Thou  for  me,  my  God  I 

So  shall  I  walk  aright. 
Take  Thou  my  cup,  and  it 

With  joy  or  sorrow  fill : 
As  best  to  Thee  may  seem, 

Choose  Thou  my  good  and  ill. 


3  Choose  Thou  for  me  my  friends, 

My  sickness  or  my  health  ; 
Choose  Thou  my  cares  for  me, 

My  poverty  or  wealth ; 
Not  mine,  not  mine,  the  choice 

In  things  or  great  or  small : 
Be  Thou  my  guide,  my  strength, 

My  wisdom,  and  my  all. 
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Sav  -  iour,  Thy      dy    -    ing  love      Thou    gav  -  est       me, 
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fil       its   vow,  Some  off -'ring  bring  Thee  now.  Something  for  Thee !        A    •    MEN. 
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2  At  the  blest  mercy-seat, 

Pleading  for  me, 
My  feeble  faith  looks  up, 

Jesus,  to  Thee : 
Help  me  the  cross  to  bear, 
Thy  wondrous  love  declare, 
Some  song  to  raise,  or  prayer,  — 

Something  for  Thee ! 


3  Give  me  a  faithful  heart,  — 
Likeness  to  Thee,  — 

That  each  departing  day 
Henceforth  may  see 

Some  work  of  love  begun, 

Some  deed  of  kindness  done. 

Some  wanderer  sought  and  won. 
Something  for  Thee ! 


4  All  that  I  am  and  have. 
Thy  gifts  so  free, 
In  joy,  in  grief,  through  life, 

Dear  Lord,  for  Thee ! 
And  when  Thy  face  I  see, 
My  ransomed  soul  shall  be, 
Through  all  eternity, 
Something  for  Thee ! 

Sylvanus  D.  Phelps 
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(N.  B.    This  slur  for  3d  verse  only) 
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The  way    is    long  and  drear  -  y,    The     path    is    bleak  and  bare,  Our     feet    are 
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More  des  -  o  -  late     Thy  way.         O   Lamb  of       God,      who  tak  -  est  The  sin   of  the 
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world  a  -way,  Have  mercy  up  -  on 


us  !      Give  us      Thy  peace,  Thy  peace  !  A  -  men. 
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2  The  snows  lie  thick  around  us, 
In  the  dark  and  gloomy  night, 
And  the  tempest  wails  above  us, 

And  the  stars  have  hid  their  light ; 
But  blacker  was  the  darkness 

Round  Calvary's  cross  that  day. 
O  Lamb  of  God,  who  takest 
The  sin  of  the  world  away, 
Have  mercy  upon  us ! 


3  Our  hearts  are  faint  with  sorrow, 
Heavy  and  hard  to  bear, 
For  we  dread  the  bitter  morrow, 

But  we  will  not  despair ; 
Thou  knowest  all  our  anguish, 
And  Thou  wilt  bid  it  cease. 
O  Lamb  of  God,  who  takest 
The  sin  of  the  world  away, 
Give  us  Thy  peace  ! 
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self  could  rest,       And  feel  at  heart  that  One  a  -  bove,  In     perfect  wisdom,  per-f ect  love, 
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Is    working  for  the      best.       A-men. 
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<g~H  3  Could  we  but  kneel,  and  cast  our  load, 
Even  while  we  pray,  upon  our  God, 

Then  rise  with  lightened  cheer, 
Sure  that  the  Father,  who  is  nigh 
To  still  the  famished  raven's  cry, 

Will  hear  in  that  we  fear ! 


2  How  far  from  this  our  daily  life ; 
How  oft  disturbed  by  anxious  strife, 

By  sudden  wild  alarms ! 
O,  could  we  but  relinquish  all 
Our  earthly  props,  and  simply  fall 

On  Thine  almighty  arms  ! 
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4  Lord,  make  these  faithless  hearts  of  ours 
Thy  lessons  learn  from  birds  and  flowers; 

Make  them  from  self  to  cease; 
Leave  all  things  to  a  Father's  will, 
And  taste,  before  Him  lying  still, 

Even  in  affliction,  peace. 

Joseph  Anstke 


S.  P.  Tuckennan 
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My  God,  how  end  -    less     is     Thy    love  1  Thy  gifts  are  ev    -    ery     even  -  ing  new, 
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And  morning  mer  -  cies  from  a    -  bove  Gent  -  ly  dis  -  til,      like      ear  -  ly 
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Thou  spread'st  the  curtains  of  the  night,     3  I  yield  my  powers  to  Thy  command, 


Great  Guardian  of  my  sleeping  hours ; 
Thy  sovereign  word  restores  the  light, 
And  quickens  all  my  drowsy  powers. 
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To  Thee  I  consecrate  my  days ; 
Perpetual  blessings  from  Thy  hand 
Demand  perpetual  songs  of  praise. 

Isaac  Watts 

Charles  Steggall 
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Thee,  To     see  Thy    face  ? 
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2  There  dwells  my  Lord,  my  King, 
Judged  here  unfit  to  live ; 
There  angels  to  Him  sing, 
And  lowly  homage  give. 
O  happy  place !  etc. 


3  The  patriarchs  of  old 

There  from  their  travels  cease  ; 
The  prophets  there  behold 
Their  longed-for  Prince  of  peace. 
O  happy  place !  etc. 

4  No  tears  from  any  eyes 
Drop  in  that  holy  choir, 
But  death  itself  there  dies, 
And  sighs  themselves  expire. 

O  happy  place  !  etc. 

5  Sweet  place,  sweet  place  alone! 
The  court  of  God  most  high, 

The  Heaven  of  Heavens,  the  throne 
Of  spotless  majesty ! 
O  happy  place  !  etc. 
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How  shall      I       fol  -  low     Him     I    serve  ?  How  shall     I      co  -  py     Him      I     love? 
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2  Privations,  sorrows,  bitter  scorn, 
The  life  of  toil,  the  mean  abode, 
The  faithless  kiss,  the  crown  of  thorn, 
Are  these  the  consecrated  road  ? 


3  'T  was  thus  He  suffered,  though  a  Son, 
Foreknowing,  choosing,  feeling  all 
Until  the  perfect  work  was  done, 
And  drunk  the  bitter  cup  of  gall. 


4  Lord,  should  my  path  through  suffering  lie, 
Forbid  it  I  should  e'er  repine ; 
Still  let  me  turn  to  Calvary, 

Nor  heed  my  grief,  remembering  Thine. 

Jotuh  Conder 
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From  ev  -  ery     storm  -  y    wind    that  blows,    From  ev  -  ery     swell-ing  tide     of  woes, 
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There  is       a  calm,   a  sure    re-treat:  'T  is  found  beneath  the  mer  -  cy  -  seat. 


A  -    MEN. 
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2  There  is  a  place  where  Jesus  sheds 
The  oil  of  gladness  on  our  heads ; 
A  place  than  all  beside  more  sweet : 
It  is  the  blood-stained  mercy-seat. 


4  There,  there,  on  eagle  wings  we  soar, 
And  time  and  sense  seem  all  no  more ; 
And  Heaven  comes  down,  our  souls  to  greet, 
And  glory  crowns  the  mercy-seat. 


3  There  is  a  spot  where  spirits  blend,  5  O,  may  my  hand  forget  her  skill, 

Where  friend  holds  fellowship  with  friend :  My  tongue  be  silent,  cold,  and  still, 

Though  sundered  far,  by  faith  they  meet  This  bounding  heart  forget  to  beat, 

Around  one  common  mercy-seat  If  I  forget  the  mercy-seat. 

Hugh  Stowell 
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From    the     re  -  cess  -  es      of     a    low  -  ly     spi  -  rit, 
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Forgives  our  blindness. 


3  O,  how  long-suffering,  Lord !  but  Thou  delightest 
To  win  with  love  the  wandering;  Thou  invitest 
By  smiles  of  mercy,  not  by  frowns  or  terrors, 

Man  from  his  errors. 

4  Father  and  Saviour,  plant  within  each  bosom 
The  seeds  of  holiness,  and  bid  them  blossom 
In  fragrance  and  in  beauty  bright  and  vernal, 

And  spring  eternal. 

John  Bowring 
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The    blood        of         Je   -  sus     whis  -  pers  peace      with 
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2  Peace,  perfect  peace,  by  thronging  duties  pressed : 
To  do  the  will  of  Jesus,  —  this  is  rest. 

3  Peace,  perfect  peace,  with  sorrows  surging  round : 
On  Jesus1  bosom  nought  but  calm  is  found. 

4  Peace,  perfect  peace,  with  loved  ones  far  away : 
In  Jesus*  keeping  we  are  safe,  and  they. 

5  Peace,  perfect  peace,  our  future  all  unknown : 
Jesus  we  know,  and  He  is  on  the  throne. 

6  Peace,  perfect  peace,  death  shadowing  us  and  ours : 
Jesus  has  vanquished  death  and  all  its  powers. 

7  It  is  enough ;  earth's  struggles  soon  shall  cease, 
And  Jesus  call  us  to  Heaven's  perfect  peace. 

Edward  H.  Bickereteth 
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Thomas  Hastings,  arr. 
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Great  God,    to    Thee  my  even-ing  song,  With  hum  -  ble    gra  -  ti  -  tude,     I  raise; 
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O,  let  Thy  mer  -  cy  tune  my  tongue,  And  fill     my  heart  with  live-ly  praise.  A -men. 
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My  days,  unclouded  as  they  pass, 
And  every  gently  rolling  hour 

Are  monuments  of  wondrous  grace, 
And  witness  to  Thy  love  and  power. 


4  Seal  my  forgiveness  in  the  blood 
Of  Jesus;  His  dear  Name  alone 
I  plead  for  pardon,  gracious  God, 
And  kind  acceptance  at  Thy  throne. 


And  yet  this  thoughtless,  wretched  heart,  5  Let  this  blest  hope  mine  eyelids  close ; 

Too  oft  regardless  of  Thy  love,  With  sleep  refresh  my  feeble  frame ; 

Ungrateful,  can  from  Thee  depart,  Safe  in  Thy  care  may  I  repose, 

And,  fond  of  trifles,  vainly  rove.  And  wake  with  praises  to  Thy  name. 

Anne  Steele 
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Come,  my  soul,      thy  suit    pre  -  pare,        Je  -  sus    loves 
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t      has   bid   thee  pray.    There-fore  will    not    say  thee  nay.        A  -  men. 


He  Him-self       has   bid   thee  pray,    There-fore  will    not    say  thee  nay. 
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2  With  my  burden  I  begin  : 
Lord,  remove  this  load  of  sin ; 
Let  Thy  blood,  for  sinners  spilt, 
Set  my  conscience  free  from  guilt 

3  Lord,  I  come  to  Thee  for  rest, 
Take  possession  of  my  breast, 

There  Thy  blood-bought  right  maintain 
And  without  a  rival  reign. 
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1  They  who  seek  the  throne  of  grace 
Find  that  throne  in  every  place ; 
If  we  live  a  life  of  prayer, 

God  is  present  everywhere. 

2  In  our  sickness  and  our  health, 
In  our  want,  or  in  our  wealth, 
If  we  look  to  God  in  prayer, 
God  is  present  everywhere. 


4  While  I  am  a  pilgrim  here, 
Let  Thy  love  my  spirit  cheer ; 

As  my  guide,  my  guard,  my  friend, 
Lead  me  to  my  journey's  end. 

5  Show  me  what  I  have  to  do, 
Every  hour  my  strength  renew ; 
Let  me  live  a  life  of  faith, 

Let  me  die  Thy  people's  death. 

John  Newton 


3  When  our  earthly  comforts  fail, 
When  the  woes  of  life  prevail, 
'T  is  the  time  for  earnest  prayer ; 
God  is  present  everywhere. 

4  Then,  my  soul,  in  every  strait, 
To  Thy  Father  come,  and  wait ; 
He  will  answer  every  prayer : 
God  is  present  everywhere. 


014     ROSLYN     p.m. 

(Unison) 
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Re-gion    of       life      and    light !   Land  of    the    good  whose  earth-ly    toils  are 
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Copyright,  1893,  by  Charles  H.  Morse 


2  There,  without  crook  or  sling, 
Walks  the  Good  Shepherd ;  blossoms  white  and  red 
Round  His  meek  temples  cling; 
And,  to  sweet  pastures  led, 
The  flock  He  loyes  beneath  His  eye  is  fed. 
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3  He  leads  them  to  the  height 

Named  of  the  infinite  and  long-sought  Good, 

And  fountains  of  delight ; 

And  where  His  feet  have  stood, 
Springs  up,  along  the  way,  their  tender  food. 

4  From  His  sweet  lute  flow  forth 
Immortal  harmonies,  of  power  to  still 

All  passions  born  of  earth, 
And  draw  the  ardent  will 
Its  destiny  of  goodness  to  fulfil. 

5  Might  but  a  little  part, 

A  wandering  breath,  of  that  high  melody 

Descend  into  my  heart, 

And  change  it  till  it  be 
Transformed  and  swallowed  up,  O  Love,  in  Thee  ! 

Luis  Ponce  de  Leon 
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Must  Je  -  sus  bear  the    cross    a  -  lone,    And     all     the  world    go       free  ? 
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No ;  there's  a  cross  for     ev  -  ery    one,    And  there 's  a    cross  for     me. 


A-MEN. 
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2  How  happy  are  the  saints  above, 

Who  once  went  sorrowing  here ; 
But  now  they  taste  un mingled  love, 
And  joy  without  a  tear. 

3  The  consecrated  cross  I  '11  bear 

Till  death  shall  set  me  free ; 
And  then  go  home  my  crown  to  wear. 
For  there  's  a  crown  for  me. 


4  Upon  the  crystal  pavement  down 

At  Jesus'  pierced  feet, 
Joyful,  I  11  cast  my  golden  crown. 
And  His  dear  name  repeat. 

5  O  precious  cross !  O  glorious  crown ! 

O  resurrection  day ! 
Ye  angels !  from  the  stars  flash  down, 
And  bear  my  soul  away. 
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R.  DeWitt  Mallary 
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To      ev  -  er  -  last  -  ing   rest. 


A  -MEN. 


2  It  is  a  well-worn  pathway,  — 

Many  have  gone  before; 
The  holy  saints  and  prophets, 

The  patriarchs  of  yore, 
They  trod  the  toilsome  journey 

In  patience  and  in  faith  : 
And  them  I  fain  would  follow, 

Like  them  in  life  and  death. 
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3  So  I  must  hasten  forwards,  — 

Thank  God,  the  end  will  come. 
This  land  of  my  sojourning 

Is  not  my  destined  home ; 
That  evermore  abideth, 

Jerusalem  above, 
The  everlasting  city, 

The  land  of  light  and  love. 

4  There  still  my  thoughts  are  dwelling, 

'T  is  there  I  long  to  be ! 
Come,  Lord,  and  call  Thy  servant 

To  blessedness  with  Thee. 
Come,  bid  my  toils  be  ended ; 

Let  all  my  wanderings  cease, 
Call  from  the  wayside  lodging 

To  the  sweet  home  of  peace. 

Paul  Gerhardt 
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Day    is      dy  -  ing    in      the  west,  Heaven  is  touch-ing  earth  with  rest ;     Wait  and 


i 


r*~rrT~rr~f  r-'r  r  r  rr  r  r^ ^ 


I 


£*=*- 


1SJ-1 


rT^rr^ 


H 


z=ms 


f-  f  T^r  r  r  r  r  r 

worship    while  the  night   Sets  her  even -ing  lamps  a-light  Through  all  the    sky. 
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Ho  -  ly,     Ho  •  ly,     Ho  -    ly,       Lord   God    of      Hosts !        Heaven  and  earth    are 
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full   of  Thee !  Heav'n  and  earth  are  praising  Thee,  O  Lord  most      high ! 


A  -   MEN. 


•  <LA±JlA 


&—*. 


_-li=r-tr4r=t-t 


£ 


^ 


i-i.  J  i 


I/"S     .  -~ 


W^ 


^zx^: 


XI  g. 


21 


2  Lord  of  life,  beneath  the  dome 
Of  the  universe,  Thy  home, 
Gather  us,  who  seek  Thy  face. 
To  the  fold  of  Thy  embrace ; 
For  Thou  art  nigh. 
Holy,  Holy,  Holy,  etc. 


3  While  the  deepening  shadows  fall, 
Heart  of  Love,  enfolding  all, 
Through  the  glory  and  the  grace 
Of  the  stars  that  veil  Thy  face, 
Our  hearts  ascend. 
Holy,  Holy,  Holy,  etc. 


4  When  forever  from  our  sight 
Pass  the  stars,  the  day,  the  night, 
Lord  of  angels,  on  our  eyes 
Let  eternal  morning  rise, 
And  shadows  end ! 
Holy.  Holy,  Holy,  etc. 
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O    Lamb  of  God,  still  keep  me   Near  to  Thy  wounded  side ;       T  is    on  -  ly  there  in 
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safe  -  ty  And  peace   I    can     a-  bide  !  What  foes  and  snares  surround  me,  What  doubts  and 
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fears  with  -  in !     The  grace  that  sought  and  found  me,  A -lone  can  keep  me   clean.       A  -  MEN. 
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2  'T  is  only  in  Thee  hiding, 

I  feel  my  life  secure ; 
Only  in  Thee  abiding, 

The  conflict  can  endure. 
Thine  arm  the  victory  gaineth 

O'er  every  hateful  foe ; 
Thy  love  my  heart  sustaineth 

In  all  its  care  and  woe. 


CLARE    7,  6,  d. 


3  Soon  shall  my  eyes  behold  Thee, 

With  rapture,  face  to  face ; 
One  half  hath  not  been  told  me 

Of  all  Thy  power  and  grace : 
Thy  beauty,  Lord,  and  glory, 

The  wonders  of  Thy  love, 
Shall  be  the  endless  story 

Of  all  Thy  saints  above. 

James  G.  Deck 

Hubert  P.  Main 
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O   Lamb  of  God,  still  keep  me  Near  to  Thy  wounded  side ;  T  is  on  -  ly  there  in 
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safe  -  ty     And  peace   I     can    a- bide!  What  foes  and  snares  sur  -  round    me,  What 
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doubts  and  fears  within !  The  grace  that  sought  and  found  me, Alone  can  keep  me  clean.  Amen 
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Si  -  lent  -  ly   they  bring  be  -  fore  me,     Fa  -  ces     I    shall    see    no    more.     A  -  men. 
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2  O.  the  lost,  the  unforgotten, 

Though  the  world  be  oft  forgot  I 
O,  the  shrouded  and  the  lonely, 
In  our  hearts  they  perish  not ! 


3  Living  in  the  silent  hours, 

Where  our  spirits  only  blend,  — 
They,  unlinked  with  earthly  trouble, 
We,  still  hoping  for  its  end. 


4  How  such  holy  memories  cluster, 

Like  the  stars  when  storms  are  past. 
Pointing  up  to  that  far  Heaven 
We  may  hope  to  gain  at  last. 

Christopher  C.  Cox 
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p  Andante  espressivo 


A.  J.  Caldicott 


I       was         a  wander-ing    sheep, 


I      did        not   love      the       fold; 
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I       did        not  love    my    Shep-herd's  voice,    I    would    not    be     con  -  trolled. 
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I        was        a       way  -  ward    child, 


1 


f 


S 


I       did        not      love      my     home; 
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I      did  not  love  my  Fa  -  ther's  voice :    I  loved    a  -  far    to  roam. 
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2  The  Shepherd  sought  His  sheep. 

The  Father  sought  His  child ; 
They  followed  me  o'er  vale  and  hill, 

O'er  deserts  waste  and  wild. 
They  found  me  nigh  to  death, 

Famished  and  faint  and  lone ; 
They  bound  me  with  the  bands  of  love, 

They  saved  the  wandering  one. 
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3  They  spoke  in  tender  love, 

They  raised  my  drooping  head ; 
They  gently  closed  my  bleeding  wounds, 

My  fainting  soul  They  fed. 
They  washed  my  filth  away, 

They  made  me  clean  and  fair: 
They  brought  me  to  my  home  in  peace, 

The  long-sought  wanderer. 
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4  Jesus  my  Shepherd  is : 

'T  was  He  that  loved  my  soul, 
'T  was  He  that  washed  me  in  His  blood, 

'T  was  He  that  made  me  whole ; 
'T  was  He  that  sought  the  lost, 

That  found  the  wandering  sheep, 
'T  was  He  that  brought  me  to  the  fold, 

'T  is  He  that  still  doth  keep. 


LEBANON     s.  m.  d 


5  I  was  a  wandering  sheep, 

I  would  not  be  controlled ; 
But  now  I  love  my  Shepherd's  voice, 

I  love,  I  love  the  fold. 
I  was  a  wayward  child, 

I  once  preferred  to  roam ; 
But  now  I  love  my  Father's  voice, 

I  love,  I  love  His  home* 

Horatius  Bonar 

John  Zundel 
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I        did      not  love    my     Shep  -  herd's   voice,      I      would    not     be       con  -  trolled. 


g^e 


£ 


m 


f 


~v — *       * 


►- 


F 


fc 


ttwzFffw^m 


I       was         a        way  -  ward      child, 
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did      not    love      my      home; 
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I     did      not  love    my    Fa  -  ther's  voice  :   I   loved      a  -  far       to  roam.      A  -  men. 
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My    God,     my   Fa    -    ther,  bliss   -    ful    name,         O,    may       I      call      Thee  mine! 
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May   I        with  sweet    as  •  sur  -  ance  claim        A     por  -  tion   so        di  •  vine !  A-men. 
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2  This  only  can  my  fears  control, 

And  bid  my  sorrows  fly  : 
What  harm  can  ever  reach  my  soul 
Beneath  my  Father's  eye  ? 

3  Whate'er  Thy  providence  denies, 

I  calmly  would  resign, 
For  Thou  art  good  and  just  and  wise  : 
O,  bend  my  will  to  Thine. 
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4  Whatever  Thy  sacred  will  ordains, 

O,  give  me  strength  to  bear : 
And  let  me  know  my  Father  reigns, 
And  trust  His  tender  care. 

5  My  God,  my  Father,  be  Thy  name 

My  solace  and  my  stay  ; 
O,  wilt  Thou  seal  my  humble  claim, 
And  drive  my  fears  away ! 

Anne  Steele 
Samuel  Webbe,  arr.  by  William  H.  Monk 
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Light  of      the  soul,   O    Sav-iour  blest !    Soon  as    Thy  pres-ence      fills    the  breast, 
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Darkness    and  guilt  are  put     to  flight,  And  all      is   sweetness  and  de- light.     A  -MEN. 
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2  Son  of  the  Father,  Lord  Most  High, 
How  glad  is  he  who  feels  Thee  nigh! 
Come  in  Thy  hidden  majesty, 
Fill  us  with  love,  fill  us  with  Thee. 

Bernard  of  Clainraux 


3    PRENTISS    P.M. 


W.  Howard  Doane 
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More  love  to  Thee,    O  Christ,  More  love  to  Thee !     Hear  Thou  the  prayer    I  make, 
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On  bended  knee ;  This    is   my  earnest  plea :  More  love,  O  Christ,  to  Thee,  More  love  to 
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2  Once  earthly  joy  I  craved, 
Sought  peace  and  rest ; 
Now  Thee  alone  I  seek : 

Give  what  is  best. 
This  all  my  prayer  shall  be : 
More  love,  O  Christ,  to  Thee, 
More  love  to  Thee  ! 


3  Let  sorrow  do  its  work, 
Send  grief  and  pain  ; 
Sweet  are  Thy  messengers, 

Sweet  their  refrain, 
When  they  can  sing  with  me : 
More  love,  O  Christ,  to  Thee, 
More  love  to  Thee  ! 


4  Then  shall  my  latest  breath 
Whisper  Thy  praise ; 
This  be  the  parting  cry 
My  heart  shall  raise. 
This  still  its  prayer  shall  be: 
More  love,  O  Christ,  to  Thee, 
More  love  to  Thee ! 

Elizabeth  Prenti«& 
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R.  Storrs  Willis 


£fi 


flfm-r^H^^^ 


trtTT    r   >  *  *  r  r  r     •    ■    -    6r 
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kindness  prove,  Triumph  in  re  -  deeming  love,       Triumph  in  re-deeming  love.   Amen. 
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2  Ye  who  see  the  Father's  grace 
Beaming  in  the  Saviour's  face, 
As  to  Canaan  on  ye  move, 
Praise  and  bless  redeeming  love. 

3  Mourning  souls,  dry  up  your  tears, 
Banish  all  your  guilty  fears ; 

See  your  guilt  and  curse  remove, 
Cancelled  by  redeeming  love. 

4  Ye,  alas  !  who  long  have  been 
Willing  slaves  of  death  and  sin, 


ST.   BOTOLPH     12,  ii 


Now  from  bliss  no  longer  rove ; 
Stop,  and  taste  redeeming  love. 

5  Welcome,  all  by  sin  oppressed, 
Welcome  to  His  sacred  rest; 
Nothing  brought  Him  from  above, 
Nothing  but  redeeming  love. 

6  Hither,  then,  your  music  bring; 
Strike  aloud  each  joyful  string: 
Mortals,  join  the  hosts  above, 
Join  to  praise  redeeming  love. 

Joseph  Barnby 
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in      the    sun  -  less    re  -  treats  of    the     o  -  cean,    Sweet  flow-ers    are 
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springing  no    mor  -  tal     can     see,         So,  deep   in     my  heart,  the  still  prayer  of     at 
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Un- heard    by      the    world,    ris  -  es     si  -  lent    to  Thee.      A  -  men. 
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2  As  still  to  the  star  of  its  worship,  though  clouded, 
The  needle  points  faithfully  o'er  the  dim  sea, 
So,  dark  as  I  roam,  through  this  wintry  world  shrouded, 
The  hope  of  my  spirit  turns  trembling  to  Thee. 

Thomas  Moore 


20     LOVE'S    OFFERING     P.  M 


Edwin  P.  Parker 
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Mas-ter,  no  of  -  fer  -  ing.  Cost  -  ly  and  sweet,  May   we,  like  Mag-dalene,  Lay  at  Thy 
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feet ;     Yet    may  love's  incense  rise,     Sweet  -  er   than  sac  -  ri  -  fice,     Dear    Lord,  to 
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Dear  Lord,  to    Thee.     A-MEN. 
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2  Daily  our  lives  would  show 
Weakness  made  strong, 
Toilsome  and  gloomy  ways 
Brightened  with  song ; 
Some  deeds  of  kindness  done, 
Some  souls  by  patience  won, 
Dear  Lord,  to  Thee. 


3  Some  word  of  hope  for  hearts 
Burdened  with  fears, 
Some  balm  of  peace  for  eyes 
Blinded  with  tears, 
Some  dews  of  mercy  shed, 
Some  wayward  footsteps  led, 
Dear  Lord,  to  Thee. 


4  Thus  in  Thy  service,  Lord, 
Till  eventide 
Closes  the  day  of  life, 
May  we  abide ! 

And  when  earth's  labors  cease, 
Bid  us  depart  in  peace, 
Dear  Lord,  \o  TYvfc*. 
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WANDERER     L.  M.  D. 


George  Coles,  anr. 
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A      poor   way  -  far  -  ing    man      of  grief  Hath    of  -  ten  crossed  me      on    my  way, 
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Who  sued    so    hum-bly     for       re  -  lief    That      I    could  nev  -  er         an-swernay. 
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I       had    no  power    to      ask  His  name,  Whith-er     He  went,    or  whence  He  came; 
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Yet    there  was  something  in    His   eye  That  won   my    love,  I      knew  not  why.    A  -  MEN 
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2  Once  when  my  scanty  meal  was  spread, 
He  entered  ;  not  a  word  He  spake  ; 
Just  perishing  for  want  of  bread, 

I  gave  Him  all ;  He  blessed  and  brake. 
And  ate,  but  gave  me  part  again : 
Mine  was  an  angel's  portion  then ! 
And  while  I  fed  with  eager  haste, 
The  crust  was  manna  to  mv  taste ! 


3  I  spied  Him  where  a  fountain  burst 

Clear  from  the  rock ;  His  strength  was 
gone : 
The  heedless  water  mocked  His  thirst : 

He  heard  it,  saw  it  hurrying  on. 
I  ran,  and  raised  the  sufferer  up ; 
Thrice  from  the  stream  he  drained  my  cup. 
Dipped,  and  returned  it  running  o'er : 
I  drank,  and  never  thirsted  more  1 
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4  In  prison  I  saw  Him  next,  condemned 
To  meet  a  traitor's  doom  at  morn ; 

The  tide  of  lying  tongues  I  stemmed, 
And  honored  Him  'mid  shame  and  scorn. 

My  friendship's  utmost  zeal  to  try, 

He  asked  if  I  for  Him  would  die  ? 

The  flesh  was  weak,  my  blood  ran  chill; 

But  the  free  spirit  cried,  I  will ! 
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Then,  in  a  moment,  to  my  view, 

The  stranger  started  from  disguise ; 
The  tokens  in  His  hands  I  knew, — 

My  Saviour  stood  before  my  eyes ! 
He  spake,  and  my  poor  name  He  named 
44  Of  Me  thou  hast  not  been  ashamed ; 
These  deeds  shall  thy  memorial  be : 
Fear  not,  thou  didst  it  unto  Me ! " 

James  Montgomery 
Joseph  Barnby 
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O  One  with  God  the  Fath  -  er,     In    ma  -  jes  -  ty    and  might,  The  brightness  of  His 
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glo  -  ry,      E  -  ter  -  nal  Light  of    light,    O'er   this  our  home  of     dark  -  ness  Thy 
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rays  are  streaming  now ;  The  shadows  flee  before  Thee,  The  world's  true  Light  art  Thou.  Amen. 


2  Yet,  Lord,  we  see  but  darkly : 

O  heavenly  Light,  arise, 
Dispel  these  mists  that  shroud  us, 

And  hide  Thee  from  our  eyes! 
We  long  to  track  the  footprints 

That  Thou  Thyself  hast  trod ; 
We  long  to  see  the  pathway 

That  leads  to  Thee,  our  God. 


3  O  Jesus,  shine  around  us 

With  radiance  of  Thy  grace  ; 
O  Jesus,  turn  upon  us 

The  brightness  of  Thy  face. 
We  need  no  star  to  guide  us, 

As  on  our  way  we  press, 
If  Thou  Thy  light  vouchsafest, 

O  Sun  of  righteousness. 

William  W\  Rot* 
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SALUTAS     p.m. 


Friedrich  Silcher 
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Far     out      on     the  deso  -  late    bil  -  low,     The    sail  •  or  sails    the       sea, 
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A  -  lone    with  the  night  and  the    tern  -  pest,  Where  count  -  less  dan  -  gers     be ; 
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Yet     nev  -  er      a  -  lone    is    the   Chris -tian,  Who  lives  by     faith  and      prayer; 
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For    God      is      a      Friend  un  -  fail  -  ing,   And    God    is     ev  -  ery  -  where.        A-MEN. 
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2  Far  down  in  the  earth's  dark  bosom, 

The  miner  mines  the  ore  ; 
Death  lurks  in  the  dark  behind  him, 
And  hides  in  the  rock  before  ;  Yet,  etc. 

3  Forth  into  the  dreadful  battle 

The  steadfast  soldier  goes, 
No  friend,  when  he  lies  a-dying, 

His  eyes  to  kiss  and  close ;  Yet,  etc. 
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4  Lord,  grant  as  we  sail  life's  ocean, 
Or  delve  in  its  mines  of  woe, 
Or  fight  in  its  terrible  conflict, 
This  comfort  all  to  know,  That,  etc. 

Roasiter  W.  Raymond 
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William  H.  Monk 
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Thou    art,    O    God,  the    life  and    light      Of    all    this    won  -  drous  world  we      see ; 
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Its    glow  by   day,  its      smile  by  night,    Are  but      re  -  flee  -  tions  caught  from  Thee : 


iiji 


ttt^ 


t 


fa 


Where'er   we  turn,  Thy  glo  -  lies  shine,  And  all  things  fair  and  bright  are  Thine.  Amen. 
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2  When  day,  with  farewell  beam,  delays 
Among  the  opening  clouds  of  even, 
And  we  can  almost  think  we  gaze 
Through  golden  vistas  into  Heaven,  — 
Those  hues,  that  make  the  sun's  decline 
So  soft,  so  radiant,  Lord,  are  Thine. 
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3  When  night,  with  wings  of  starry  gloom, 
O'ershadows  all  the  earth  and  skies, 
Like  some  dark,  beauteous  bird,  whose  plume 
Is  sparkling  with  unnumbered  eyes, — 
That  sacred  gloom,  those  fires  divine, 
So  grand,  so  countless,  Lord,  are  Thine. 


4  When  youthful  spring  around  us  breathes, 
Thy  Spirit  warms  her  fragrant  sigh, 
And  every  flower  the  summer  wreathes 
Is  born  beneath  that  kindling  eye : 
Where'er  we  turn,  Thy  glories  shine, 
And  all  things  fair  and  bright  are  Thine. 


Thomas  Mooter 
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Fad  -  ing,  still   fad  -  ing,  the    last     beam   is  shin-ing ;     Fa  -  ther    in  Heav  -  en,  the 
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dan  •  ger  walk  forth  with  the  night.   From  the  fall    of  the  shade  till  the  morning  bells 
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chime,  Shield  me  from  dan-ger,    save  me  from  crime.    Father,  have  mer-cy,  Fa-ther,  hat 
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mer  -  cy,     Fa   -   ther,  have  mer  -  cy,    thro*    Je  -  sus  Christ  our      Lord.         A  •  men 
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2  Father  in  Heaven !  O,  hear  when  we  call; 
Hear,  for  Christ's  sake,  who  is  Saviour  of  all. 
Feeble  and  fainting,  we  trust  in  Thy  might ; 
In  doubting  and  darkness,  Thy  love  be  our  light. 
Let  us  sleep  on  Thy  breast  when  the  night  taper  burns, 
Wake  in  Thy  arms  when  morning  returns.    Father,  etc. 
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George  F.  Root 
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My  days  are  glid  -  ing  swift-ly  by,      And      I,      a  pil-grim  stranger,   Would  not    de  - 
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Jor-dan's  strand,  Our  friends  are  pass  •  ing  o  -  ver;  And    just  be -fore,     the  shining  shore 
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We  may  almost  dis-cov  -  er.    A -men. 
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3  Should  coming  days  be  cold  and  dark, 

We  need  not  cease  our  singing ; 

That  perfect  rest  nought  can  molest, 

Where  golden  harps  are  ringing. 

For  O,  we,  etc. 


2  We  '11  gird  our  loins,  my  brethren  dear,  4  Let  sorrow's  rudest  tempest  blow, 

Our  distant  home  discerning ;  Each  chord  on  earth  to  sever  ; 

Our  absent  Lord  has  left  us  word,  Our  King  says,  Come,  and  there 's  our  home, 

Let  every  lamp  be  burning :  Forever,  O,  forever ! 

For  O,  we,  etc.  For  O,  we,  etc. 
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A.  D.  Merrill 
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(  Joy  -  ful  -  ly,      joy-ful  -  ly       on -ward   I     move,  Bound   to     the    land   of  bright 
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Home    to    the     land    of  bright  spi  -  rits     I      go ;       Pil  -  grim    and  Strang  •  er       no 
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more  shall      I       roam,     Joy  •  ful  -  ly,    joy  -  ful  -  ly       rest-ing     at  home 
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2  Friends,  fondly  cherished,  have  passed  on  before; 
Waiting,  they  watch  me  approaching  the  shore; 
Singing,  to  cheer  me  through  death's  chilling  gloom, 
44  Joyfully,  joyfully  haste  to  thy  home." 
Sounds  of  sweet  melody  fall  on  my  ear ; 
Harps  of  the  blessed,  your  voices  I  hear! 
Rings  with  the  harmony  Heaven's  high  dome,  — 
Joyfully,  joyfully  haste  to  thy  home. 
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3  Death,  with  thy  weapons  of  war  lay  me  low, 
Strike,  King  of  Terrors,  I  fear  not  the  blow ; 
Jesus  hath  broken  the  bars  of  the  tomb,  — 
Joyfully,  joyfully  will  I  go  home. 
Bright  will  the  morn  of  eternity  dawn, 
Death  shall  be  banished,  his  sceptre  be  gone ; 
Joyfully,  then,  shall  I  witness  his  doom, 
Joyfully,  joyfully,  safely  at  home. 

William  Hunter 
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H.  R.  Palmer 


Lord,  for    to-mor  -  row  and    its  needs    I      do    not    pray ;    Keep  me,  my  God,  from 
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stain     of    sin     Just     for       to  -  day.        Help  me       to    la  -  bor  earn  -  est  -  ly, 
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And  du  •  ly     pray  ;      I^et   me     be  kind  in  word  and  deed,  Fa  -  ther,  to  -  day.     A  •  MEN. 
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2  Let  me  no  wrong  or  idle  word 

Unthinking  say: 
Set  Thou  a  seal  upon  my  lips 

Through  all  to-day. 
Let  me  in  season,  Lord,  be  grave, 

In  season  gay: 
Let  me  be  faithful  to  Thy  grace, 

Dear  Lord,  to-day. 


3  And  if  to-day  this  life  of  mine 

Should  ebb  away, 
Give  me  Thy  sacrament  divine, 

Father,  to-day. 
So  for  to-morrow  and  its  needs 

I  do  not  pray: 
Still  keep  me,  guide  me,  love  me,  Lord, 

Through  each  to-day. 

E   R.  Wilberforce 
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O     Thou,  who  art        in  -    spir  -  ing     My    yearn  -  ing  and     de  -  sir     -     ing,    And 
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say,  "  Dear  God,  Thy   will      be  done,  And  Thine   a    -    lone ! 
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2  I  could  not  joy  in  praying, 
My  heart  before  Thee  laying, 
Did  I  not  know  I  cannot  move 
The  wiser  purpose  of  Thy  love  ! 

Dear  God,  Thy  will  be  done, 
And  Thine  alone ! 

3  Such  dread,  my  faith  o'ertasking, 
Would  silence  all  my  asking; 
How  should  I  dare  a  single  hour 
To  borrow  Thine  almighty  power  ? 

Dear  God,  Thy  will  be  done, 
And  Thine  alone  ! 

4  Let  not  my  selfish  crying 
Disturb  Thy  love's  replying  ! 

I  shall  not  mourn  the  things  I  miss 
If  Thou  but  make  me  sure  of  this; 
Dear  God,  Thy  will  be  done, 
And  Thine  alone  ! 

Rossiter  W.  Raymond 
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Far    from    my      heaven-ly      home, 
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Far    from     my      Fa  -  ther's  breast,       Faint 
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cry  "  Blest  Spir  -  it,    come !    And  speed  me      to       my  rest." 


A-MEN. 
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2  Upon  the  willows  long 

My  harp  has  silent  hung ; 
How  should  I  sing  a  cheerful  song, 
Till  Thou  inspire  my  tongue  ? 

3  My  spirit  homeward  turns, 

And  fain  would  thither  flee : 
My  heart,  O  Zion,  droops  and  yearns, 
When  I  remember  thee. 
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i  Come,  Lord,  and  tarry  not ; 

Bring  the  long  looked-for  day ; 
O,  why  these  years  of  waiting  here, 
These  ages  of  delay  ? 

2  Come,  for  creation  groans, 
Impatient  of  Thy  stay, 
Worn  out  with  these  long  years  of  flL 
These  ages  of  delay. 
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4  To  thee,  to  thee  I  press, 

A  dark  and  toilsome  road  : 
When  shall  I  pass  the  wilderness, 
And  reach  the  saints'  abode  ? 

5  God  of  my  life,  be  near ! 

On  Thee  my  hopes  I  cast : 
O,  guide  me  through  the  desert  here 
And  bring  me  home  at  last ! 

Henry  F.  Lyte 


3  Come,  for  love  waxes  cold. 

Its  steps  are  faint  and  slow; 
Faith  now  is  lost  in  unbelief. 
Hope's  lamp  burns  dim  and  I01 

4  Come,  and  make  all  things  new ; 

Build  up  this  ruined  earth ; 
Restore  our  faded  Paradise, 
Creation's  second  birth. 


5  Come,  and  begin  Thy  reign 
Of  everlasting  peace : 
Come,  take  the  kingdom  to  Thyself, 
Great  King  of  Righteousness. 
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Dies   lrae 
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Day       of      wrath,      O      day 
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2  O,  what  terror  is  impending ! 
See  the  mighty  Judge  descending, 
Laying  bare  each  fault  offending. 

3  Trumpet  wakes  the  slumbering  legions 
From  the  graves  of  all  the  regions, 

At  the  throne  compels  allegiance. 

4  Dazed  is  Death,  and  trembles  Nature, 
When  aghast  —  with  pallid  feature  — 
Stands  in  judgment  every  creature. 

5  Opened  are  the  written  pages 
Which  record  the  sins  of  ages. 
Thence  decreed  are  error's  wages. 

6  To  that  book  the  Judge  appealing, 
Every  hidden  thing  revealing ; 
Nothing  are  we  now  concealing. 

7  What  am  I,  the  wretched,  saying, 
To  what  saint  or  angel  praying, 
When  on  just  ones  sins  are  weighing? 

8  King  majestic  beyond  measure, 
Free  to  save  of  Thy  good  pleasure, 
Give  salvation  as  my  treasure  ! 


9  Jesus,  hear  my  supplication, 
Since  I  caused  Thine  incarnation; 
On  that  day,  O,  grant  salvation  ! 

10  Seeking  me  Thou  weary  liest ; 
To  redeem  me,  lo,  Thou  diest ; 
In  Thy  labor  fail  not,  Highest 

11  Judge  !  Thou  just  in  retribution, 
Make  the  gift  of  absolution, 
Ere  the  day  of  execution. 

12  Hear  me  groan  in  anguish  crushing, 
Crimson  faced  from  guilty  blushing, 
Spare  me,  all  my  terror  hushing. 

13  Thou  didst  pardon,  Mary,  needing, 
Thou  didst  heed  the  robber's  pleading, 
And  dost  give  me  hope  exceeding. 

14  All  unworthy  is  my  praying, 
Gracious  One,  Thy  love  displaying, 
In  endless  fires  forbid  my  staying. 

15  Among  the  sheep,  O  Lord,  instate  me; 
From  the  goats,  O,  separate  me ; 
With  the  blessed  grant  to  rate  me. 


Dies  Irae 


When  the  damned  from  Thee  are  driven,  17  A  suppliant,  I  kneel  imploring, 

And  to  sharpest  flames  are  given,  Crushed  in  heart,  my  grief  outpouring ; 

Call  me  to  a  home  in  Heaven.  Bear  me  to  Thy  throne,  adoring. 
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love    su  -  per-nal,  Give     to     Him     Thy       rest 
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Indexes 


Note  :  A  "  Pastor's  and  Chorister's  Edition  "  of  this  Hymnal  has  been  prepared  for  those 
desiring  fuller  information  than  the  following  indexes  contain.  In  this  special  edition  will  be 
found  an  index  of  topics,  an  index  of  the  original  first  lines  of  all  foreign  hymns  represented 
by  translation  in  this  collection,  and  an  index  and  biographical  record  of  authors,  translators, 
revisers,  and  composers. 


Alphabetical   Index  of  Tunes 

*  The  asterisk  denotes  that  the  tune  has  been  named  by  the  Editors  or  by  special  contributors 

to  the  Hymnal 


Name  of  Tune                  Number  Metre 

Abbotsford* 353  8,7,  d. 

Aber 204  s.  M. 

Aberdeen  * 376  11, 10, 11,6,  d. 

Ad  Lucem 406  10,4,  d. 

Adeste    Fideles  (see    also 

Portuguese  Hymn  M           168  p.m. 

Adoration* 31  10,10,10,10,6 

Agnus  Dei 170  8,8,8,6 

Ajalon,  see  Gethsemane 

Alford  (or  Resurrectus)  .      48a  7,6,8,6,0. 

All  Saints  (or  Wareham)  265, 266, 549      l.  m. 

*«        "       see  also  Avon,  Vindex* 

Alleluia,  dulce  carmen  .     508  8,  7,  61. 

Almsgiving    .    .    .     407, 408,  580  8, 8, 8,  4 
Alsace,  see  Bonn 

Alstone 538  l.  m. 

Ambleside* 460  10s 

America 546  6, 4 

Amsterdam,  No.  I  .    .    .    .      296  p.  m 

Amsterdam,  No.  II     .    .    .      125  7, 6,  d. 

Angels  Holy* 90  p.m. 

Angels'  Song 166*  c.  m  d. 

Angus* 563  8,  7, -,  8,  8 

Antioch 156  c.  M. 

Appleton  Chapel*    ,    .    .    413*  7s 
Argyll,  see  Ewing 

Armageddon 354  6,5,121. 

Armstrong* 18a  7,  7,  5,  d. 

1  Variants  of  the 


Composer 

Sir  Joseph  Barnby  (1838 — ) 
Dr.  William  H.  Monk  (1823-89) 
Robert  Thallon  (1852—) 
Sir  Joseph  Barnby  ( 1838  — ) 

John  Reading  (1677- 1764) 

R.  Huntington  Woodman  (1861  — ) 

W.  Blow 

Rev.  Dr.  John  B.  Dykes  (1823-76) 
William  Knapp  (1698- 17 68) 

J.  Michael  Haydn  (1737-1806) 
Rev.  Dr.  John  B.  Dykes  (1823-76) 

Christopher  E.  Willing  (1830 — ) 

G.  A.  Pope 

Henry  Carey  (168 5-1 743) 

Dr.  James  Nares  (1715-83) 

Berthold  Tours  (1838—) 

E.  H.  Abbott  (1870—) 

Felix    Mendelssohn-Bartholdy   (1809-47) 

(Arr.  by  Dr.  Edward  J.  Hopkins) 
Sir  Joseph  Barnby  (1838 — ) 
Arr.  from  George  F.  Handel  (168 5- 17  59) 
E.  H.  Abbott  (1870—) 

Adapted  by  Sir  John  Goss  (1800-80) 
George  W.  Chadwick  (1854 — ) 

same  tune. 


Alphabetical   Index  of  Tunes 

Name  of  Tune                   Number  Metre                                        Composer 

Artavia 63,  258  10,  10,  10,6  Dr.  Edward  J.  Hopkins  (1818— ) 

Arundel 582  8,7  Rev.  Dr.  John  B.  Dykes  (1823-76) 

Ascalon,  see  Crusader's  Hymn 

Ascension 218  7s  Dr.  William  H.  Monk  (1823-89) 

Athalie 452  s.  M.  D.  Felix  Mendelssohn-Bartholdy  (1809-47) 

Auburndale*  (or  St.  Maura)  589  H.  m.  Sir  Arthur  S.  Sullivan  (1842 — ) 

AUDIENTES 577  C.  M.  D.                        "             "             "              " 

Augsbekg,  see  Neumark 

Aurelia  .    .     .    .  70,309,515,516  7,  6,  D.  Dr.  Samuel  S.  Wesley  (1810-76) 

Aurora*  (or  St.  Cecilia)    .      542  6s  Rev.  Dr.  Leighton  G.  Hayne  (1836-83) 

Austria 507  8,  7,  d.  Franz  Joseph  Haydn  (1 732-1809) 

Autumn  (or  Sardius)  .    .  314,  315  8,  7,  d.  Spanish  Melody,  arr. 

Avison 211  P.M.  Charles  Avison  (1710-70) 

Avon    (or   All    Saints,   or 

Martyrdom) 205  c.  m.  Hugh  Wilson  (1 764-1 824) 

Avondale 409,  410  CM., or,  4,4,  6, D.  Josiah  Booth  (1852 — ) 

Babylon's  Streams    .    .    .      5x8  l.  m.  Scotch  Psalter  (1564) 

Baden 223  L.  m.  and  7  Ascribed  to  Johann  Pachelbel  (1653-1706) 

Balerma 243  CM.  Hugh  Wilson,  arr.  ( 1 764-1 824) 

Barnby* 450  7,  7,  7,  5  Sir  Joseph  Barnby  (1838 — ) 

Beatitudo   ...       82,  83,  84,  292  c.  M.  Rev.  Dr.  John  B.  Dykes  (1823-76) 

Beecher 3  8,  7,  D.  John  Zundel  (1815-82) 

Beethoven,  see  Schiller* 

Belmont 581  c.  m.  Samuel  Webbe  (1740-18 16) 

Bemerton 596  6,  5  Dr.  Friedrich  Filitz  (1804-60) 

Benedictus*  .    .    .     298,  299,  300  s.  m.  Charles  H.  Morse  (1853 — ) 

Benevento 558  7s,  D.  Samuel  Webbe  (1740-1816) 

Bentley 365  7,  6,  D.  Dr.  John  Hullah  (1812-84) 

Bethany  [American]  .    .    .     262*  6,  4  Dr.  Lowell  Mason  (1792-1872) 

Bethany  [English]    .    .  161,162  8,  7,  d.  Henry  Smart  (1813-79) 

Bethel  (or  Faith)  ....      579  6,  4  John  H.  Cornell  (1828 — ) 

Bethlehem 165  c.  m.  d.  Old  Carol,  arr.  by  Sir  Arthur  S.  Sulliva 

Beulah,  see  Ives  (1842 — ) 

Beyrout* 536  7s               Syrian,  or  Arabian  Air,  arr.  by  CharV 

H.  Morse  (1853 — ) 

Blenden 338  c.  M.  d.  C.  E.  Kettle  (1833 — ) 

Blumenthal 236  7s,  D.  Jacob  Blumenthal  (1829 — ) 

Bonar 472  8,  8,  7,  D.  J.  Baptiste  Calkin  ( 1827  — ) 

"        see  also  Stirling* 
Bonchurch,  see  Triumph 

Bonn  (or  Alsace)     ....        15  l.  m.  Arr.  from  Ludwig  van  Beethoven  (177 

1827) 

Boylston 434,  435  s.  M.  Dr.  Lowell  Mason  (1792-1872) 

Bracondale 27  4,  4,  6.  D.,  or  c.  M.    Josiah  Booth  (1852 — ) 

Brandon          221  p.  m.  Berthold  Tours  (1838 — ) 

Bremen 118  8,  8,  6,  D.  Thomas  Hastings  (1784-187 2) 

see  also  Neumark 

Bridegroom* 159  14s  Sir  George  A.  Macfarren  (1813-87) 

Brookfield 607  l.  M.  T.  B.  Southgate  (1814-68) 

Bryant* 57  7s  E.  H.  Abbott  (1870 — ) 

Bullinger 222*  8,  5,  8,  3  E.  W.  Bullinger 


Alphabetical   Index  of  Tunes 

Name  of  Tune                   Number  Metre                                        Composer 

[  .          325,  326  L.  M  Anon. 

ia* 209  8,  6, -,  8,  8  Thomas  Hastings  (1784-1872) 

ary 212  8,  7, -,  4,  7  Rev.  Dr.  John  B.  Dykes  (1823-76) 

jons 394  *       L.  M.  George  F.  Handel  (168 5- 1 7 59) 

)NBURY 120.  140  L.  M.  Dr.  Robert  Schumann  (1810-56) 

rnaum 328  7s  Richard  Redhead  (1820 — ) 

town 288  7,  7,  7,  5  Dr.  Friedrich  Filitz  (1804-60) 

>iff* 331  12s  Sir  Arthur  S.  Sullivan  (1842 — ) 

iel 44,426  1  os,  61.  Henry  Smart  (1813-79) 

elar* 267  p  M.  Henry  Holden  Huss  (1862 — ) 

.vey 461  s.  M  D.  Rev.  Dr.  Leigh  ton  G.  Hayne  (1836-83) 

iles  Wesley    ....      248  7s,  d.  John  Zundel  (1815-82) 

iies 405  7,  6,  D.  Rev.  Timothy  R.  Matthews  (1826 — ) 

;ter* 274  7,  6,  D.  Sir  Joseph  Barnby  ( 1838 — ) 

ELHURST 425  S.  M.                            "             "             **             " 

stchurch 606  h.  M.  Dr  Charles  Steggall  (1826 — ) 

stian  Victor  ...      633  10s,  D.  Abraham  D.  Merrill  (1796-1878) 

stmas 349-350  cm.  Arr.  from  George  F.  Handel  (1685-1759). 

by  Dr.  Lowell  Mason 

stmas  Carol   ....       176  p.  m.  Arr  from  Niels  W.  Gade  (1817-90) 

HCHILL 557  p.m.  Dr.  Edward  J.  Hopkins  (18 18 — ) 

le 6182  7,  6,  D.  Huliert  P.  Main  (1839 — ) 

sters 514  11,  1 1,  11,  5  Sir  Joseph  Barnby  ( 1838 — ) 

jrg 235  p.m.  Dr.  Martin  Luther  ( 1 483-1 546)     (Arr.  by 

Mendelssohn) 

a  Domini 497  10s,  2I.  Sir  Arthur  S.  Sullivan  ( 1842 — ) 

e  Unto  Me 220  7,6,  d.  Rev.  Dr.  John  B.  Dykes  (1823-76) 

vionwealth 544  p.m.  Josiah  Booth  (1852 — ) 

•  idence 41  8,  7,  -,  7,  7  Sir  Joseph  Barnby  (1838 — ) 

iecration*   ....    612,613  7s  Dr.  George  M.  Garrett  (1834 — ) 

iolation* 228  11,  10  Samuel  Webbe  (1740-1816) 

at  ay 446  1  os,  61.  Henry  Lawes  ( 1 595-1662) 

>nation 1122  CM.  Oliver  Hold  en  ( 1 765- 1 844) 

per 588  cm.  Dr.  Lowell  Mason  (1792- 1 87 2) 

selius,  see  Winchester  New 

lTION 89  L.  m  d.  Franz  Joseph  Haydn  (1732-1809) 

;s  and  Crown  ....      186  8,7,  d.  James  W.  Elliott  (1816  -) 
•*          "    see  also  Maitland 

;ifix* 230  6,10  William  H.  Neidlinger  (1863 — ) 

;er*  (or  Marenzo)     .     .      447  6,  7, -,  6,  6,  -  Rev.  Johann  Criiger  (1598- 1662) 

jader'sHymn  (or  Ascalon)  121  p.m.  Old  Melody,  arr. 

tord 109  7s,  D.  Dr.  Edward  J.  Hopkins  (18 1 8 — ) 

.er* 270  7s,  61.  John  Hyatt  Brewer  (1856 — ) 

<eith 496  10s  Thomas  Hewlett  (1845-74) 

:a* 169  6,5,121.  Frank  G.  Ilsley  (1831-87) 

*tell 129,  130  H.  m.  Rev.  John  Darwell  ( —  1789) 

of  Rest 256  7,  6,  d.  James  W.  Elliott  (181 6—) 

sreak 153,302  l.  M.  John  Zundel  (1815-82) 

*AM 1 50,  449  CM.  William  Gardiner  (1 770-1853)     (Arr.  by 

Dr.  Lowell  Mason) 

Verancr 41  x  c.  m.  D  Sir  Joseph  Barnby  (1838 — ) 


Alphabetical   Index  of  Tunes 

Name  of  Tune  Number  Metre  Composer 

Dennis 229  s.  m.  Johann  G.  Nageli  (1768-1836) 

Deva 142  6,5,121.  Dr.  Edward  J.  Hopkins  (1818— ) 

Diadem ata,  No.  I    .    .     .    .          2  s.  m.  d.  Sir  George  J.  Elvey  (18 16 — ) 

Diademata,  No.  II  ...     .      509  s.  M.  D.  Sir  Joseph  Barnby  (1838 — ) 

Dies  iRiC 638  l.  m.  Dr.  Ferdinand  HUler  (181 1-85) 

"        "     see  also  Judex* 

Dirge 459  l.  m.  4  or  61.  George  F.  Handel,  arr.  (168 5- 17 59) 

Dix 128  7s,  61.  Dr.  Conrad  Kocher  (1 786-1872) 

Domine,  Nobiscum  ....      561  cm.  Sir  Joseph  Barnby  (1838—)      (Har.  b] 

L.  F.  A.) 

Dominus  Regit  Me    .    .    .      390  8,  7  Rev.  Dr.  John  B.  Dykes  (1823-76) 

Dort 547  6,4  Dr.  Lowell  Mason  (1792-1872) 

Dover 362,572  s.  m.  Arr.  by  Dr.  Lowell  Mason  (1 792-1872) 

Duke  St.  (or  Windle)     .  8,  94,  95  l.  m  John  Hatton  (—  1793) 

Dumfries* 578  6,  5,  d.  Sir  Joseph  Barnby  (1838— ) 

Dundee  (or  French)    .         86,484  cm.  Scotch  Psalter  (1564) 

Durham,  see  Innocents 

Duryea  *      .     .    317s,  3x8,  3x9,  320  L.  M.  Charles  H.  Morse  ( 1853  — ) 

DwiGHT* $35  p.m.  Sir  Joseph  Barnby  (1838 —) 

Dykes,  see  St.  Oswald 

Easter  Hymn 2x7  7s  and  refrain  Lyra  Davidica  (1708) 

Eastholm* 25  L.  M.  Sir  Joseph  Barnby  (1838 — ) 

Easton  (or  Mozart)     .    .   241,327  L.  m.  Wolfgang  Amadeus  Mozart,  arr.  (1756-91 

Ecce  Panis 506  P.M.  Rev.  Dr#  John  B.  Dykes  (1823-76) 

Edina 279  6,  5,  d.  Sir  Herbert  S.  Oakeley  (1830— ) 

Edinburgh* 334  11,  10, -,  10,  10    Sir  Joseph  Barnby  ( 1838 — ) 

Effingham 143,  144  l.  m.  Anon.    [English] 

Ein  feste  Burg 342  p.  m.  Old  German 

Ellacombe 528,  529  7,  6,  D.  German 

Ellers  (or  Irene)    ...        47  10s  Dr.  Edward  J.  Hopkins  (18 18— ) 

Elmhurst*  (or  Holy  Cross)  436,  437,438  c  m.  Anon.    [Attributed  to  Sir  John  Sttiner 

(1840-)] 

Eloi  * 190  p.  m.  Charles  H.  Morse  ( 1853  — ) 

Elvet 163  cm.  Rev.  Dr.  John  B.  Dykes  ( 1823^6) 

Elvey,  see  Repentance 

Emery* 526  10,10,10,4  Henry  M.  Dunham  (1853 — ) 

Emmaus 59  s.  m.  Sir  Joseph  Barnby  (1838 — ) 

Empyrean 206  s.  m.  John  Zundel  (1815-82) 

Enon 383  6,  5  O.  M.  Fielden 

Enthronement 112*  c.  m.  Dr.  Ferdinand  Hiller  (181 1-85) 

Esca  Viatorim 604  8,  8,  6,  D  Rev.  Dr  John  B.  Dykes  ( 1823-76) 

Eton* 185  l.  m  6  1.  Sir  Joseph  Barnby  (1838 — ) 

Eitcharistic  Hymn      .     .     .      499  9,8  Rev.  John  S.  B.  Hodges  (1830 — ) 

Eunice* 418  cm.  E.  H.  Abbott  (1870— ) 

Evening* 55.  56  8,  7  George  C.  Stebbins  (1846 — ) 

Evening  Praise*    ....      617  p.  m.  William  F.  Sherwin  (1826-87) 

Evening  Shadows  .     ...        34  11,11,11,5  Sir  Joseph  Barnby  (1838 — ) 

Evensong* 586  6,  5,  d.  G.  H.  Vygeboom 

Eventide 48  10s  Dr.  William  H.  Monk  (1823-89) 

Kvving  (or  Argyll)      .     .     .      468  7,  6,  d  M a j.  Alexander  E wing  (1830 — ) 

Exeter 429,  130  c  m.  Anon.  Rippon's  Col.  (1806) 


Alphabetical   Index   of  Tunes 


Name  of  Tune  Number 

Faben 21 

Faith 386,  387 

"    see  also  Gennesaret,  Bethel 
Falfield  (or  Formosa)  154, 364, 52a 
Federal  Street     ....      178 
Fiat  Lux    ....    134,  135,  297 

Flemming 609 

Formosa,  see  Falfield 
Fortunatus,  see  Welcome 
French,  see  Dundee 

Geer 621 

Gennesaret  (or  Faith)  .         2708 

Germany 76,  153'2 

Gethsemank  (or  Ajalon)   197,  198 

Golden 475 

Gordon  * 559 

Gouda 148 

Grace  Church   .  367,  368, 369, 370 
Grasmere  *  Nos.  I,  II  .  189 

Gratitude 611 

Greenland 341 

Greenwood 398,454 

Grostete 101 

Hamburg  284, 285, 286, 287,491, 492 

Hanford 575,  576 

Harmony* 105 

Harvest 552 

Harville     ....    322, 323, 397 

Heber 3*6.543 

Hebron 45 

Hen  don 310,  311.  401 

Henry 116 

Hereford* 133 

Herrnhut 155 

Holden  Chapel*  ....      329 

Holley 39 

Holi.ingside 247 

Holy  Cross 199 

"    see  also  Elmhurst 

Holy  Mount 473 

Holy  Night 174 

Holy  Trinity    .    .     114,  290,  291 

Holyrood 304 

Homeless 261 

Horsley  ...         ....      439 

Hosanna 22 

Howard 488 

Humility 605 

Hummel 541 

Hursley  (or  Stillorgan)   .        51 


Metre 

8, 7,  D. 

C.  M. 

8,  7,  D. 

Lt.  Bd. 

6,4 
11, 11,  ii,  5 


v~.  Ml. 

7s,  6  1. 

L.  M. 

7s,  6  1. 
7,  6.  -,  8,  6,  - 

7.  5.  D. 

C.  M. 
L.  M. 
L.  M. 
L  M. 
7»  6,  D. 

<3.     M. 

L.  M. 
L.  M. 

8,  8,  8, 4 

v^»   M. 

P.  M. 
C.  M. 

8,  7,  -  4,  7 

L-  M. 

7S 

C  M. 

8,  7»  D. 

P.  M. 

7S 

7S 

7s,  D. 

6,  8,  6,  4 

6,  6,  8,  4,  d. 
p.  M. 

C»  M. 

8,  8,  6,  d. 

6,  10 

c  M. 

l.  M.  and  11 

c  M. 
1.  M. 
C.  M. 
L.  M. 


Composer 

Dr.  John  H.  Willcox  (1827-75) 
Rev.  Dr  John  B.  Dykes  (1823-76) 

Sir  Arthur  S.  Sullivan  (1842  — ) 
Henry  K.  Oliver  (1800-85) 
Rev.  Dr.  John  B.  Dykes  (1823-76) 
Dr.  Friedrich  F.  Flemming  (1778 — ) 


Henry  W.  Greatorex  (181 1-58) 
Rev.  Dr.  John  B.  Dykes  (1823-76) 
Ludwig  van  Beethoven,  arr.  (1770-1827) 
Richard  Redhead  (1820—) 
Dr.  John  H.  Gower,  arr  (1855 — ) 
Sir  Joseph  Barnby  (1838—) 
Berthold  Tours  (1838—) 
Ignace  J.  Pleyel  (1757-1831) 
Ethelbert  Nevin  (1862—) 
Thomas  Hastings,  arr.  (1784-1872) 
Lausanne  Psalter  (1851) 
Joseph  E.  Sweetser  (1825-73) 
Henry  W.  Greatorex  (181 1-58) 

Dr.  Lowell  Mason  (1792-1872) 

Sir  Arthur  S.  Sullivan  (1842—) 

EllaM.  Foster  (1867—) 

Arthur  Cottman 

James  Flint  (1822-86) 

Dr.  Edward  J.  Hopkins  (1818— ) 

Dr.  Lowell  Mason  (1792-1872) 

H.  A.  Cesar  Malan  (1787-1861) 

Sylvanus  B.  Pond,  arr.  (1 792-1871) 

Dr.  Samuel  S.  Wesley  (1810-76) 

Rev.  Dr.  Philipp  Nicolai  (1 556-1606) 

ErnestO.  Hiler  (1871— ) 

George  Hews  (1806-73) 

Rev.  Dr.  John  B.  Dykes  (1823-76) 

Dr.  Henry  J.  Gauntlett  (1806-76) 

Sir  George  A.  Macfarren  (1813-87) 
Sir  Joseph  Barnby  (1838 — ) 


<« 


ii 


Dr  Henry  Hiles  (1826—) 
Josiah  Booth  (1852—) 
Dr.  William  Horsley  (1774-1858) 
Rev.  Dr.  John  B.  Dykes  (1823-76) 
Elizabeth  Cuthbert  (1790-1857) 
Dr.  Samuel  P.  Tuckerman  ( 1 819-91 ) 
H.  Charles  Zeuner  (1795-1857) 
Peter  Ritter  (1 760-1846)      (Arr.  by 
William  H.  Monk) 


Dr. 


Alphabetical   Index  of  Tunes 

Name  of  Tune  Number  Metre  Composer 

Ilslky 224  8,  7,  D.  Frank  G.  Ilsley  (1831-87) 

In  Memoriam 498  8,8,8,4  F.  C.  Maker  (1844— ) 

Innocents  (or  Durham)            420  7s  Attr.  to  Rev.  Sir  Henry  W.  Baker  (1821 

(Arc.  by  Dr.  William   H.  Monk) 

IRBY 173  8,  7, -,7,7  Dr.  Henry  J.  Gauntlett  (1806-76) 

Irene 151  7,  7,  7,  5  Rev.  C.  C.  Scholefield  (1859—) 

"    see  also  Ellers,  also  Lang  ran 

Italian  Hymn     ....*.      102  6,4  Felice  de  Giardini  (1716-96) 

Ives  (or  Beulah)     ....      464  7s,  d.  Elacre  Ives,  Jr.  (1802-64) 


Jesu,  Bone  Pastor  . 
Jesu,  M agister  Bone  . 
Judex*  (or  Dies  iRiE) 


598       8,  7,  -,  4,  7 
412  7,  6,  D. 

54O  L.  M. 


Dr  John  H.  Willcox,  arc.  (1827-75) 
Rev.  Dr.  John  B.  Dykes  (1825-76) 
Sir  Joseph  Barnby  (1838 — ) 


Keble 50  L.  M. 

Kedron 262  6, 4 

Kirby  Bedon 547-  6,  4 

koenig 6,  7  l.  m.  d. 

Laban 344  s.  M. 

LACRYMiE Z9X,  502  7,  7,  7 

Lambeth 336, 337  c.  m. 

Lancashire 23,  158  7,  6,  d. 

Lanesboro 73,  74  cm. 

Langran  (or  St.  Agnes,  Irene)  233,  234        10s 

Latter  Day 348'  8,  7,  d. 

Laud 113  c.  m. 

Lauda,  An i ma  Mea,  see  St.  Paul* 

Laudamus  *         81  p.  m. 

Laudes  Domini 16  6s,  61. 

Laus  Deo* 24  p.  m. 

Lebanon 620-  s.  m.  d. 

Leighton 345  s.  m. 

Lenox 213  h.  m. 

Leoni           17  6, 6, 8, 4,  d. 

Lincoln  * 380  5,  10,  io,  6 

Litany 193  7,  7,  7» 6 

Litlington  Tower     ...      195  l.  m. 

London  New  (or  Newtoun)     505  cm. 

Loncjwood   ....     152,  423.  424  1  OS 

Louvan 245.  246  L.  M. 

Love's  Offering     ....      626  p.  m. 

Lowton 305  8, 7 

Luther's  Hymn  .    .     103, 104,  533  p.  m. 

Lux  Benigna 330     10,  4,  -,  10,  10 

Lux  Eoi in  8,  7,  d. 

Lux  Mundi 249  7, 6,  d. 

Lyons 9, 10  10,  10,  11,  11 


Rev.  Dr.  John  B.  Dykes  (1823-76) 
A.  B.  Spratt 

Dr.  Edward  Bunnett  ( 1834  — ) 
Sir  Joseph  Barnby  (1838 — ) 

Dr.  Lowell  Mason  (1792- 187  2) 

Sir  Arthur  S.  Sullivan  (1842—) 

Anon. 

Henry  Smart  (1813-79) 

William   Dixon   (1750-1825)       (Arr. 

Dr.  Lowell  Mason) 
Dr.  James  Langran  (1835 — ) 
Anon. 
Rev.  Dr.  John  B.  Dykes  (1823-76) 

John  Hyatt  Brewer  (1856 — ) 
Sir  Joseph  Barnby  ( 1838  — ) 
James  W.  Elliott  (1816— ) 
John  Zundel  (1815-82) 
Henry  W.  Greatorex  (181 1-58) 
Lewis  Edson  (1 748-1820) 
Hebrew  Air,  arr. 
Sumner  Salter  (1856 — ) 
Arr.  by  Sir  Arthur  S.  Sullivan  (1842  — 
Sir  Joseph  Barnby  (1838—) 
Scotch  Psalter  (1564) 
Sir  Joseph  Barnby  (1838 — ) 
Virgil  C.  Taylor,  arr.  (1817  — ) 
Rev.  Dr.  Edwin  P.  Parker  (1836—) 
A.  Lowe 
/  J.  Klug's  Gesangbuch  (1535) 
}  Adapted  by  Dr.  Martin  Luther  ( 1 483-1 
(  Har.  by  Vincent  Novello  (1781-1861) 
Rev.  Dr.  John  B.  Dykes  (1823-76) 
Sir  Arthur  S.  Sullivan  (1842 — ) 


ti 


t< 


4* 


Attr.  to  J.  Michael  Haydn  (i737-i8< 


Alphabetical   Index  of  Tunes 

me  of  Tone                  Number  Metre                                      Composer 

* 525  7,  6,  D.  Richard  Storrs  Willis  ( 1819 — ) 

*A 366  7,  6,  D.  Sir  John  Stabler  ( 1840  — ) 

>  (or  Cross  and  Crown)  6x5  c.  m.  George  N.  Allen  ( 1812-77) 
see  Cruger* 

124  s.  M.  Dr.  Arthur  H.  Messiter  (1831 — ) 

>ugh 548  11,10  An*,  by  Sir  Arthur  S.  Sullivan  (1842 — ) 

>m,  see  Avon 

280  L.  M.  Rev.  H.  Percy  Smith  (1825— ) 

* 469  c.  M.  D.  Samuel  A.  Ward  ( 1847  — ) 

1  11,10  Sir  John  Stainer  (1840 — ) 

68,  69  cm.  Probably  American,  18th  Century 

ON 192  c.  M.  Dr.  John  H.  Gower  (1855 — ) 

ion  *  (or  St.  Gregory)  554  l.  m.  German 

e  (or  Nazareth)  .      622  l.  m.  Samuel  Webbe  (1740-1816)  (Arr.  by  Dr. 

Wm  H.  Monk) 

562  L  M.  6 1.  Rev.  Dr.  John  B.  Dykes  ( 1823-76) 

;oHN 167  7s,  D.  Felix  Mendelssohn- Bartholdy  (1809-47) 

[Arr.  by  Dr.  Edw.  J.  Hopkins  (1818— )] 

75,  521  L.  M.  Arr.  by  Dr.  Lowell  Mason  (1 792-1872) 

49  6,5  Sir  Joseph  Barnby  (1838— ) 

t  Norton  ....      132  c.  m.  d.  Dr.  C.  W.  Pearce 

ne 1x2  cm.  William  Shrubsole  (17  58-1806) 

618  7,  6,  D.  Joseph  P.  Holbrook  (1822-88) 

ry  Chant      .    .     .      119  l.  m.  H.  Charles  Zeuner  (1 795-1857) 

ry  Hymn  ....      524  7,  6,  D.  Dr.  Lowell  Mason  (1792-1872) 

D 98,  99,  347  7s  Arr.  by  John  P.  Wilkes 

(or  St.  Andrew)  583,  584  s.  m.  Sir  Joseph  Barnby  (1838—) 

ir* 237  10,10,10,6  R.  Huntington  Woodman  (1861 — ) 

be 500  10s  Anon. 

ton    .      281,  359,  360,  361  s.  M.  Earl  of  Mornington  (1735-81) 

255  7,  6,  D.  J  Baptiste  Calkin  (1827 — ) 

ee  also  Russian  Hymn 

1         403,  404  8,  7,  D.  Gerard  F.  Cobb  (1838 — ) 

on  *  (or  Need)  .     .      595  p.  m.  Rev.  Dr.  Robert  Lowry  (1826 — ) 
jee  Easton 

1 312  10,  4,-,  10,  10  Charles  H.  Morse  (1853 — ) 

483  7,  6,  d.  Johann  Storl's  Choralbuch   (Harmonized 

by  Mendelssohn) 
565  7s  J.  Baptiste  Calkin  (1827 — ) 

293,  294  c.  m.  Dr.  Lowell  Mason  ( 1 792-1872) 

443  c.  M.  Henry  Lahee  (1826 — ) 

,  see  St.  Stephen 
h,  see  Melcombe 

187  6,  4,  D.  John  H.  Cornell  (1828 — ) 

1  Mt.  Vernon  • 

:  (Bremen,  Augsberg)  396  9,  8,  -,  8,  8  George  Neumark  (1621-81) 

le 77  8,  6,  8,  8,  6  H.  L.  Morley 

j,  see  London  Nfav 

4  p.  M.  Rev.  Dr.  John  B.  Dykes  (1823-76) 

ixo  p.m.  Rev.  Dr.  Philipp  Nicolai  (1556-1606) 

[Arr.  by  August  Hau^l  ^\fc\o-c*C\ 


Alphabetical   Index  of  Tunes 


Name  of  Tone 


Noel 


Number 
17a 


Nuremberg 553 

O  Bona  Patria 467 

Old  Hundredth     .  91, 92,  93,  569 

Olive's  Brow 202 

Olivet 579s 

Olmutz  [American]    276, 277,  278 
Olmutz  [English]  ....       71 

Omega* 564 

Oriole 560 

Oxford* 555 

Palestrina 2x4 

Paraclete 137 

Paradise,  No.  I 479 

Paradise,  No.  II .  ' .    .    .    .  479* 

Park  St 427 

Pascal 251,  252 

"    "    see  also  Repentance 

Passion  Chorale    ...  188 


Passover     .    . 

Pastor  Bonus 

Pater  Omnium 

Pax  Dei  .     .    . 

Pax  Tecum 

Peace*    .    .    . 

Pearsall 

Phillips  Brooks* 

Pilgrims      .    .    . 

Plevel's  Hymn 

Portuguese  Hymn  (see  also 

Adeste  Fi  deles1) 
Prentiss*   .... 

Prescott 

Prince,  see  St.  Catherine 
Prudentius     ... 

Quebec,  see  Whitburn 


*44 
620 

3«.  451 

64.65 
6x0 


35 

465 

175 

4742 

413 


363.  568 
623 

131 
126 


Metre 
C.  M.  D 

7S 
7, 6,  D. 

L.  M. 
L.  M. 

6,4 

St.  M. 

8,  6,  8, 4 
8,  7,  D- 

H.  M. 

8,7 

8,  8,  8,  4 

9>  7,  d. 
8,  6,  -,  6,  6, 
8,  6,  -,  6,  6, 

L.  M. 

8,  8,  8,  6 
7. 6,  D. 


p.  M. 
S.  M.  D. 
L.  M.  61. 

IOS 

I  OS,  2  1. 

10,  10,  10,  4 

7.  6,  D. 

P.  M. 
P.  M. 

7S 

IIS,  P.  M.  * 
P.  M 

8,  7.  -  7,  7 
15. -.7 


Composer 

Traditional  Air,  re-arr.  by  Sir  Artho 

Sullivan  (1842 — ) 
Johann  R.  Ahle  (1625-73) 

Sir  Arthur  S.  Sullivan  (1842—) 
Genevan  Psalter  (1562) 
William  B.  Bradbury  (1816-68) 
Dr.  Lowell  Mason,  arr.  (1792- 187 2) 
Arr.  by        "         "  "  " 

Arr.  by  Sir  John  Goss  (1800-80) 
Samuel  B.  Whitney  ( 1842  — ) 
John  Zundel  (1815-82) 
Sir  John  Stainer  (1840 — ) 

Ascr.  to  Giovanni  Pierluigi  da  Palestr 

(1524-94) 
Berthold  Tours  (1838—) 
Sir  Joseph  Barnby  (1838—) 
Rev.  Dr.  John  B.  Dykes  (1823-76) 
Fred  M  A.  Venua  (1788-1872) 
Dr.  Edward  J.  Hopkins  (1818 — ) 

Hans  Leo  Hassle r  (1564- 161 2).  [Ha 
monized  by  J.  S.  Bach  (St  Matthe 
Passion)  (1685-1750)] 

Josiah  Booth  ( 1852  — ) 

Alfred  J.  Caldicott  (1842—) 

H.  J.  E.  Holmes  (1852  — ) 

Rev.  Dr  John  B.  Dykes  (1823-76) 

G.  T.  Caldbeck 

George  W.  Chadwick  ( 1854  — ) 

St.  Gall  Katholische  Gesangbuch 

Charles  H.  Morse  (1853 — ) 

Henry  Smart  (1813-79) 

Ignace  J.  Pleyel  (1 757-1831) 

John  Reading  (1677-1764) 

Dr.  W.  Howard  Doane  ( 1831  — ) 

Sir  Robert  P.  Stewart  (1825 — ) 

Henry  Smart  (1813-79) 


Radiant  Morn 58*  8,  8,  8,  4  Charles  F.  Gounod  (1818-93) 

Rathbun 448  8,7  Ithamar  Conkey  (1815-67) 

Redemption x6o  6s,  d.  Sir  John  Stainer  ( 1840 — ) 

Regent  Square 78,  79  \S,7f  "•  4'  *'  7'  \  Henry  Smart  ( 1813-79) 

c     or  8,  7,  6  1.    » 

Repentance  (or   Elviy,  or 

Pascal) 250  8, 8, 8, 6,  or,  l.  m.    Sir  George  J.  Elvey  (1816 — ) 


1  Variants  of  the  same  tune. 


Alphabetical   Index  of  Tunes 


Name  of  Tune  Number 

Requiem 46a 

Requiescat 455 

Resurrect  us,  see  Alford 

Retreat 608 

Rex  Gloria 216 

Riseholme 519,  520 

RlVAULX 207 

Rockingham 486 

Rose  Hill 100 

Roslyn* 614 

Rotterdam 215 

Russian  Hymn  (or  Moscow)  545 

Rutherford 594 

Sabbath 72 

Sacrament 66 

Sacramentum* 501 

Safe  Home 351 

St.  Aelred 183 

St.  Agnes  414, 4x5, 416, 417, 503, 504 
"        "     see  also  Langran 

St.  Albinus 2x0 

St.  Alphege 556 

St.  Ambrose 489,  523 

St.  Anatolius,  No.  I   .    .    .       4a 
St.  Anatolcus,  No.  II .    .    .       43 
St.  Andrew,  see  Monsell 
St.  Andrew  of  Crete    .    .      353 
St.  Anne     87,  88,  357,  358,  566,  567 

St.  Anselm 67 

St.  Athanasius 44a 

St.  Bede 269 

St.  Bees 335,  226 

St.  Boniface 346 

St.  Botolph 625 

St.  Bride     ....    238,  339,  240 
St.  Catherine  (or  Prince)  259, 260 

St.  Cecilia  * 402 

"        "        see  also  Aurora  * 
St.  Chrysostom  .    .    12a,  123,  456 

St.  Cross 203 

St.  Cuthbert 146,  242 

St.  Cyprian 485 

St.  Drosdane 177 

St.  Edith,  see  St.  Hilda 

St.  Edmund 585 

St.  Etheldreda 30 

St.  Fideus 5a,  53 

St.  Flavian 587 

Sr.  Fulbert 537 

St.  Gabriel 58 


Metre 
4,6,  D. 
7S,  8,  8. 

L.  M. 

8,  7,  D. 
8,  8, 8, 4 

L.  JA. 

L>  M. 
P.  M. 

7,6,d. 

II,  10 
P.  M. 


7s,  d. 
9>8 

I  OS 

xl.  M. 

8,  8, 8,  3 

C.  M. 

7,  8,  -,  4 
7,6 
6,4 

7t  6»  -,  8, 8 
7»  6,  -,  8, 8 

6,  5,  d. 

C.  M. 

7,  6,d. 
7s,  6  1. 

c.  m.  6 1. 

7S 

6,  5, 12  1. 

12, 11 

S.  M. 

L.  M.  6  1. 

II,  IO,II,6 

L.  M.  6  1. 

1*.  A&. 

8,  6,  8,  4 

6s 

L.  M. 

P.  M. 
C.  M. 
L.  M. 

v*«   Aft* 

8,  8,  8,  4 


Composer 

Sir  Joseph  Barnby  (1838—) 
Rev.  Dr.  John  B.  Dykes  (1823-767 

Thomas  Hastings  (1784-1872) 
Henry  Smart  (1813-79) 
Dr.  Henry  J.  Gauntlett  (1806-76) 
Rev.  Dr.  John  B.  Dykes  (1823-76) 
Dr.  Lowell  Mason  (1792-1872) 
Joseph  E.  Sweetser  (1825-73) 
Charles  H.  Morse  ( 1853  — ) 
Berthold  Tours  (1838—) 
Alexis  Lvoff  (1799-1870) 
Cr^tien  D'Urhan  (1790-1845)     (Arr.  by 
Dr.  E.  F.  Rimbault) 

Dr.  Lowell  Mason  (1 792-1872) 
Dr.  Edward  J.  Hopkins  (1818— ) 
Sir  Joseph  Barnby  (1838 — ) 
Sir  Arthur  S.  Sullivan  ( 1842  — ) 
Rev.  Dr.  John  B.  Dykes  (1823-76) 


14 


« 


44 


44 


Dr.  Henry  J.  Gauntlett  (1806-76) 


u 


44 


44 


44 


Dr.  William  H.  Monk  (1823-89) 
Sir  Joseph  Barnby  ( 1838  — ) 
Arthur  H.  Brown  (1830 — ) 

Rev.  Dr.  John  B.  Dykes  (1823-76) 
Ascribed  to  William  Croft  (1677-1727) 
Sir  Joseph  Barnby  (1838 — ) 
Dr.  Edward  J.  Hopkins  (1818— ) 
Rev.  Dr.  John  B.  Dykes  (1823-76) 


44 


44 


44 


44 


« 


Henry  Smart  (1813-79) 
Sir  Joseph  Barnby  (1838 — ) 
Dr.  Samuel  Howard  (1710-82) 
Arr.  from  J.  G.  Walton 
Sir  Joseph  Barnby  (1838—) 


44 


44 


41 


44 


Rev.  Dr.  John  B.  Dykes  (1823-76) 


44 


44 


44 


44 


44 


Rev.  Richard  R.  Chope  (1830 — ) 
Rev.'  Dr.  John  B.  Dykes  (1823-76) 

Sir  Arthur  S.  Sullivan  (1842—) 
Bishop  Thomas  Turton  (1780-1864) 
Sir  Joseph  Barnby  (1838—) 
Day's  Psalter  (1562) 
Dr.  Henry  J.  Gauntlett  (1806-76I 
Rev.  Sir  Fied*V.  K.OoxtiOxHM^wi  V>*» 


Alphabetical   Index  of  Tunes 


Name  of  Tune 

Number 

Metre 

St.  George,  No.  I     .    . 

9*  97 

7s,  D. 

St.  George,  No.  II  .    . 

•     •      478 

S*     Mm 

St.  George's,  Bolton  . 

.     .      466 

7,  6,  D. 

St.  Gerontius     .    .    . 

•      495 

C.  M. 

•      339 

6,  5,  12 1 

H.  M. 

5 

n.  M. 

n 


4< 


see  also  Mklancthon* 
St.  Hilda  (or  St.  Edith)     .    249- 

St.  Ignatius 571 

St.  James 493 

St.  John 127 

St.  Joseph  of  the  Studium      352 

St.  Leonard 46 

St.  Margaret  (or  Westmin- 
ster)  80,  263, 264,  271.  272,  273 
St.  Marguerite  .    .     136, 458,  487 
St.  Mary  Magdalene      .    .      313 

St.  Matthias 6o,  630 

St.  Maura,  see  Auburndale* 

St.  Mi  lucent 453 

St.  Ninian 171 

St.  Oswald  (or  Sychar,  or 

Dykes)      ....     18,  19, 20 
St.  Paul*  (or  Lauda,  Anima 

Mea) 2x9 

St.  Peter    .  115, 275,  384,  385,  428 
St.  Petersburg  .    .    .  28,  381.  382 

St.  Philip 232 

St.  Saviour 597 

St.  Stephen  (or  Nayland)  5x0,511, 

St.  Sylvester 599 

St.  Theodulph 181 

St.  Thomas      ....      12,  13,  14 

St.  Ursula* 636,637 

St.  Wulstan 196 

Saints  of  God 476 

Salutas* 629 

Salvation 631 

Salvator     ....     532.  573.  574 

Salzburg 463 

Sanctuary 477 

Sardius,  see  Autumn 

Sarum 480 

Savannah 539 

Schiller*  (or  Beethoven)      348 

Sealy 601 

Seasons 440 

Seccomb* 421 

S*  490 


7,  6,  d. 

S.  M. 

H.  M. 

7,  6,  D. 

C.  M.  D. 

C  M. 

C  M. 

6,  5,  D. 

L.  M.  61. 

7,7,4 
11,  10 

8,7 
18,7,8,7,4,4,7) 

\    or  8,  7,  61.     > 

L.  M.61. 

7.7,7 

C.  M. 

55°     c-  M- 

8,7 
7»  6,  D. 

S.  M. 
S*  M. 

8,7,61. 

L.  M.  61. 
I».  M. 
P.  M. 

8,  7,  D. 
7S,  D. 

8,  7,  D. 
10,  10, 10,  4 

I0S 

8,  7,  D. 

6s,  D. 

L.  M. 

II,  10 


Composer 

Sir  George  J.  Elvey  (18 16 — ) 
Dr.  Henry  J.  Gauntlett  (1806-76) 
J.  Walch  (1837—) 
Rev.  Dr.  John  B.  Dykes  (1823-76) 
Sir  Arthur  S.  Sullivan  (1842—) 
Rev.  Dr.  John  B.  Dykes  (1823-76) 
Gregorian,  arr.   by   Sir    Joseph    Bai 
(1838 -) 

Justin  H.  Knecht  (1 752-1 81 7)  and  '. 

Edward  Husband  (1843 — ) 
Sir  Joseph  Barnby  (1838 — ) 
Raphael  Courteville( — 1735) 
J.  Baptiste  Calkin  (1827—) 
Sir  Joseph  Barnby  (1838 — ) 
Dr.  Henry  Hiles  (1826—) 

James  Turle  ( 1802-82) 

E.  C.  Walker 

Rev.  Dr.  John  B.  Dykes  (1823-76) 

Dr.  William  H.  Monk  (1823-89) 

Sir  Arthur  S.  Sullivan  (1842—) 
Rev.  Dr.  John  B.  Dykes  (1823-76) 


u 


«« 


it 


i< 


«t 


Sir  John  Goss  ( 1800-80) 

Alexander  R.  Reinagle  (1 790-1877) 
Dimitri  Bortniansky  (1752-1825) 
Dr.  William  H.  Monk  (1823-S9) 
F.  G.  Baker  (1840—) 
Rev.  William  Jones  (1726-1800) 
Rev.  Dr.  John  B.  Dykes  (1823-76) 
Melchior  Teschner  (161 5  ? — ) 
Aaron  Williams  (1731-76) 
Mrs.  Marion  Christopher  (1818-) 
Rev.  Dr.  John  B.  Dykes  (1823-76) 


«i 


u 


a 


it 


14 


Dr.  Friedrich  Silcher  (1789- 1860) 

Anon. 

Sir  John  Goss  (i8oo-£o) 

John  Sebastian  Bach  (1685-1750) 

Rev.  Dr.  John  B.  Dykes  (1823-76) 

Sir  Joseph  Barnby  (1838—) 
Ignace  J.  Pleyel  (1757-1831) 
Ludwig  van  Beethoven  (1770-1827) 
Frank  L.  Sealy  (1858—) 
Ignace  J.  Pleyel  (1757— 1831) 
Charles  II.  Morse  (1853 — ) 
J.  Baptiste  Calkin  (1827 — ) 


Alphabetical   Index  of  Tunes 

of  Tune                  Number  Metre                                      Composer 

590  cm.  William  Vincent  Wallace,  arr.  ( 181 2  to  14- 

65) 
40  7s  Carl  Maria  von  Weber  (1 786-1826) 

54,227  8,7  Dr.  Edward  J.  Hopkins  (181 8 — ) 

61  11,  10  J.  Sdrenson 

3x7  L.  M.  Arr.    from    Marot    and    Beza's   Psalms 

('563) 

>re 632  8,  7,  D.  Dr.  George  F.  Root  (1820 — ) 

570  8,  7, 6L  Italian  Melody,  arr.  by  Dr.  Edward  J. 

Hopkins  (1818— ) 

et 444  s.  M.  Isaac  Smith  (1735  ?- 1 800?) 

306,494  L.  M.  Sir  Joseph  Barnby  (1838 —) 

254  7s  Lewis  T.  Downes  ( 1827 — ) 

:  Sojourner           616  7,  6,  d.  Rev.  R.  De  Witt  Mallary  (1851  — ) 

.    .    .     400,  470,  471  c.  m.  Herbert  S.  Irons  (1834 — ) 

307*308  c.  M.  Louis  Spohr  (1784-1859) 

591 ,  592  7s  Edward  Minshall  ( 1845 — ) 

184  4,4,6,  D.,  or,  CM.  Dr.  William  H.  Monk  (1823-89) 

er,  No.  I  .    .     .      200  8,  8,  7,  p.  Rev.  Dr.  John  B.  Dykes  (1823-76) 

er,  No.  II     .    .      201  8,  8,  7,  D.  Sir  Joseph  Barnby  (1838—) 

32,  33  l.  M.  R.  W.  Dixon 

29  8,  4,  7,  D.  Sir  John  Stainer  ( 1840  — ) 

T      •    •     37a>  373.  5J7  s-  M-  Jonathan  C.  Woodman  (1813 — ) 
222  8,  5,  8,  3  Rev.  Sir  Henry  W.  Baker  (1821-77) 

see  Hursley 
378,  379  11,  10  Anon. 

>r  Bonar)     .  391,  628  7,  6,  d.  Sir  Joseph  Barnby  (1838 — ) 
619  8,7  Rev.  Darius  E.  Jones  (181 5-91) 

Willis).    .    .      624  7s  Richard  Storrs  Willis  (1819— ) 

4192  11,10  Charles  H.  Morse  (1853 — ) 

392,393  L.  m.  Sir  Joseph  Barnby  (1838 — ) 

3^4  8,8,8,4 

600  6s                     •«         "         "         " 

441  L.M.  Dr.  Henry  Hiles  (1826 — ) 

>t.  Oswald 

106  6,5,121.  Dr.  Edward  J.  Hopkins  (1818— ) 

ning  Hymn  >   .        37  l.  m.  Thomas  Tallis  (1520  ?-85) 

481  cm.  George  Kingsley  (1811-84) 

62  p.m.  Dr.  Edward  J.  Hopkins  (1818— ) 

282,283  l.  m.  Sir  John  Stainer  (1840 — ) 

374,375  s.  m.  Arr.  from  George  F.  Handel  (168 5-1 759) 

ee  York 

jey*     ....      301  8,7,61.  E.  H.  Abbott  (1870— ) 

270-  7s,  61.  Thomas  Hastings  (1784- 187  2) 

rch*  ....      108  us  Charles  H.  Morse  (1853 — ) 

Bonchurch)    .      117  7,7,8,  7,  D.  Arr.  from  Ludwig  van  Beethoven  (1770- 

1827) 

139  l.m.  Dr.  Charles  Burney  ( 1 726-1814) 

147,295  7s,  and  7s,  61.  John  Zundel  (1815-82) 

>.  II      .    .    .     .        38  6,  4,6,  6  Rev.  Dr.  J.  H.  Hopkins  (1820-91) 

i  Variant  of  Tallis  Canon. 


Alphabetical  Index  of  Tunes 

Name  of  Tune  Number  Metre  Composer 

Uxbridgk 26  l.  M.  Dr.  Lowell  Mason  (1 792-1872) 

Valete 138,42a  L.M.  61.  Sir  Arthur  S.  Sullivan  (1842— ) 

Varina 399  CM.  61.  Dr.  George  F.  Root  (1820— ) 

Vaughan 223  5,  s,  11,  D,  Dr.  Edward  J.  Hopkins  (18 18— ) 

Veni,  Domine  Jesu  ....      268  P.  M.  Sir  Joseph  Barnby  (1838 — ) 

Ven  1,  Emmanuel     ....      157  l.  m.  61.  Charles  F.  Gounod  (1818-93) 

Via  Crucis 603  p.  m.  Rev.  Dr.  John  B.  Dykes  (1823-76) 

Vigilate 355  7,  7,  7,  3  Dr.  William  H.  Monk  (1823-89) 

Vincent*        634  8,  4,  d.  Dr.  Horatio  R  Palmer  (1834 — ) 

Vindex*  (or  All  Saints)  .      356  c.  m.  d.  Dr.  Henry  S.  Cutler  (1824 — ) 

Vita* 145  14s  William  H.  Neidlinger  (1863— ) 

Vox  Angelica 474  p.  m.  Rev.  Dr.  John  B.  Dykes  (1823-76) 

Vox  Dilecti 257  c.  m.  d.                "         "         "         "       " 

Wallace 388,389  us  William  Vincent  Wallace,  arr.  (181 2 1 

65) 

Waltham 343  l.  M.  J.  Baptiste  Calkin  (1827— ) 

Wanderer* 627  l.  m.  d.  Rev.  George  Coles,  arr.  (1 792-1858) 

Ward 371,  530,  531  l.  m.  Arr.  by  Dr.  Lowell  Mason  (1792-187 

Ware 107,445  l.  m.  George  Kingsley  (181 1-84) 

Wareham,  see  All  Saints 

Warner 179,  180  l.  m.  Arr.  from  Gioachino  A.  Rossini  (1 

1868)  by  George  Kingsley 

Warwick 85  cm.  Samuel  Stanley  (1 767-1822) 

Webb 534.535  7,  6,  d.  George  J.  Webb  (1803-87) 

Welcome  (or  Fortunatus)      208  us  J.  Baptiste  Calkin  (1827 — ) 

Wentworth 431  8,  4,  6L  F.  C.  Maker  (1844 — ) 

West  Heath 149,  340  8,8,6,  d.  8,8,7,  D.  Dr.  Edward  J.  Hopkins  (1818 — ) 

Westminster,  see  St.  Margaret 

Westmoreland 551  h.  m.  Gregorian,  arr.  by  Sir    Joseph   Ba 

(1838-) 

Weston 593  p.  m.  J.  Edwards 

Whitburn  (or  Quebec)    .    36,  303  l.  m.  Rev.  Sir  Henry  W.  Baker  (1821-77) 

Whiteland     .    .  332,  333,  432,  433  l.  m.  A  German  Melody,  arr.  by  Dr.  Lo 

Mason  (1792-1872) 

Whittier 289  8,6,8,8,6  F.  C  Maker  (1844— ) 

Wilder* 231  6,8,8,8,6  Arthur  Foote  (1853— ) 

Williams 194  l.  m.  George  Kingsley  (18 11-&4) 

Willis 166  c  m.  d.  Richard  Storrs  Willis  ( 1819 — ) 

"    "    see  also  Storrs  * 

WiLLOWBY 335  8,  8,  6,  D.  Crane 

Winchester  New  (Crasselius)  395  l.  m.  Hamburger  Musikalisches  Handbuch 
Windle,  see  Dukk  Street 

Windsor* 4x9  11,10  Sir  Joseph  Barnby  ( 1838 — ) 

Winter  Street*    ....      527  11,  10  Dr.  Lowell  Mason  (1792-1872) 

Winterton 602  p.m.  Sir  Joseph  Barnby  ( 1838 — ) 

Woodworth 250*    l.  m.  or  8, 8,  8,  6  William  B.  Bradbury  (1816-68) 

York  (or  The  Stilt)  377,  512,  513  c.  m.  Andro  Hart's  Psalter  (1621) 

Yorkshire 164  10s,  61.  John  Wain wright  ( — 1768) 

Zephyr 457  l.  m.  William  B.  Bradbury  (1816-68) 

ZUNDEL 141  L.  M.  D.  Horatio  C  King  (1837 — ) 


mm 


Metrical  Index  of  Tunes 


Alternative  names  of  tunes  in  brackets ;  composers  and  sources  in  parentfa< 
•  The  asterisk  denotes  that  the  tune  has  been  named  by  the  Editors  or  by  special  contributors  to  the  Hymnal 


Long  Metre,  3  lines  Hymn 

Dies  Iral  (Hiller),  Part  I 638 

Long  Metre 
All  Saints  [or  Ware  ham]  (Knapp)  265,  266, 

549 
Alstonb  (Willing) 538 

Babylon's  Streams  (Scotch)     ....    518 

Bonn  [or  Alsace]  (Beethoven)    ....      15 

Brookfield  (Southgate) 607 

Calm  (Anon.) 325, 326 

Cannons  (Handel) 394 

Canon  bury  (Schumann)     ....      120,  140 

Daybreak  (Zundel) 153,  302 

Dirge  [4  or  61.]  (Handel) 459 

Duke  Street  [or  Windle]  (Hatton)  8,  94, 95 

Duryea*  (Morse)  .     .    .    .   317s,  318,  319,  320 

Eastholm*  (Barnby) 25 

Easton  [or  Mozart]  ( Mozart)    .    .      241,327 

Effingham  (Anon.) 143,  144 

Federal  Street  (Oliver) 178 

Germany  (Beethoven) 76,  153s 

Grace  Church  (Pleyel)  .    .  367,  368,  369,  370 

Grasmere*  (Nevin),  I  and  II      ....     189 

Gratitude  (Hastings) 611 

Grostete  (Greatorex) 101 

Hamburg  (Mason)     284,  285,  286,  287,  491,  492 

Hebron  (Mason) 45 

Humility  (Tuckerman) 605 

Hursley  [or  Stillorgan]  (Ritter)      .    .      51 

Judex*  [or  Dies  lRv«]  (Barnby)      .    .    .    540 

Keble  (Dykes) 50 

Litlington  Tower  (Barnby)     ....    195 

Lou  van  (Taylor) 245,  246 

Maryton  (Smith) 280 

Melancthon  *  [or  St.  Gregory]  (German)  554 

Melcombe  [or  Nazareth]  ( Webbe— Monk)  622 

Men  don  (Mason) 75,  521 

Missionary  Chant  (Zeuner)      ....     119 

Old  Hundredth  (Genevan  Psalter)       91,  92^ 

93»S69 
Olive's  Brow  (Bradbury) 202 

Park  Street  (Venua) 427 

Repentance  [or  Elvey,  or  Pascal] (Elvey)  250 

Retreat  (Hastings) 608 

Rivaulx  (Dykes) 207 

Rockingham  (Mason) 486 


Hymn 

Rose  Hill  (Sweetser) 100 

St.  Cross  (Dykes) 203 

St.  Drosdane  (Dykes) 177 

St.  Fidelis  (Barnby) 52,  53 

Seasons  (Pleyel) 440 

Sefton  (Calkin) 490 

Shepherd  (Marot  and  Bern's  Psalms)      .    317 

Snowden*  (Barnby) 306,494 

Staincliffe  (Dixon) 32,  33 

Stratford*  (Barnby) 392*393 

Sweden  (Hiles) 441 

Tallis's  Evening  Hymn  (Tallis)  ...      37 

Tennyson  *  (Stainer) 282,283 

Truro  (Burney) 139 

Uxbridge  (Mason) 26 

Waltham  (Calkin) 343 

Ward  (Mason) 371,  530,  531 

Ware  ( Kingsley) 107,  445 

Warner  (Rossini  —  Kingsley)  .  .  .179,180 
Whitburn  [or  Quebec]  (Baker)  .  .  36,  303 
Whiteland  (German  air)  .    332,  333,  432,  433 

Williams  (Kingsley) 194 

Winchester     New    [or     Crasselius] 
(Hamburger  Musikalisches  Handbuch)  .    395 

Woodworth  (Bradbury) 250* 

Zephyr  (Bradbury) 457 

Long  Metre,  6  lines 

Dies  Ir*  (Hiller),  Part  II 638 

Dirge  [4  or  61.]  (Handel) 459 

Eton*  (Barnby) 185 

Melita  (Dykes) .    562 

Pater  Omnium  (Holmes)  ....  321,451 
St.  Catherine  [or  Prince]  (Walton)  259, 260 
St.  Chrysostom  (Barnby)  .    .    .122,  123,456 

St.  Matthias  (Monk) 60,  630 

St.  Petersburg  (Bortniansky)    .    28,  381,  382 

Saints  of  God  (Sullivan)       476 

Valete  (Sullivan) 138,  422 

Veni  Emmanuel  (Gounod) 157 

Long  Metre  Double 

Creation  (Haydn) 89 

Koenig  (Barnby) 6,7 

Wanderer*  (Coles) 627 

Zundel  (King) 14* 


Metrical   Index   of  Tunes 


Long  Metre  and  7  Hymn 

Baden  (Pachelbel) 22s 

Long  Metre  and  xx 
Hosanna  (Dykes) 22 

Common  Metre  (also  4.  4,  6,  D.) 

Antioch  (Handel) 156 

Avon  [or  All  Saints,  or  Martyrdom] 

(Wilson) 205 

Avondale  (Booth) 409,410 

Balerma  (Wilson) 243 

Beatitudo  (Dykes)    ....     82,83,84,292 

Belmont  (Webbe) 581 

Bracondale  (Booth) 27 

Christmas  (Handel  —  Mason)     .    .      349*350 

Coronation  (HoldenJ 1122 

Cowper  (Mason) 588 

Dedh  am  (Gardiner  —  Mason).  .  .  150,449 
Domine,  Nobiscum  (Barnby)  ....  561 
Dundee  [or  French]  (Scotch)  ...  86,  484 
Elmhurst*  [or  Holy  Cross]  (Anon.)  436,437, 

438 
Elvet  (Dykes) 163 

Enthronement  (Hiller) 112* 

Eunice*  (Abbott) 418 

Exeter  (Anon.) 429, 430 

Faith  (Dykes) 386,  387 

Geer  (Greatorex) 621 

Gouda  (Tours) 148 

Harmony*  (Foster) 105 

Harville  (Flint) 322,  323,  397 

Henry  (Pond) 116 

Holy  Trinity  (Barnby)      .    .    .114,  290,  291 

Horsley  (Horsley) 439 

Howard  (Cuthbert) 488 

Hummel  (Zeuner) 541 

Lambeth  (Anon.) 33^  337 

Lanesboro  (Dixon) 73, 74 

Laud  (Dykes) 113 

London  New  [or  Newtoun]  (Scotch)     .    505 

Maitland  [or  Cross  and  Crown]  (Allen)  615 

Mear  (Anon.) 68,69 

Meditation  (Gower) 192 

Miles  Lane  (Shrubsole) 112 

Naomi  (Mason) 293,  294 

Nativity  (Lahee) 443 

St.  Agnes  (Dykes)  414,  415,  416,  417,  503,  504 

St.  Anne  (Croft)  .    .    87,88,357,358,566,567 

St.  Etheldreda  (Turton) 30 

St.  Flavian  (Anon.) 587 

St.  Fulbert  (Gauntlett) -537 

St.  Gerontius  (Dykes) 495 


Hy- 

St.  James  (Courteville) 493 

St.  Margaret  [or  Westminster]  80,  263, 264, 

(Turle) 271,  272, 273 

St.  Marguerite  (Walker)  .    .    .  136,458,487 
St.  Peter  (Reinagle)  .      115,  275,  384,  385, 428 

St.  Saviour  (Baker) 597 

St.  Stephen  [or  Nayland]  (Jones)     510,  511, 

550 
Serenity  (Wallace,  arr.) 590 

Southwell  (Irons) 400,470,471 

Spohr  (Spohr) 307, 308 

Springtime  (Monk) 184 

Tappan  (Kingsley) 4*» 

Warwick  (Stanley) 85 

York  (or  The  Stilt]  (Anon.)     .  377,  512,  513 

Common  Metre,  6  lines 

St.  Bede  (Dykes) 269 

Varina  (Root) 399 

Common  Metre,  Double 

Angel's  Song  (Mendelssohn)     ....  166* 

Audientes  (Sullivan) 577 

Bethlehem  (Old  Carol) 165 

Blenden  (Kettle) 338 

Deliverance  (Barnby) 411 

Materna*  (Ward) 469 

Midsomer  Norton  (Pearce) 132 

Noel  (Sullivan) 172 

St.  Leonard  (Hiles) 46 

Vindex*  [or  All  Saints]  (Cutler)     .    .  356 

Vox  Dilecti  (Dykes) 257 

Willis  (Willis) 166 

Short  Metre 

Aber  (Monk) 204 

Benedict  us*  (Morse)    ....  298,299,300 

Boylston  (Mason) 434, 435 

Chiselhurst  (Barnby) 4*5 

Dennis  (Nageli) 229 

Dover  (Mason) 362,  572 

Emmaus  (Barnby) 59 

Empyrean  (Zundel) 206 

Greenwood  (Sweetser) 398, 454 

Laban  (Mason) 344 

Leighton  (Greatorex) 345 

Marion*  (Messiter) 124 

Monsell  [or  St.  Andrew]  (Barnby)    583,  5S4 
Mornington  (Earl  of  Mornington)     281,  3591 

360,361 

Olmutz  (Mason) 276,  277,  278 

St.  Bride  (Howard) 258,  239,  240 

St.  George  (Gauntlett) 476 


Metrical  Index  of  Tunes 


St.  Ignatius  (Barnby)  .  . 
St.  Thomas  (Williams)  .  . 
St.  Ursula  *  (Christopher) 
Silver  Street  (Smith) 
State  Street  (Woodman) 
Thatcher  (Handel)    .    .    . 


Hymn 

...     571 

•  12,  I3»  14 

636,  637 

...     444 
372.  373*  5*7 

•  374.  375 


Short  Metre  Double 

Athalie  (Mendelssohn) 452 

Chalvey  (Hayne) 461 

Diadem ata  (Elvey) 2 

"  (Barnby) 509 

Lebanon  (Zundel) 620* 

Pastor  Bonus  (Caldicott) 620 

4, 4, 6,  D.  (or  C.  M.) 

Avondale  (Booth) 409, 410 

Bracondale  (Booth) 27 

Springtime  (Monk) 184 

4, 4,  7,  8, 8, 7  (or  8,  7, 8,  8, 7) 
Angels  Holy*  (Abbott) 90 

4.6,  D. 
Requiem  (Barnby)      462 

5.5.".  D- 
Vaughan  (Hopkins) 223 

5*  5»  8, 8, 5,  5 

Weston  (Edwards) 593 

5,  (6),  4, 6, 3 
Eloi*  (Morse) 190 

5*  6>  8,  5*  5>  8 
Crusaders'  Hymn  [or  Ascalon]  (Anon.)    121 

5»  10, 10, 6 
Lincoln  *  (Salter) 380 

6.  4,  D- 
Neale  (Cornell) 187 

6,  4.  6,  4,  6,  6.  4 

Love's  Offering  (Parker) 626 

Prentiss*  (Doane) 623 

6,  4.  -,  6,  6,  6,  4 

St.  Edmund  (Sullivan) 585 

Winterton  (Barnby) 602 

6,  4,  -,  6,  6,  4,  6,  4 
Laudamus*  (Brewer) 81 

6,  4,  -  (7,  6,  7,  4  Refrain) 
IfT.  VKRHON  *  [or  Need]  (Lowry)  ...    595 


Hymn 
«,  4. «,  * 

Twilight  (Hopkins) 38 

*5 

Bemerton  (Filitz) 596 

Enon  (Fielden) 3^ 

Merrial  (Barnby) 49 

6,  5»  D. 

Dumfries*  (Barnby) 578 

Edina  (Oakeley) 279 

Evensong*  (Vygeboom) 586 

St.  Andrew  of  Crete  (Dykes)     ...  353 

St.  Mary  Magdalene  (Dykes)  ....  313 

6,  5,  ia  1. 

Armageddon  (Goss)      354 

DANiA*(Ilsley) 169 

Deva  (Hopkins) 142 

St.  Boniface  (Smart) 346 

St.  Gertrude  (Sullivan) 339 

Tadcaster  (Hopkins) 106 

6,  6,  4,  6,  6,  6,  4  (6,  4) 

America  (Carey) 546 

Bethany  (Mason) 262* 

Bethel  [or  Faith]  (Cornell) 579 

Dort  (Mason) 547 

Fiat  Lux  (Dykes) 134,  I35»  297 

Italian  Hymn  (Giardini) 102 

Kedron  (Spratt) 262 

Kirby  Bedon  (Bunnett) 547* 

Olivet  (Mason) 579* 

St.  Ambrose  (Monk) 489,  523 

6  8. 

Aurora*  [or  St.  Cecilia]  (Hayne)    .    .  542 

St.  Cyprian  (Chope) 485 

Sussex*  (Barnby) 600 

6  s,  6  1. 

Laudes  Domini  (Barnby) 16 

6  s,  D. 

Redemption  (Stainer) 160 

Sealy  (Sealy) 601 

Hallelujah  Metre  (6  s,  8,  8 :  -  or  4  8) 

Auburndale*  [or  St.  Maura]  (Sullivan)  589 

Christchurch  (Steggall) 606 

Darwell  (Darwell) 129,  130 

Lenox  (Edson) 213 

Oriole  (Zundel) 560 

Safe  Home  (Sullivan) 351 

St.  Gregory  (Barnby) \ 


Metrical  Index  of  Tunes 


Hymn 

St.  Godric  (Dykes) n 

St.  John  (Calkin) 127 

Westmoreland  (Baraby) 551 

6,  6,  8,  4,  D. 

Holy  Mount  (Macfarren) 473 

Leon  1  (Hebrew) 17 

6f  7i  -,  6,  6,  - 

Crugrr*  [or  Marenzo]  (Criiger)  .    .    .  447 

6,  8,  6,  4 

Holy  Cross  (Gauntlett) 199 

6,  8,  8,  8,  6 

Wilder*  (Foote) 231 

6, 10,  6,  6,  xo 

Roslyn*  (Morse) 614 

6,  xo 

Crucifix*  (Neidlinger) 230 

Homeless  (Booth) 261 

7.  5.  D- 

Gordon*  (Barnby) 559 

7,6 

St.  Alphege  (Gauntlett) 556 

7,  6,  6  1.  -,  7,  5 

Rutherford  (D'Urhan) 594 

7.  6.  D. 

Amsterdam  (Tours) 125 

Aurelia  (Wesley) 70,309,  515,  516 

Bentley  (Hullah) 365 

Chen iks  (Matthews) 405 

Chester*  (Barnby) 274 

Clare  (Main) 6182 

Come  unto  me  (Dykes) 220 

Day  of  Rest  (Elliott) 256 

Ellacombe  (German) 528,  529 

Ewing  [or  Argyll]  (Ewing) 468 

Greenland  (Lausanne  Psalter)  ...  341 

Jesu,  Magister  Bone  (Dykes)  ....  412 

Lancashire  (Smart) 23,  15S 

Lux  Mundi  (Sullivan) 249 

Madison  *  (Willis) 525 

Magdalen  a  (Stainer) 366 

Miriam  (Holbrook) 618 

Missionary  Hymn  (Mason) 524 

Moscow  (Calkin) 255 

Munich  (StorPs  Choralbuch) 483 

O  Bona  Patria  (Sullivan) 467 

Passion  Chorale  (Ilassler — Bach)   .    .  188 


UynB 
Pearsall  (St.  Gall  Katholische  Gesang- 

buch) 465 

Rotterdam  (Tours) 215 

St.  Anselm  (Barnby) 67 

St.  George's,  Bolton  (Walch)  ....  466 
St.  Hilda  [or  St.  Edith]  (Knecht  and 

Husband) 249? 

St.  Joseph  of  the  Studium  (Barnby)  .  352 

St.  Theodulph  (Teschner) 181 

Stirling*  [or  Bonar]  (Barnby)      .     391,  628 

Song  of  the  Sojourner  (Mallary)   .    .  616 

Webb  (Webb) 534,  535 

7,  6,  D.  -,  6,  6,  8,  4 

Harvest  (Cottman) 552 

7.  6,  -,  7,  7,  7, 6 

Amsterdam  (Nares) 296 

Passover  (Booth) .244 

7,  6,  -,  8,  6,  - 

Golden  (Gower) 475 

7,  *,  "»  »,  » 

St.  Anatolius  (Barnby) 42 

"            (Brown) 43 

7,  6,  -,  8,  8,  8,  5 

Commonwealth  (Booth) 544 

7,  6,  8,  6,  D. 

Alford  [or  Resurrectus]  (Dykes)     .    .  48* 

7.7.4 

St.  Millicent  (Sullivan) 453 

7»  7»  5.  D- 

Armstrong*  (Chad wick) 182 

7.  7»7 

LacrymvE  (Sullivan) 191,  502 

St.  Philip  (Monk) 232 

7>  7.  7.  3 

Vigilate  (Monk) 35s 

7.  7.  7.  5 

Barnby*  (Barnby) 450 

Capetown  (Filitz) 2S8 

Irene  (Scholefield) 151 

7.  7»  7«  • 

Litany  (Sullivan) 193 

7* 

Appleton  Chapel*  (Abbott)    ....  413* 

Ascension  (Monk) 218 


Metrical   Index  of  Tunes 


Hymn 
Beyrout*  (Syrian,  or  Arabian)   ....    536 

Bryant*  (Abbott) 57 

Capernaum  (Redhead) 328 

Consecration  *  (Garrett)  ....     612, 613 
Easter  Hymn  (Lyra  Davidica)  ....    217 

Hen  don  (Malan) 310,311,401 

Holden  Chapel*  (Hiler) 329 

Holley  (Hews) 39 

Innocents  [or  Durham]  (Monk)    .    .    .    420 

Monk  land  (Wilkes) 98, 99,  347 

Munus  (Calkin) 565 

Nuremburg  (Ahle) 553 

Pleyel's  Hymn  (Pleyel) 413 

St.  Bees  (Dykes) 225,  226 

Seymour  (Weber) 40 

Solitude  (Downes) 254 

Springfield  (Minshall)      ....     591, 592 

Stores*  [or  Willis]  (Willis) 624 

Twilight  (Zundel) 147 

7  s,  6 1. 

Cuyler*  (Brewer) 270 

Drx  (Kocher) 128 

Gennrsaret  [or  Faith]  (Dykes)  .  .  .  270* 
Gethsemane  [or  Ajalon]  (Redhead)  197,  198 
St.  Athanasius  (Hopkins)  ....    442 

Toplady  (Hastings) 2708 

TViught  (Zundel) 295 

78,  D. 

Biwkvento  (Webbe)      558 

Blumenthal  (Blumenthal) 236 

Charles  Wesley  (Zundel) 248 

Colpord  (Hopkins) 109 

HoLlingside  (Dykes) 247 

lv«s[or  Beulah]  (Ives) 464 

IftEHDELSSOHN  (Mendelssohn)      ....  167 

Sabbath  (Mason) 72 

ST- George  (El vey) 96,97 

SaUBVKg  (Bach) 463 

78,4;  6,4,  7,7,4 
Evening  Praise*  (Sherwin) 617 

7»#  8,  8 

KEQUI  esc  AT  (Dykes) 455 

7,  7,  8,  7,  D. 
Triumph  (Beethoven) 117 

7.  8,  7,  8,  4 
St.  Albinus  (Gauntlett) 210 

7,  7,  8,  8 ;  6,  4 
Dwight*  (Barnby) 635 


8,  4,  61.  Hymn 

Wentworth  (Maker) 431 

8,  4.  7>  D. 
Stainer*  (Stainer) 29 

8.4.D. 

Vincent*  (Palmer) 634 

8,  4,  -,  8,  8.  8,  4 
Temple  (Hopkins) 62 

8,5,8,3 

Bullinger  (Bullinger) 222s 

Stephanos  (Baker)   ........      222 

8,6,8,4 

Olmutz  (English) 71 

St.  Cuthbert  (Dykes) 146,  242 

8, 6,  -,  8, 8 
Calma*  (Hastings) 209 

8,6,8,8,6 

Newcastle  (Morley) 77 

Whittier  (Maker) 289 

8,  6,  -,  6,  6,  - 

Paradise  (Barnby) 479 

Paradise  (Dykes) 479* 

8,7 

Arundel  (Dykes) 582 

Dominus  Regit  me  (Dykes) 390 

Evening*  (Stebbins) 55,  56 

Lowton  (Lowe) 305 

Oxford*  (Stainer) 555 

Rathbun  (Conkey) 448 

St.   Oswald   [or   Sychar,    or    Dykes] 

(Dykes) 18,  19,  20 

St.  Sylvester  (Dykes) 599 

Shanklin  (Hopkins) 54,  227 

Stockwell  (Jones) 619 

8,  7>  -,  4.  7 

Calvary  (Dykes) 212 

Heber  (Hopkins) 316,  543 

Jesu,  Bone  Pastor  (Willcox)     ....    598 

8,  7>  -  7.  7 

Confidence  (Barnby) 41 

Irby  (Gauntlett) 173 

Prescott  (Stewart) 131 

8,7,61.  (8,  7, -,  4,  4,  7) 

Alleluia  dulce  Carmen  (Haydn)     .    .    508 
Regent  Square  (Smart) "i^T* 


Metrical  Index  of  Tunes 


I 


Hymn 

St.  Paul*  [or  Lauda  Anima  Mea]  (Goss)  219 

St.  Wulstan  (Dykes) 196 

Sicily  (Italian) 570 

Tintern  Abbey*  (Abbott) 301 

8,  7>  D. 

Abbotsford*  (Barnby) 253 

Austria  (Haydn) 507 

Autumn  [or  Sardius]  (Spanish)    .     3141315 

Beecher  (Zundel) 3 

Bethany  (Smart) 161,  162 

Cross  and  Crown  (Elliott) 186 

Faben  (Willcox) 21 

Falfield  [or  Formosa]  (Sullivan)  154,364,522 

Hereford*  (Wesley) •     *33 

Ilsley  (Ilsley) 224 

Latter  Day  (Anon.) 348s 

Lux  E01  (Sullivan) 111 

Moultrie  (Cobb) 403,  404 

Omega*  (Whitney) 564 

Rex  Gloria  (Smart) 216 

Salvator  (Goss) 532,  573,  574 

Sanctuary  (Dykes) 477 

Schiller*  [or  Beethoven]  (Beethoven)    348 
Shining  Shore  (Root) 632 

8,  8,  6,  D. 

Bremen  (Hastings) 118 

Esca  Viatorum  (Dykes) 604 

Holyrood  (Hiles) 304 

West  Heath  (Hopkins) 149 

Willow  by  (Crane) 335 

8,  7,  -,  8,  8,  7 

Churchill  (Hopkins) 557 

Coburg  (Luther) 235 

Luther's  Hymn  (Klug's  Gesangbuch)  103, 104, 

533 
8,  7,  -  8,  8 

Angus*  (Barnby) .     .     563 

8,  7,  -  6,  6;  -,  7 

Ein  feste  Burg  (German)     ....    342 
Laus  Deo*  (Elliott) 24 

8,  7, -,8.8.  11 
Christmas  Carol  (Gade) 176 

8,  8,  7,  D. 

Bonar  (Calkin) 472 

Stabat  Mater  (Dykes) 200 

••  ••        (Barnby) 201 

West  Heath  (Hopkins) 340 


8,  8,  7,  D.  8,  8,  8  Hyw 

Nicolai  (Nicolai) no 

8,  8, 8,  3 

St.  Aelred  (Dykes) 183 

8,8,8,4 

Almsgiving  (Dykes) 407,408,580 

Hanford  (Sullivan) 575»  57^ 

In  Memoriam  (Maker) 4$ 

Palestrina  (Palestrina?) 214 

Radiant  Morn  (Gounod) 5$* 

Riseholme  (Gauntlett) 519,  520 

St.  Gabriel  (Ouseley) # 

Sunset  (Barnby) 324 

8,8,8,6 

Agnus  Dei  (Blow) 170 

Pascal  (Hopkins) 251,252 

Repentance  [or  Elvey,  or  Pascal]  (Elvey)  250 
Woodworth  (Bradbury) 250? 

8,  8,  (8),  8,  7 
Ecce  Panis  (Dykes) 506 

8,  8,-,  7,  7,-,  6,6 
Brandon  (Tours) 221 

8,  9,  8,  D.,  -,  6,  6,  4,  8,  8 
Herrnhut  (Nicolai) 155 

9,  7»  D 
Paraclete  (Tours) 137 

9.8 

Eucharistic  Hymn  (Hodges)    ....    499 
Sacrament  (Hopkins)    . 66 

9,  8,  -,  8,  8 

Neumark   [or  Bremen,  or  Augsberg] 
(Neumark) ....    396 

xo,  4,  D. 

Ad  Lucem  (Barnby) 406 

10,  4,  -,  10,  zo 

Lux  Benigna  (Dykes) 330 

Munger*  (Morse) .     .    312 

1  os,  al. 

Cozna  Domini  (Sullivan) 497 

Pax  Tecum  (Caldbeck) 610 

zo,  zo,  zo,  4 

Emery*  (Dunham) 526 

Peace*  (Chadwick) 35 

Sarum  (Barnby) 480 


Metrical   Index   of  Tunes 


XO,  10,  10,  6  Hymn 

Artavia  (Hopkins) 63,  258 

Montclair*  (Woodman) 237 

Z0  3 

Ambleside*  (Pope) 460 

Dalkeith  (Hewlett) 496 

Ellers  [or  Irene]  (Hopkins)    ....      47 

Eventide  (Monk) 48 

Lang  ran    [or    St.    Agnes,    or    Irene] 

(Langran)    .    .  233,  234 

Longwood  (Barn by) 152,  423,  424 

Morecambe  (Anon.) 500 

Pax  Dei  (Dykes) 64,  65 

Sacramentum*  (Barnby) 501 

Savannah  (Pleyel) 539 

10,  10,  zo,  zo,  6 

Adoration  *  (Woodman) 31 

10  8,  6 1. 

Carmel  (Smart)  ....  44,  426 

Conway  (Lawes) 446 

Yorkshire  (Wainwright) 164 

108,  D. 

Christian  Victor  (Merrill) 633 

XO,  XO,  XX,  XX 

Lyons  (Haydn) 9,  10 

xx,  xo,  xx,  6 
St.  Cecilia*  (Barnby)   . 402 

xx,  xo,  xx,  6,  D. 
Aberdeen  *  (Thallon) 376 

xx,  xo 

Consolation*  (Webbe) 228 

Matins*  (Stainer) 1 

Marlborough  (Sullivan) 548 

Russian  Hymn  [or  Moscow]  (Lvoff)  .    .    545 

St.  Ninian  (Dykes) 171 

Seccomb*  (Morse) 421 

Sheba  (Sorenson)   .     .  61 

Stillwater  (Anon.) 378,  379 

Stowe*  (Morse) 4192 

Windsor*  (Barnby) 419 

Winter  Street*  (Mason) 527 


XI,  10,  -,  9,  XX  Hymn 

Pilgrims  (Smart) 474* 

Vox  Angelica  (Dykes) 474 


11,  10,  — ,  10, 10 
Edinburgh*  (Barnby)    .    .    . 


334 


ix,  xx,  xo,  xi,  12,9;  5,  5, 11 
Salvation  (with  Refrain)  (Anon.)  ...    631 

ii,  11,  11,5 

Cloisters  (Barnby) 514 

Evening  Shadows  (Barnby) 34 

Flemming  (Flemming) 609 

11  3 

Portuguese  Hymn  [or  Adeste  Fideles]  l 

(Reading) 363 

Trinity  Church*  (Morse) 108 

Wallace  (Wallace) 388,  389 

Welcome  [or  Fortunatus]  (Calkin)     .    208 


ia,  11 
St.  Botolph  (Barnby) 


625 


ias 


Cardiff*  (Sullivan) 331 

X3»  ™>  *3>  7»  7»  6»  5 

Portuguese  Hymn  [or  Adeste  Fideles]  l 

(Reading) 568 

143 

Bridegroom*  (Macfarren) 159 

Vita*  (Neidlinger) 145 


i5»  *5>  X5»  7 

Prudentius  (Smart)  .    .    . 


126 


P.  M.  Irregular. 

Adeste  Fideles1  [or  Portuguese  Hymn] 

(Reading) 168 

Avison  (Avison) .211 

Castelar*  (Huss) 267 

Holy  Night  (Barnby) 174 

Nicea  (Dykes) 4 

Phillips  Brooks*  (Morse) 175 

Salutas*  (Silcher) 629 

Via  Crucis  (Dykes) 603 

Veni  Domine  Jesu  (Barnby)      .    .         .268 


1  Variants  of  the  same  tune. 


Index  of  Chants 

Chants  for  Introductory  Sentences 

Page 
i.  Scotch  Chant,  in  G O  Worship  the  Lord 211 

2.  Richard  Farrant,  in  F  (1530  ?-8o) The  Lord  is  in  His  Holy  Temple  .    .    .  2i2 

3.  Dr.  William  H.  Monk,  in  E  flat  (1823-89)  .    .    The  Sacrifices  of  God 21s 

4.  Dr.  George  W.  Chard,  in  £  (1765  ?-i849)   •    •    Let  the  Words  of  My  Mouth 21* 

5.  Sir  George  J.  Elvey,  in  B  flat  (1816— )   .    .    .    Who  Shall  Ascend 221 

6.  Dr.  Edward  J.  Hopkins,  in  A  (18 18 — )  .    .    .  Serve  the  Lord  with  Gladness     .    ...  22* 

7.  Rev.  Henry  H.  Statham,  in  B  flat O  Come,  Let  us  Worship 22* 

8.  Dr.  James  Nares  (1715-83) The  Hour  Cometh 22* 

General  Chants 

Benedictus,  in  A.    (Blessed  be  the  Lord)  ....    Dr.  Samuel  Arnold  (1740-1802)     .    .  26 

Magnificat,  in  G.    (My  soul  doth  magnify)    .    .    .    Henry  Smart  (1813-79) 26s 

Nunc  Dimittis,  in  A  flat    (Lord,  now  lettest)    .    .    Louis  Spohr  (1 784-1859)  .         .    .    .  271 

Arr.  by  Sir  John  Stainer  (1840 — ) 

Nunc  Dimittis,  No.  II,  in  C.    (Lord,  now  lettest) .    Sir  Joseph  Bamby  (1838  — )     .    .    .  27s 
Cceli  En  arrant,  in  B  flat.     (The  heavens  declare)      Rev.  Sir  Frederick  A.  Gore  Ouseley 

(1825-89) 28 

Dom  in  us  Regit  me,  in  E.   (The  Lord  is  my  Shepherd)  Anon. 2S1 

Dkus  Misereatur,  in  E.     (God  be  merciful)  .    .    .    Sir  Joseph  Barnby  (1838 — )      ...  29 

Venite,  Exultemus  Deo,  in  C.    (O  come,  let  us  sing)    Dr.  William  Boyce  (1710-79)    ...  3° 

Cantate  Domino,  in  D.     (O  sing  unto  the  Lord)    .    Charles  H.  Morse  (1853 — ) .    ...  30* 

Cantate  Domino,  No.  II,  in  E.  (O  sing  unto  the  Lord)  Alex.  R.  Reinagle  (1 799-1877 )  .    .    .  31 

Jubilate  Deo,  in  D.     (Make  a  joyful  noise)    .    .    .     Oxford  Chant 32 

Miserere  me,  Deus,  in  C.    (Have  mercy  upon  me)     Dr.  William  Crotch  (1775-1847)    .    .  3** 

Levavi  Oculos,  in  A.     (I  will  lift  up  mine  eyes)           Dr.  William  Crotch  (177 5-1847)    .    .  33 

Laudate  Dominum,  in  B  flat.     (Praise  ye  the  Lord)     Sir  Geo.  J.  Elvey  (181 6 — )    ....  34 

Gloria  in  Excelsis,  in  G.    (Glory  be  to  God  on  high)  Old  Chant  [English] 34* 

Gloria  Patr  1,  in  E  flat.     (Glory  be  to  the  Father)  .    John  Robinson  (1682-1762)  .    ...  35 

The  Dresden  Amen .    ...  35* 

Responses 

No.      I.   Berthold  Tours,  in  F  (1838— ) *f,Hl 

No.    II.   Charles  F.  Gounod,  in  G  (1818-93) ^ 

No.  III.   Charles  F.  Gounod,  in  A  (1818-93)  arr 24s 

The  Lord's  Prayer,  in  monotone,  on  D 25 

Sanctus 

No.    I.   Dr.  Samuel  S.  Wesley,  in  F  (1810-76) zf 

No.  II.   Rev.  Sir  Frederick  A.  Gore  Ouseley,  in  C  (1825-89) 23J1 


Index  of  Scripture  for  Chanting 


Page 

Luke  i.  46-55 xxvi   Psalm  xcv.  1-7 

Luke  i.  68-79 xxv^   Psalm  xcvi. 

1 

Luke  ii.  29-32 xxvii   Psalm  xcviii.    . 

Psalm  xix.        xxviii   Psalm  c.      .     . 


Psalm  xxiii xxviii 

Psalm  li.  1— 17 xxxii 

Psalm  lxvii xxix 


Psalm  cxxi. 
Psalm  cl. 


Pag* 
XXX 

XXX 

xxxi 

xxxii 
xxxiii 
xxxiv 


Index  of  Scripture  Readings 


Page 

Isaiah  xxxv xxxviii 

Isaiah  lii.  7-10 xxxviii 

Isaiah  liii xxxvii 

Isaiah  lv xxxvi 

Proverbs  iii.  1-20 xliv 

Psalm  viii lx 

Psalm  xv xliv 

Psalm  x viii.  1-19;  28-35  •     •     •     •  1" 
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x.  Anonymous  paraphrase  derived  from 

the  Latin  hymns,  "  Ecce  Jam  Noc- 

tis,"    "  Lucis  Creator  Optime,"  and 

"  Nocte  Surgentes  "  of  Gregory  the 

Great 

3.   Altered  as  in  Plymouth  Collection. 

5.   Altered  by  Richard  Robert  Chope,  etc. 

7.   Stanza  2  slightly  altered  by  the  Editor. 

10.   Based  on  the  work  of  Nahum  Tate  and 
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12.   Stanza  2  altered ;  reviser  unknown. 
14.  Altered  by  M  arti  n  M  adan  and  Augustus 
Montague  Toplady. 

16.  Franconian   hymn   [anon.],  translated 

by  Edward  C  as  wall. 

17.  A   paraphrase  of    the  mediaeval    He- 

brew hymn  Yigdal,  which  rehearses 
the  thirteen  articles  of  the  Hebrew 
creed. 

18.  From  "Psalms,  Hymns,  and  Anthems 

of  the  Foundling  Hospital,"  London, 

1796. 
90.   Based  on  the  work  of  Robert  Robinson. 
23.    Refrain  altered  by  the  Editor. 

28.  Altered ;  reviser  unknown. 

29.  Translated  by  Henry  Buckoll. 

34.  Petrus  Herbert,  translated   by  Cathe- 

rine Wink  worth. 

35.  Petrus  Herbert,  translated  by  Catherine 

Winkworth. 

36.  Altered  by  the  Editor. 
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62.  Stanza  1,  by  Reginald  Heber ;  Stanza  3, 


by  Richard  Whately ;  Stanzas  2  and 
4,  by  William  Mercer. 
67.   Stanza  2  slightly  altered ;    reviser  un- 
known. 

69.  Transposed  as  in,  and  with  alterations 

derived  from,  Plymouth  Collection. 

70.  Slightly  altered ;  reviser  unknown. 
72.   Much  altered. 

76.   Altered  by  previous  Editors. 
84.   Stanza  4,  line  4  altered,  as  in  Plymouth 
Collection. 

86.  Slightly  altered ;  revisers  unknown. 

87.  Nahum  Tate  and  Nicholas  Brady. 

88.  Nahum  Tate  and  Nicholas  Brady, 
gi.    Altered  by  Charles  Wesley. 

98.  Original  reads,  "  All  ye  Gentiles." 

99.  Translated  by  James  Drum  mo  nd  Burns 
103.  Translated  by  Frances  Elizabeth  Cox. 
105.   Stanzas   1-4,  by  Henry  Francis  Lyte; 

Stanza  5,  by  Cardinal  Newman. 

no.   Translated  by  Catherine  Winkworth. 

zzx.  Altered  by  Martin  Madan  and  Augus- 
tus Montague  Toplady. 

xx2.  Stanzas  1-5,  by  Edward  Perronet;  re* 
vised  and  continued  by  John  Rippoo. 

1x4.  Translated  by  Edward  Caswall.  la 
the  original,  "  Jesu,"  not  "  Jesus." 

115.  Translated  by  Edward  Caswall.  fa 
the  original,  "Jesu,"  not  " Jesus." 

117.   Slightly  altered. 

120.  Translated  by  Ray  Palmer. 

121.  Refrain  altered;  reviser  unknown. 

122.  Slightly  altered  ;  reviser  unknown. 
126.   Translated    by    John    Mason    Neal* 

altered  by  Sir  Henry  Williams  Bak^ 

and  others. 
131.    Altered:  reviser  unknown. 
135     I  Teni  Sancte  Spiritus  [anon.]  (1 3th  Cer* 

tury),  translated  by  Ray  Palmer. 

137.  Frederick  William  Faber. 

138.  Vent   Creator  Spiritus  [anon.]  (Mtl* 

Century),  translated  by  John  Dryden. 

139.  From  Ivanhoe ;  slightly  altered. 
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5.  Translated  by  Richard  Frederick  Little- 
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\.   Altered  by  Godfrey  Thring. 

\.  Translated  by  John  Greenleaf  Whittier, 
re-written  by  Stopford  Augustus 
Brooke;  altered. 

\.  Translated  by  John  Christian  Jacobi, 
altered  by  Augustus  Montague  Top- 
lady,  re-written  by  Samuel  Long- 
fellow. 
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'.  Latin  [anon.],  translated  by  John 
Mason  Neale;  altered. 

I   Translated  by  Sarah  Findlater. 

>.  Midnight  Hymn  of  the  Greek  Church 
[anon.],  trans,  by  Gerard  Moultrie. 
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7.  Altered  by  George  Whitfield  and  Mar- 
tin Madan. 
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Century),    translated    by    Frederick 
Oakeley;  altered;  reviser  unknown. 
Translated  anonymously. 
Translated  anonymously. 
Translated  by  John  Mason  Neale. 
Stanza  2,  line  1  altered  by  the  Editor. 
Translated  by  John  Mason  Neale. 
Translated   by   James   Waddell   Alex- 
ander, from  the  German  of  Paul  Ger- 
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-Altered  by  Godfrey  Thring. 
Translated    by    Sir    Henry    Williams 
Baker. 


199.  Latin  [anon.],  translated  by  William 

John  Blew ;  altered. 

200.  Stabat  Mater  [anon.],   translated    by 

James  Waddell  Alexander. 
906.  James  Fanch  and  Daniel  Turner;  much 
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208.   Based  on  the  Latin  of  Venantius  Hono- 
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Pott. 
2x5.   Translated  by  John  Mason  Neale. 
22x.   Refrain  altered. 

222.  Stanza  7,  line   3   altered;  reviser  un- 

known. 

223.  Altered  by  previous  Editors. 

226.  With  alterations  derived  from  Plymouth 
Collection. 

228.  Stanzas  1-2,  by  Thomas  Moore;  al- 
tered; stanza  3  by  Thomas  Hast- 
ings. 

235.   Translated  anonymously. 

244.    Altered ;  reviser  unknown. 

256.   In  the  original  "Jesu,"  not  "Jesus." 

259.  Translated  by  John  Wesley ;  altered. 

260.  Translated  by  John  Wesley. 

262.  Stanza  1,  line  5  altered;  reviser  un- 
known. 

266.  Translated  by  Catherine  Winkworth; 
altered  by  Philip  Schaff. 

269.  Altered  by  the  Editor. 

270.  Stanza  4,  line   2  altered  by  Thomas 

Cotterill. 

271.  From  the  poem  "  Our  Master ;  "  part  2, 

stanza  4,  and  part  3,  stanza  2  altered 
by  the  Editor. 
274.   Altered ;  reviser  unknown. 

278.  Stanza   1   and   basis  of  stanza  3,   by 

George  Herbert;  remainder  by  John 
Weslev. 

279.  Translated  anonymously. 

288.  Gilbert   Rorison ;    re-written  by  John 

Hunter. 
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292  Thomas  Haweis ;  re-written  by  Thomas 
Cotterill. 
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Joseph  Francis  Thrupp,  based  on  a 
hymn  of  Cecil  Frances  Alexander. 

Altered;  revisers  unknown. 

Nahum  Tate  and  Nicholas  Brady ;  with 
alterations  derived  from  Plymouth 
Collection. 

Unauthorized  selection  from  a  hymn  by 
Frederick  Whitfield. 

Altered  by  Frances  A.  Hutton. 

Translated  from  the  Welsh  of  William 
Williams,  by  Peter  and  William  Wil- 
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Attributed  to  John  Sterling. 

Altered  by  previous  Editors. 

Altered  as  in  Plymouth  Collection. 

Stanza  5  altered  as  in  Plymouth  Collec- 
tion. 

Refrain  altered ;  reviser  unknown. 

Altered ;  reviser  unknown. 

Joseph  Grigg,  revised  by  Benjamin 
Francis  and  others. 

Altered. 

Altered  as  in  Plymouth  Collection. 

Stanza  5  much  altered. 
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Stanza  1  (altered  by  Edward  Bicker- 
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2  by  Henry  Kirke  White ;  stanza 
2,  lines  3  and  4  and  stanzas  3-5, 
by  Frances  Sara  (Fuller-Maitland) 
Colquhoun. 

Translated  by  John  Mason  Neale. 

Translated  by  John  Mason  Neale; 
stanza  2  altered. 

Translated  by  John  Wesley. 

Altered ;  reviser  unknown. 

Much  altered;  reviser  unknown. 

Stanza  2,  line  7  altered ;  reviser  un- 
known. 

Altered  by  the  Editor. 

Translated  by  William  Cowper ;  stanzas 
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Transposed. 

Altered  as  in  Plvmouth  Collection. 

Stanza  1  altered  by  the  Editor. 

Translated  by  Frances  Elizabeth  Cox. 
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Transposed  as  in  Plymouth  Collection. 

Originally  derived  from  the  psalm  ver- 
sion of  William  Whittingham,  1556; 
re-written  by  Francis  Rous,  1 64 1 ;  re- 
vised by  the  Westminster  Assembly 
in  1646 ;  further  altered  to  its  present 
form  in  1650. 

From  the  "  Eternal  Goodness." 

Translated  by  Catherine  Winkworth. 

Translated  by  Catherine  Winkwortht 
altered  by  Charles  Seymour  Robinson. 

Altered  as  in  Plymouth  Collection. 

Translated  by  Greville  Matheson;  much 
altered. 

Slightly  altered  by  the  Editor. 

Slightly  altered  by  the  Editor. 

Stanza  1,  line  1  altered  as  in  Plymouth 
Collection. 

Translated  by  John  Wesley. 

Stanzas  1  and  3  (both  altered),  by  John 
Keble ;  stanzas  2  and  4  (both  altered); 
by  William  John  Hall. 

Derived  from  Francis  Quarles;  re- 
written by  Henry  Francis  Lyte. 

Altered  as  in  Plymouth  Collection. 

Attributed  to  St.  Francis  Xavier;  trans- 
lated by  Edward  Caswall ;  altered. 

Stanza  3  altered  by  the  Editor. 

Translated  by  Catherine  Winkworth. 

Transposed  and  stanza  3  altered  by  the 
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Latin  [anon.],  translated  by  Richard 
Frederick  Littledale. 

Translated  by  George  Washington  Be- 
thune. 

Altered ;  reviser  unknown. 
466,  467,  468.    Translated  by  John  Mason 

Neale;  altered. 
471.   Two  modern  versions  of  two  anony- 
mous  English  poems  of    the   16th 
Century,  combined  by  various  edi- 
tors in  varying  centos. 

Altered ;  reviser  unknown. 

Translated  by  Henry  Martyn  Dexter. 

Latin     [anon.],    translated     by    John 
Mason  Neale. 

Stanza  1  altered. 

St.   Thomas   Aquinas,    translated    by 
Sir  Henry  Williams  Baker. 
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541 .   Altered  as  in  Plymouth  Collection. 

545.  Stanzas  1 , 2, 3,  and  5,  by  Henry  Fothergill 
Chorley ;  stanza  4,  by  John  Ellerton. 

547.  Stanza    1    (altered)  and  stanza   3,    by 

Charles  Timothy  Brooks ;  stanza  2 
and  revision  of  stanza  1,  by  John 
Sullivan  Dwight. 

548.  From  the  "  Arsenal  at  Springfield ;  " 

altered. 

551.  Nahum  Tate  and  Nicholas  Brady. 

552.  Translated  by  Jane  Montgomery  Camp- 

bell. 

553.  Stanza  2  altered. 

555.    Altered;  reviser  unknown. 

570.    Stanza  1  altered  anonymously;  stanza 


2  altered  by  Augustus  Montague 
Toplady. 

575.   Stanza  1  altered ;  reviser  unknown. 

584.   Stanza  1  altered  by  the  Editor. 

591.  Stanza  1  and  basis  of  stanza  3,  by  Row- 
land Hill ;  stanza  2  and  revision  of 
stanza  3,  by  George  Rawson. 

593.   Translated  by  Jane  Borthwick. 

600.   Translated  by  Jane  Borthwick. 

604.   Stanza  4  altered  by  the  Editor. 

613.  Altered  by  Oliver  William  Bourne  Pea- 

body. 

614.  Translated  by  William  Cullen  Bryant. 

Original  reads,  "  Thy  vernal  beauty, 
fertile  shore." 

615.  Stanza  1 ,  by  Thomas  Shepherd ;  stanzas 

2  and  3  anon. ;  stanzas  4  and  5,  by 
Charles  Beecher. 

616.  Translated  by  Jane  Borthwick. 

622.  Latin  original  revised  for  the  Roman 
Breviary,  editions  1570,  1632;  trans- 
lated by  Edward  Caswall. 
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Editor. 

638.  Translated  by  Stephen  Van  Culen 
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*  A  charge  to  keep  I  have 

*  A  few  more  years  shall  roll     .... 
A  glory  gilds  the  sacred  page     .    . 

A  pilgrim  and  a  stranger 

A  poor  wayfaring  man  of  grief  .  .  . 
~A  safe  stronghold  our  God  is  still    .    . 

A  thousand  years  have  come  and  gone 

A  voice  upon  the  midnight  air  .  .  . 
"» Abide  with  me,  fast  falls  the  eventide  . 
*•  According  to  Thy  gracious  word     .     . 

Across  the  sky  the  shades  of  night  .  . 
"  Adeste  Fideles :  —  see  O  come,  all  .     .    . 

Again,  as  evening's  shadow  falls     .     . 

Again  the  day  returns  of  holy  rest  .     . 

Again  the  Lord  of  life  and  light  .     .     . 

Alas !  and  did  my  Saviour  bleed      .     . 

All  glory,  laud,  and  honor 

-  All  hail  the  power  of  Jesus'  name    .     . 


All  praise  to  Thee,  my  God,  this  night :  — 
see  Glory  to  Thee 

All  things  are  Thine;  no  gift  have  we 
All  ye  nations,  praise  the  Lord    .... 

All  ye  that  pass  by 

Alleluia!  Alleluia!  Alleluia 

Alleluia !  sing  to  Jesus 

Alleluia,  song  of  gladness 

Am  I  a  soldier  of  the  cross 

And  didst  Thou  love  the  race  that  loved 

not  Thee 

And  now  the  wants  are  told  that  brought 

Angels  holy 

Arm  these  Thy  soldiers,  mighty  Lord  .     . 


277  Olmutz S.M. 

461  Chalvey S.M.D. 

484  Dundee cm. 

616  Song  of  the  Sojourner  .    .  7,6,0. 

627  Wanderer* um.d. 

342  Ein  Feste  Burg    8,7,8,7,6,6,6,6,7- 

172  Noel cm.d. 

189  Grasmere* L.M- 

48  Eventide 10s. 

503  St.  Agnes cm. 

557  Churchill     ....   8,7,8,7,8,8,7. 
168 

53  St.  Fidelis L.M- 

65  Pax  Dei     .    .• 10s. 

69  Mear cm. 

205  Avon cm. 

181  St.  Theodulph 7.&D 

112  Miles  Lane;  Coronation;  Enthrone- 
ment ;  or  to  Laud,  cm.  113 

37 

492  Hamburg,  l.  m.  ;  or  to  Sefton,  49° 

98  Monkland 7s 

223  Vaughan 5, 5'Il*P 

214  Palestrina 8,8,£-  *" 

133  Hereford* $,7-  p 

508  Alleluia,  Dulce  Carmen    .  8,7»^ 

350  Christmas c.  - 

258  Artavia 10, 10, 10,  *" 

83  Bkatitudo C^ 

90  Angels  Holy*  .    .    .    .4,4,7,8,8,^ 

491  Hamburg l.mT- 
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•y,  art  thou  languid  .  .  . 
e  sunless  retreats  of  the  ocean 
rorn  and  weary  feet  .  . 
hart  for  cooling  streams  . 
ently,  draws  near  the  night 
nth  eager  looks  .  .  . 
is !  blessed  sleep  .  .  . 
i,  remote  from  home  .  . 
he  sun  was  set  ...    . 

:>f  Jesus 

ing  the  song 

ml,  and  with  the  sun  .  . 
>ul,  stretch  every  nerve  . 
)uls,  away  our  fears     .     . 

yed,  thou  little  flock    .     . 
eart !  these  anxious  cares 
;w  not  when  my  life  was  good 
ih's  awful  throne    .     .     . 
igue,  some  heavenly  theme 
Bridegroom  cometh   in  the 

ne  night 

wondrous  grace 
shadow  of  the  cross 
tarry  skies  .... 
eir  quiet  nest  .  .  . 
pure  in  heart  .  .  . 
ie  that  binds  .... 
love,  dear  Lord  .  . 
world,  in  mercy  broken 

he  bread  of  life,  dear  Lord, 

ere  our  portion 

d   best  of  the  sons  of  the 
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625 

185 

307 

64 

*95 

457 
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349 
395 

340 

325 
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9i 
82 

159 

372 

273 
206 

261 

425 
435 
584 
499 


496 
466 
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eemed,  in  Christ  restored         498 
m's  shady  rill 488 


thy  salvation      .... 
God,  and  keep  me  calm 
istening  ear  of  night  .     . 
len  on  the  Lord  .... 
Dmes  from  heavenly  height 
ie  Heavenly  King  .     .     . 
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290 
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591 
176 

413 


world,  we  sing 523 


Stephanos,  8, 5, 8, 3 ;  Bullinger 

St.  Botolph 12,  11. 

Eton* l.  m.  61. 

Spohr CM. 

Pax  Dei 10s. 

Twilight  (Zundel) 7s,  61. 

Zephyr l.  m. 

Effingham l.  m. 

St.  Fidelis l.  m. 

Evensong* 6,5,d. 

St.  Thomas s.  m. 

uxbridge l.  m. 

Christmas cm. 

Winchester  New l.  m. 

West  Heath 8, 8,  7,  d. 

Calm l.  m. 

Montclair  * 10, 10, 10. 6. 

Old  Hundredth l.m. 

Beatitudo CM. 

Bridegroom  * 14s. 

State  Street s.  m. 

St.  Margaret cm. 

Empyrean s.  m. 

Homeless 6, 10. 

Chiselhurst s.  M. 

BOYLSTON S.  M. 

Monsell S.  M. 

Eucharistic    Hymn  9,8; 
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Christ  leads  me  through  no  darker  rooms  : 

—  see  Lord,  it  belongs  not 

Christ,  of  all  my  hopes  the  ground  .    .    . 

Christ  the  Lord  is  risen  to-day  .... 
Christian,  dost  thou  see  them  .... 
Christian,  seek  not  yet  repose  .... 
Christians,  awake !  salute  the  happy  morn 
Come,  dearest  Lord,  descend,  and  dwell  . 

Come,  every  pious  heart 

Come,  gracious  Spirit,  heavenly  Dove 

Come,  Holy  Ghost,  in  love 

Come,  Holy  Spirit,  heavenly  Dove  .  .  . 
Come,  Holy  Spirit,  heavenly  Dove,  My: 

—  see  Come,  gracious  Spirit 

Come,  let  us  join  our  cheerful  songs    .     . 
Come,  let  us  join  our  friends  above :  — 
see  Let  all  the  saints 

Come,  let  us  lift  our  joyful  eyes  .... 

Come,  Lord,  and  tarry  not 

Come,  my  soul,  thou  must  be  waking  .  . 
Come,  my  soul,  thy  suit  prepare  .  .  . 
Come !  said  Jesus'  sacred  voice  .... 
Come,  Thou  almighty  King 

Come,  Thou  Fount  of  every  blessing :  — 
see  Saviour,  source  of 

Come,  Thou  long-expected  Jesus  .  .  . 
Come  to  our  poor  nature's  night      .    .     . 

"  Come  unto  Me,  and  rest " 

"  Come  unto  Me,  ye  weary  " 

Come,  we  that  love  the  Lord 
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Come,  ye  that  love  the  Lord :  —  see  Come, 
we  that  love 

Commit  thou  all  thy  griefs 
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Crown  Him  with  many  crowns   .... 
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Darkly  rose  the  guilty  morning  .... 
Daughter  of  Zion,  from  the  dust .... 

Day  is  dying  in  the  west 

Day  of  wrath,  O  day  appalling  .... 

Dear  Jesus,  ever  at  my  side 

Dear  Lord  and  Father  of  mankind  .  .  . 
Dear  Refuge  of  my  weary  soul  .... 
Deem  not  that  they  are  blest  alone      .     . 
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ry  stormy  wind  that  blows  .  . 
inland's  icy  mountains  .     . 

th  and  south  and  east  and  west 
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Give  to  the  winds  thy  fears  (Pt.  II) 
Glorious  things  of  Thee  are  spoken 
Glory  to  Thee,  my  God,  this  night  .     . 
Go,  labor  on ;  spend,  and  be  spent  .    . 
Go  not  far  from  me,  O  my  Strength 

Go  to  dark  Gethsemane 

Go  to  the  grave  in  all  thy  glorious  prime 

God  bless  our  native  land 

God  is  love :  His  mercy  brightens  . 
God  is  my  strong  salvation  .... 
God  is  the  refuge  of  his  saints  .  .  . 
God  moves  in  a  mysterious  way  .  . 
God,  named  Love,  whose  fount  Thou  art 
God  of  mercy,  throned  on  high  .  .  . 
God  of  my  life.  Thy  boundless  grace  . 
God  of  the  living  in  whose  eyes  .  .  . 
God,  that  madest  earth  and  Heaven  . 
God  the  All-terrible  i  King  who  ordainest 
God  the  Lord  a  King  remaineth  .  . 
God  the  Lord  has  heard  our  prayer 
Great  God,' to  Thee  my  evening  song  . 
Great  God,  we  sing  that  mighty  hand  . 
Great  God,  what  do  I  see  and  hear 
Great  God,  who  knowest  each  man's  need 
Guide  me,  O  Thou  great  Jehovah   .    . 

Hail,  holy  Light !  the  world  rejoices  . 
Hail  sacred  day  of  earthly  rest  .  .  . 
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Hail,  Thou  long-expected  Jesus  :  —  see 
Come,  Thou  long-expected 
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Hark!  the  glad  sound,  the  Saviour  comes 
Hark !  the  herald  angels  sing     .... 

Hark !  the  song  of  jubilee 

Hark !  the  sound  of  holy  voices  .... 
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iearmy  prayer,  0  Heavenly  Father  .     .  54 

lear  us,  Thou  that  broodest 142 
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iigh  in  the  heavens,  eternal  God    .     .     .  394 
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Holy  night !  peaceful  night 174 

Holy  Spirit.  1  nfinite  :  —  see  Come  to  our  poor  151 

Holy  Spirit !  Lord  of  light      ..."..  147 
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Hosanna  to  the  living  Lord 22 
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*e  0,  who  like  Thee 180 
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*e  My  God,  how  wonderful 80 
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How  high  Thou  art!  Our  songs  can  own  317 

How  pleasing  is  Thy  voice 560 

How  shall  I  follow  Him  I  serve  ....  607 
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'  how  that  my  Redeemer  lives  ....  438 
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1  left  the  God  of  truth  and  light ....  246 

I  love  Thy  kingdom,  Lord 517 
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1  need  Thee  every  hour 595 
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Paraclete 9,7,  d. 

Springfield 7s. 

NlCiEA P.  M. 

Holy  Night p.m. 

Twilight  (Zundel) 7s. 

Falfield,  8,  7,  d.  ;  or  to  Salvator,  532 
Hosanna,  l.  m.  and  1 1 ;  Baden,  l.  m. 

and  7 
St.  George  (Gauntlett)    ...      s.  m. 
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I  need  Thee,  precious  Jesus 

I  was  a  wandering  sheep 

I  was  wandering  and  weary 

I  worship  Thee,  sweet  will  of  God  .     .     . 

If  God  be  on  my  side:  — see  Since  Jesus  is 
my  friend 

If  human  kindness  meets  return  .     .     .     . 

If  on  our  daily  course  our  mind :  —  see  New 

every  morning 

If  thou  but  suffer  God  to  guide  thee    .     . 

I  'm  but  a  stranger  here 

I  'm  not  ashamed  to  own  my  Lord  .  .  . 
Immortal,  invisible,  God  only  wise      .     . 

Immortal  Love,  forever  full 

Immortal  Love,  within  whose  righteous  will 

In  exile  here  we  wander 

In  heavenly  love  abiding 

In  His  own  raiment  clad  :  —  see  On  the  cross 
In  sleep's  serene  oblivion  laid  .... 
In  the  Cross  of  Christ  I  glory    .... 

In  the  hour  of  trial 

It  came  upon  the  midnight  clear     .     .     . 

It  is  not  death  to  die 

It  singeth  low  in  every  heart 
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Jerusalem,  my  happy  home 471 

Jerusalem  on  high 606 

Jerusalem  the  golden 468 

Jesu,  dulcis   memoria :  —  see  Jesus,  the  very 
114;  O  Jesus,  King  115;  Jesus,  Thou  Joy  120 

Jesu,  in  Thy  dying  woes 193 


Jesus,  and  shall  it  ever  be 


Jesus  calls  us  o'er  the  tumult 
Jesus,  I  my  cross  have  taken 
Jesus  lives !  thy  terrors  now 
Jesus,  lover  of  my  soul  .     . 


Jesus,  meek  and  gentle 

Jesus !  my  Lord,  my  God,  my  All,  Hear 
Jesus !  my  Lord,  my  God,  my  All,  How 
Jesus,  my  strength,  my  hope  .     . 
Jesus  shall  reign  where'er  the  sun 

Jesus,  still  lead  on 

Jesus,  the  calm  that  fills  .my  breast 
Jesus,  the  very  thought  of  Thee 
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Jesus,  Thou  Joy  of  loving  hearts 
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